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THE Author of tbjs F^ay is unknowns Philips and 
Wia(lanl^ alcrihe it to Joha Heywood, author of the 
Four f^Sy and other pieic^s which hear not the lead refem* 
blance to thef prefent performance. The ftory on which it it 
grounded iermf to h»Td its foundation in the ^rticular tradi- 
tions of the Town of Wakefield: that part which relates to 
Robin Hood is contai^i^ in one of the popular BaUads con- 
cerning that cetehrated Oudawy printed in the firft volcrme of 
Evans's Colleciion of Old Bali^tdsp p. 99. This Ballad is men- 
tioned . by Drayton^ in his Pofy-oJiionp Song the Twentieth- 
eighth : k 

^' It efianc'd Ihe in her courfe on Kirkbey call her eye, 

** Where merry Robin Hood, that honed thief, doth lie; 

** Beholding fitly too before how Wakeiield flood, 

** She doth not only think of luily Robi^ Hood, 

<* But of his merry man, the Pindar of the town 

<< Of yfake&cHy George a Greeti^ whole fames (b far ant 

** blown 
'< For their fa valiant fight» that every free man*s fimg 
** Can tell you of the fame, quoth ike be talk'd on long, 
** For ye w^re merry lads, and thofe were merry days; Uc/^ 

And Richard Bruthwaite, in Ae Strafpaia far tki Dnnil^ 
16x5, 8vo. p,' 205* fi^s : 

** Atleaftfucb plated labour to make known, 

^ As fbrmef times have hepour'd with renown. 

> 


" So by thy true relation "i may appear 
**• They are no others now, than as they were 
*' Ever efleem*d by auntient times records, 
</ Which fliaU4)e'fliadow^bw^^^4&-lew woris. zzz^ '; 
« The firft wheffcof that I taCndTo Iho'w.' * * '^ ~ * 
** Is merry Wakefield and her Pindar too : 
'^ Which Fame hath blaz'd with all that did belong* 
*' Unto that Towne in many gladfome fong : 
«« The PindarsValbur/andTiow'fltmheiElood/ ' '^ 
V Jn'th'Tort^nc^ defence *g^inffth* rebel Robin H ' 

*' How ftoiitly he l^av'd himfelfe, iand would* . . 
^ In fpite oi Robin bring his f^orfc to th' fold ^ • 
<< His many Mayganiies whiSb/wei'e to be ieene, 
« Yccrely ptefented upon WakdfTdd greene, 
" "Where lovely Jugge and liiftie ?l^ would go, ' " 
** To fee Tom IheJy turne upon the toe ; ' 
" Hoh^ Loht and Cron^de tie fidlcr would be there, . 
** And many more I Will not fpeake of here : 
** Good god ! how glad hath been this hart of mine 
*** To fee that Towne, which hath in ifbrmer'tiitoo 
*< So flourifh'd ahd fo gloried in her name, 
*« Famous by ^hc Pindar who fird rais'd the fame ; 
♦< Yea, I Have -paced ore thax^eene and ore, 
♦« And th'more 1 4aw"t, I ^oke delight the more, 
*< For where we take contentment in a place, 
M A whole' daies Walke feemes as a cinquepace. 
•** Unto thy taike, my mufc, and now make knowne 
«' The jolly (hoo- maker of 5r<M}<&r^ towne, 
** His gentle craft fo rais'd in former time, 
. «« vBy princely. Journey-men l\is difcipUn'e, 
" Where he was wont with pailengers to quaft, 
« But fulfer none to carry up their ftafic 
** Upon their (houlders, whilft they paft through town,. 
<* For if they did, he foon ihould beat them downc. 


*».- 


<< (So valiant was the Soutei^) and from hence^ 
** Twixt Robin Hood and him otcw th* difference ; 
.f ** -WlaclH cauferit ii Sy raoft flage poets writ, 
** For brevity, I thought good to omit,** 


* * ^ a 


» \ 


A J D R A. 


r 


f 6 3 


DRAMATIS PEJRS.QNuK. 

EDWARD, King of England. 
James, King of Scotland/ 
Earl of Kendall* 
Lord Warwick, 

Lord BONFIELD. 

Lord Humes. 

Sir Gilbert Armstrono* 
iSir Nicholas Mannerinc. 
George a Greene. 

Old MUSGROVE. 

Young Cu DDT, his Son* 

Mr. Grime. 

Bettris, his Daughter. 

KoBiN Hood. 

Jen kin, a Clown. 

Wilt. 

Much, the Miller's Sob. 

Maid Marion. 

Scarlet. 

A Justice. 

A Townsman. ' 

John. 

Jane a Barlet. 

A Shoemaker^ Soldiers, Messengus, Sec. 
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PINNER' OP WAKEFIELD, 


Enter the Earl 9f Kendall, ^vmtb bhu the Lord Bonfild, Sit 

Gilben Armftrong, itnd John* 

Earl ef KendalL 

WELCOME to Bradford, martial gentlemeii. 
Lord Bonfield, and fu Gilbert ArmHroAg both, ' 
And all my troops, even to my baieft groom^ 
Courage and welcome ; for the day is ours* 
Our caufe is eood, it is for the land's avail : 
Then let us nght, and die for England's good* 

Onrnes. ^ 

We will, my lord* 

KsniaU. 
As I am Henry Momford, Kendall's earl» 
You honour me with this ailent of yours ; 
* And here upon my fword I make protefl, 
For to relieve the poor, or die myielr. 

* ?'tnntr\ Or Pindar*, the keeper •£ the Pinfold* hclonging to the 
common fields about Wakefield. Junius, in his Etymologicmy voce Pende^ 
fays : " PenJe Includere ch. ab A. S. pennan pyndan idem fignificante. 
'* H'lnc p'tider ffimer, Qiii pccora ultra fines yagantia fepto includit." 
Mr. Steevens obfenres, that the fignre of this ruftick hero zi ftill pre- 
ferved on a (ign at the bottom of Gray's-Inn-Laae. 

^ yindbere upon «ry fword I make prott/ly] It was formerly common tn 
fwear upon tbejwora; that is, upon the crofs which the old fwords always 
nad upon th^ hilt. Of this cuftom many inftances are quoted by Dr. 
Farmer and Mr. Steerens in their Notes oh Hamlet^ A. i. S. 5. 

Again, in Tour fivt Gailanesf by Middleton, >A. 4 ; " Siueare on iRs 
i^ fword then to fet fpors to your horfc, not to look« back, to give no 
** markes to any pafleDger." 

A 4 And 


I 6BOR&£^:GREEKfi| 

And know, my lords, that James, the king of Soots, 
Wars hard upon the borders of this land : 
Here is his poft ; fay, Johd/Bn^lo)', 
What news with king James ? 

John. 

Wir, my lord, I xtVL \ and good new* I iroifr J 
JFor king James vows to meet you* the twenty- fixtH 
Of this month, God willing i many doth he, iir. 

KendalL 

My friends, you fee, what we have to win, 
Well, John, commend me to king James, and tell him^ 
I will me^ him the twen^-iijcth of this month. 
And all the red ; and fo farewel; [£1^1;// John^ 

Bonfield, why Aand'A thou as a man in dumps ? 
Courage ; for if I win^ 1^11 make thee duke. 
I Henry Momford will be king myfelf, 
A I wiU make thee duke of Lancaller, 
And Gilbert Armlirong lord of Doncafter* 

Bonfield. 

Nothing, my lord, makes me amaz'd at all, 
But that our foldlers find our vidluals fcant* 
We mufl make havock of thoiie country fwains; 
t^or fo will the red: tremble and be afraid. 
And humbly fend provifioh to your camp. 

Gilbert. 

My lord Bonfield gives good advice ; 
They make a fcorn and fland upon the king: 
So what is brought is fent from them perforcej 
Aik Mannering el(e. 

Kendall. 

What fayefl thou, Mannering? . . 

Mannering. 

When as I ihew'd youf high commiflion. 
They made this anfwer. 
Only to fend provifion for your horfes. 

KendalL 

Well, hie thee to Wakefield, bib the town 
To fend me all provifion that I want ; 
Lefl I, like martial Tamberlaine, lay wafle 

Their 
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Their bordering countries, leaving none 
Alive that contradids my commimon. 

Mannering. 
Let me alone, my lord. Til make them 
Vail their plurties ; for whofoever he be, 
. The proudcfl knight, or juftice, or other, that gainfayeth 
Vour word, I clap him iail, to make the fed to feari 

Do fo, Nick ! hie theft thither prefcntly, 
And let us hear of thee to-morrow, 

Manneringn 
Will you not remove, my lord ; 

KendaU. 
No, I will lie at Bradford all this nighr, 
And all the next. Come, Bunfield, let us go, 
And liflen out fome bonny laifes here. [Exeunt omnesm 

Enter the Juftice, m Townfman, George a GreenCi and Sir 
Nicholas Manncriog with his comm^Jj^onk 

Jiifiice. 

M. Mannering, ftand afide, whilft we confer 
What is beft to do, townlmen of Wakefield : 
The earl of Kendall here hath fent for vidtuals ; 
And in aiding him, we (hew ourfehes 
No lefs than traitors to the king ; 
Therefore let me hear, townfmen. 
What is your confents. 

Even as you plcafe, we are all content, 

Jufiice. 

Then M, Mannering we are refolv'd 

Mannering, 

As how ? 

Jufiice* 
Marry, fir, thus. 
We will fend the earl of Kendall no vi<£);uals, 
Becaufe he is a traitor to the king. 
And in aiditig him wc (hew ourfelves no lefs, 

Mannering, 
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Mamering. 
Why, men of Wakefield, are you waxen mad^ 
Tbat prefenc danger cannot whet your wits. 
Wifely to make provifion of yourfclves ? 
The carl is thirty thoufand men ftrong in power. 
And what town foever him refift. 
He lays it flat and level with the ground : 
Ye filly men, you feek your own decay: 
Thcretore fend my lord fuch provifion as he wants, 
. So he will fpare your town, aud come no nesirer 
Wakefield than he is. 

Jufiice. 
MaHer Mannering, you have your anfwer, 
You may be gone. 

Mannering* 
Well, Woodroffe, for fo I guefs is thy name, 
ni make thee curfe thy ^ ovcrthwart denial ; 
And all that fit upon the bench this day 
Shall rue the hour they have withflood my lord's 
Commiifion. 

jHftlce. 
Do thy worft, we fear thee not. 

Mannering* 
Sec you thefe fcals ? before you pafs the town, 
J will have all things my lord doth want, 
inipiteofyou. 

George* 
Proud dapper Jack, vail bonnet to the bench 
That reprcltrnrs the pcrfon of the king ; 
Or, firrab^rjl lay thy head before thy feet. 

Mannerifig* 
Why, who art thou ? 

J George* 

Why» I am Geo^fge a Greene, 
True liegeman to my king, 

1 '^9vrnhfa:art dcn'ali] So, In Erafmus's Fralfe of Folie, 154^ 
Sign. C 2 : " — but when the Gods are fctte at bankette, he plaiet)i the 
" jefter, now wyth hys lymphauitynge, now with his fkottinge, and now 
** with h!S o7/erthwarte woords to provoke them all to laughter/' 

Eh^Smus attd bii F.nglqndy p ^7 : *< — as ohc to young to underflancTe, 
'* or obfiinate lo- over thwart" 

4. VVh« 
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Who fcorns that men of fuch efteetn as tbefe. 
Should brook the braves of any traiterouf fqalre. . 
You of the bench, and you my feIlow-friei>d8» 
Neighbours, we fubjects all unto the king ; 
We are Englifh born, and therefore Edward's friendsy 
Vow'd unto him even in our mothers' womb. 
Our minds to God, our hearts unto our king; 
Our wealth, our homage, and our carcafes » 
'Be all king £dward*s. Then, firrah, we have 
Nothing kft for traitors, but our fwords. 
Whetted to bathe them in your bipods. 
And die againft you, before we fend you any viftuals. 

Jujlice. ,. 

Well fpoken, George a Greene ! 

Town/man * 
Pray let George a Greene fpeak for us. 

George* 
Sirrah, you get no victuals here. 
Not if a hoof of beef would fave your lives, 

Manntring* 
Fellow, I (land amazM at thy prefumption* 
Why, what art thou that dareft gainfay my lord. 
Knowing his mighty puilTunce and his firoke? 
Why, my friend, I come not barely of myielf ; 
For fee, I have a large commidion. 

George* 
Let me fee it, firrah. Whole feals be thcfel 

Mannering* 
This is the earl of Kendall'^ feal at arms; 
This lord Charnel Rinfield's ; 
And this fir Gilbert Armftrong's. 

George. 
I tell thee, firrah, d^d goo<i king Edward's fon 
Seal a comDiiiliMn againil the king his father. 
Thus would I tear it in defpite of him, 
... [He. tears the .C0mmtjiom 

being traitor to my foveraign. 

Manneringn 
What ! haft thou torn my lord's commifEonf 
Thou ihalt rue it, and fo ihaU all Wakefield. 

dorgc^ 
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George, 
Whar, arc yDu in choler ? I will give you pitls 
To cool your flomach. Sceft thou il^pfe feals ? 
Now by my father's foul, u hich was a yeoman, 
When bc'Was alive, ♦feat them, or eat 
My dagger's point, proud fqulre. 

Maftfierln^, 
But thou doeft but jeft, I hope. 

George, 
Sure that (ball you fee, before we two patt. 

Matifierittg. 
Well, aiid there be no remedy, fo George,-^ 
One is gone ; I pray thee, no more now. 

George^ 
O fir, if one be good, the others cannot hurr.-^i— , 
So, fir, now you may go tell the earl of Kendall, 
Although 1 have rent his large com million, 
• Yet of curtefy I have fent all his feals 
Back again by you. 

Manneringi 
Well, fir, I wiil do your errand. [£xit» 

George. 
Now let him tell his lord, that he hiith 
Spoke wiih George a Greene, right Pinner 
Of merry Wakefield town, that hath phylick for ^ fool, 
« Pills lor a traltpr that doth wrong his fovereign. 
Arc you content with this that 1 have done? 

Jujice. . . . 

Ay, content, George ; , ' . ^ 

For highly hall thou honour'd Wakefield towii, 
In cutting of proud Manuering fo fhort, 

4 — «a/ them f,lcc.^ This incident bears fo near a r^fcinblince to a 
ftory related of Robert Grccae, that it probably was takeo f^rjx iH 
'** Ha4 hce hv'd^ Gabriel, and thou Ihouldft fo unartlficially and .odiouHy 
^'libel'd againft him &s thou haft done, he would have thee" an example 
*^ of "ignominy to all ages that are to come and driven lYitt to eate th^ 
*' 0WMe to»ie huttertdj as I J awe him make aft appar'uer ofUe in a Tavetfi' tath 
** bis citaiion, luaxe and aU, very h'andjomly fervid tivixt two dijhes^ 

Nafb*s Apohpe of Fierce PeniteJefe,4ibQ^ f^93* 

In the Play of Sir jfobn OldcajlUy the Svimner is compelled to- eat hi* 
\ citation in Lkc manner; 

CoraC) 
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Come, thou (halt be my welcome gucft to-day ; 

('or well thou baft deferv'd reward and favour. [Sxnuit 0mmu 

Enter ojd Mufgrove, -andybung Cudjie his Scm 

Cud^e. 

Now, gentle father, lift unto thy fon. 
And for my mother's love, that erft was bl3rthe 
And bonny- in thine eye, grant one petition 
That I ftiall demand. 

Old Mujgrove. 

What is that, my Cuddie? 

Cuddie, 

Father, you know 
The ancient enmity of la^e between the Mufgrovcf 
And the wily Scots, whereof they have oath. 
Not to leave one alive that ^ ftrides a launce. 
O father, you are old, and waiting age unto the grave: 
Old William Mufgrove, which whilom was thought 
The braveft horfeman in all Wcftmorland, 
Is weak, and forc'd to ftay his arm upon a ftaif, 
That * erft could wield a launce. 
Then, gentle father, refign the hold to me ;. 
Give arms to youth, and honour unto age. 

Mufgrove, 

A vaunt, falfe-hearted boy, my joints do quake 
Even with anguifh of thy very words. 
Hath Wiliiam Mufc^rove feen an hundrfd years) 
Have I been fearM and dreaded of the Scots, 
Thar, when they heard my name in anv road, 
They fled away, and pofted thence amain i 
No, Cuddie, no: thus reiolve I, 
Here have I liv'd, and here will Mufgrove die. [^Exeunl omnes^ 

5 Jirides a lauweA \. e. not to leave even a phlld of ihem »Iivr, one 
yrho equUat in arundine longa. S. 

* *^] i- P« oocc, in former times. $. 
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Sai^ Lord Bon&eO^ £rr Gilbert .^Armftrong, Jf^^Orime^ 4iuf 

Bettris his datighter^ 

BonfidL 
Now, gentle Grime, god a mercy for our good cbeer^ 
Our hrt, was royall, and our welcome great ; 
And fith fo kindly thou haft enteitain*d us. 
If we return with happy vi^ory. 
We will deal as friendly with thee in recompence* 

Grime. 
Tour welcome was but duty, gentle lord : 
For wherefore hare we given us our wealth, 
But to make our betters welcome when they come ?«-> 
O, this goes hard when traitors mud be fiatter'd ; 
But life is fweet, and I cannot withdand it. 
God I hope will revenge the quarrel of my king* 

Gilbert. 
What fud 3^u, Grime? 

Grimt. 
I fay, fir Gilbert, looking on my daughter} 
I curfe the hour that ere I got the girl : • 
For, fir, (he may have many wealthy fuitors. 
And yet fhe difdains them all, to have 
Poor George a Greene unto her huiband. 

SonfiekL 
On that, good Grime, I am talking with thy daughter f" 
But fhc» in quirks and quiddities of love. 
Sets me to fchool, fiie is fo overwife. 
But, gentle girl, if thou wilt forfake 
The Pinner, and be my love, I will advance thee high ; 
To dignify thofe hairs of amber hue, 
in grace them with a chaplet made of pearl. 
Set with choice rubies, fparks, and diamonds. 
Planted upon a velvet hood, to hide that head. 
Wherein two faphires burn like fparkling fire : 
This will I do, fiiir Bettris, and izx more, 
If thou wilt love the lord of Doncafter. 

Bettris. 
ibigh bo ! my heart is in a higher pl^e^ 
Pciiaps on the earL if that be he. 
/ ^ See 
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See where he comes> or angry, or in love'; 
Torvfhy} hta colour looketh difcoiu«eDt« 

Enter the earl tf Kendall and Nichda» Manncting* 

KendaSi 
Come, Ni^k, follow me. 

BonfiehL 
How now, ray lord i what news f 

Ktndall. 
Such news, Bonfield, as will make thee hugh. 
And fret thy fill, to hear how Nick was us'd* 
Why, the judiccs ftand on their terms, 
Nick, as you know, is haug;hty in his words; 
He laid the law unto the ^uftices ' 

With: threatening btaTes, that one lookM'on another^ 
Ready to Itoop ; but that a churl came in, 
One George a Greene, the Pinner of the town> 
And with his dagger drawn laid hands on Nick, 
And by no 'beggara iwoie that we were traitors ; 
Rent our commiffion, And upon a brave 
Made Nick to eat the feals, or brook the ibab : 
Poor Manneidngy afraid, came pofling hither ^ighl* 

BettrU. 
. Oh loiwly GetM-ge, fortune be-flill thy friend ! 
And as thy thoughts be high, fo be thy mind 
la aU accords even to thy heart's defire ! 

Sonfield^ 
What fays fair Bcttris? 

Grime* 
My lord, (he is praying for George a Greene: 
He is the man, and (he will none but him* 

Bonfield. ^ 

But him ! why, look on m«, my girl : 
Thou knoweft, that yeflernight I courted thee^ 
And fwore at my return to wed with thee. 
Then tell me, love, ihall I ^ have all thy fair ? 

t — bimt all thy fair '] In the fotftier Edition Mr. Bodfley htd #1-' , 
tcrcd fair lo faith* Fair was, hoyrever, frequently ufcd by contemporary 
ivriters as a lubftantive ; and federal inftances of it are prodtaced by Mr. 
3ceevens, in his Note on the words, *« Demetriui lores yottr/wV,* A^ iJ 
S, I. of Midfumfter' i Night* s Drtam, 


> • 


rt GEORGE A GREENE, • 

Bettrh. i 

« I care not for carU nw ytt for knight, 
•* Nor baron that 19 ib bold : 
♦* For George a Greene, the mcny ' Pinner, 
•* He hath my heart in hold.'* 

BanfieU, 
Bootlefsy my lord, are many vain replies. 
Let us hie us to Wakefield, and fend her the Pinner's head, . 

It (hall be ib. Grime, gramercie, 
Shut up thy daughter, * bridle her afieds, 
Let me not mifs her when I make return ; 
Therefore look tp her, as to thy life, good Grime. 

Crfime* 

I warrant you, my lord, [Exeunt Grime and Bettris. 

Kendall. 

And, Bettris, leave a bafe Pinner, 
For to love an earl. Fain would I fee • 
This Pinner, George a Greene. It ihali be thus ; 
Nick Mannering ihali lead on the battle, 

« — hridk her afflu^s,'] Affe^s are {fffg^ions, and in that fcnfe the 
word is ufed in many contemporary authors. As Gafcoigne's FaUe ^ 
'fermimiy p. 250: — '' neyther fee&ieth it reafonable that one (hoifjd 
<< have the power to difcorer the thoughts, or at leaft to ^M the affect. 
"of all the reft." 

Euphues ami his Eftglaml, p. 7 : — " faring that either carried the 
« motion of his minde in his manners, and that the affe&s of the hejir^ 
" were bewrayed by the eyes." 

Ben Jonfon's Cynthia's Revehy A. 3. S. 3 : 
« ....^ the Ome a^«?i 
<* That he doth t)car to his fick patient, 
" Should a right mind carry to fuch as thefc." 
Marfton*s }fhat you Mil y A. 3. S. j : 

" Ift poffible iThould be dead fo foon 
" In her fl^i.'' 
PUtch Courtesaofiy A. 4. S. i : 

" Glte entertain to mutual offers" 
OtbtilOf A. I. S. 3 : 

;#^^ «* (the young qffe&4 

" In me <Jefuna."} 
See alfo the fevcral inltanccs quoted by Mr. ^tecvens, in his Note on 
t^# JB^paffage. 
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Audi we jhrec will go to Wakefield in fomc difguife : 

Sut howfoeveT) Til have his head to-day. [Exettnt omtut^ 

Enter the King qfScots^ Zev^ Humes, witH; Soldiers andjo^piif. 

King, 
Why, Johny, then thp earl of Kendalj is blithe, 
And hath brave men that troop along with him ? 

Ay marry, my liege, 
^nd hath good men that come along with him, 
And vows to meet you at Scraftlefea, God willing, 

King. 

If good S. Andrew lend king Jamie leave, 
I will be with Jiim at the appointed day. 
Put foft : Whole pretty bpy arf thou } 

tenter Jane a Barlqr's Son^ 

Sir, I am fon unto fir John a Barley, 
flldeft, and all that ere my mother h^c|j 
£dward my name* 

Jane^ 
And whither art thoij going, pretty Ned ? 

%d. 
To feek fomie birds, and kill them, If I can. 
And now my fchool-mafl^r' is alfo gone, 
So have I Hberty to ply my bow :; 
For when he comes, 1 Hir pot from ipv book, 

James. 
Lord Humes, but mark the vifage of this child j 
By him I guefs the beauty of his mother : 
None but Laeda could breed Helena. 
Tell me, Ned, who is within with thy mother \ 

Ned. 
None but herfelf and houfhold fervants, fir ; 
If you would fpeak with h^r, knock at this gate, 

. James^ 
Johny,- knock at that gate. 
¥91*. III. S ^^/^ 
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Enter Jane a Barlej nfou the walk. 

yane. 
O, I am betray 'd ! What maltitudes be thefe? 

yams. 
Fear not, fair Jane^ for aS thefe men are mine^ 
And all thy friends, if thou be friend to me : 
I am thy lover, James,^ the king of Scotts, 
That oft have fued and wooed with many letters^ 
Fainting my outward palTions wUh my pen. 
When as my inward foul did bleed for woe. 
Little regard was given to my fuit. 
But haply thy hulband's prefence wrought it. 
Therefore, fweet Jane, I fitted me. to time. 
And, hearing that thy bufband was from h©me^ 
Am come to crave what long I have deiir^d» 

Ned. 
Nay, foft you, fir, you get no entrance herc^ 
That feek to wrong fir John a Barley fo. 
And offer fuch dilhonour to my mother. 

James. 
Why, what diflionour Ned ? 

Ned. 
Tliough youngs 
Yet often have I heard my father fay, 
No greater wrong than ta be made a cuckol(t» 
Were I of age, or were my body itrong,. 
Were he ten kings, I would fhoot hini to* the hearty 
That ihould attempt to give fir John the horn. 
Mother, let him not come in^ I will go lie 
At Jockie Miller^s houfe. 

Jamesm 
Stay him. 

Jane. 
Ay, well faid, Ned, 
Thou haft given the king his anfwer ; 
For were the ghoft of Caefar on the earth. 
Wrapped in the wonted glory of his honour. 
He mould not make me wrong my hufband fo. 

5 But 
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But good king James 16 pleafam, ms I guefs. 
And means to try What humour 1 am ia ; 
£iie Would he never have brought aa boft of tnta^ 
To have them witnefs of his Scottilh lulh 

fame's. 
Jane, .in faith, Jane-^ 

Never reply, 
For I proteft by the higheft holy IBod, 
That doometh juft revenge for things amifs^ 
King James, of all men, fhatl not have my love^ 

Then lift to me, faint Andrew be my boot^ 
But I'll rafe thy caftle to the very ground, 
Unlefs thou opeti the gate, and let me in. 

Jang. 

I fear thee not, king Jamie ; do thy worft* 
This caftle is too ftrong for thee to fcale ; ' 

Beftdes, to-morrow will fir John come home* 

Well, Jane, fincc thou difdain'ft King Jameses lovfc^ 
111 draw thee on with fliarp and deep extremes : 
For by my father's foul, this brat of thine 
Shall Dcriftk here before thine eyes, 
Unlefs thou open the gate, and let me in. 

Jane. 

deep extremes ! mjr heart begins to break j 
My little Ned looks pale for fear. Cheer thee 
My boy, I will do much for thee. 

But not fo much as td' diftiooour me. '^ 

Jane. 
And if thou dieft, I cannot live, fweet Ned# 

Then die with honour, mpther, dying chafte^ 

Janek 

1 am armed. 

iVIy huftsand's love, his honour, and his fame^ 
Joins vidtory by virtue. Now, king Jaoies^ 

B 2 If 
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If mother's tears cannot allay thine ire, 
Then butcher him, for I will never yeilcL 
The fon (hall die, before I wrong the father^ 

Jameu 
Why then he dies. 

Alarum nvithin^ Enter a Mcjfcnger^ 

Mejfenger, 

My lord, Mufgrove is at hand. 

James* 
Who, Mufgrove ? The devil be is ! Come, 
My horfe. [fixeunt pmnes^ 

* • 

Enter old Mufgrove, witb King James frifiner. 

Mufgrwe. 
Now, king James, thou art my prifoner, 

Jame»^ 
Not thine, but fortune's prifoner* 

Enter Cuddy. 

Cud^. 
Father, the field is ours ; • 
Their colours we have feized; andiiumes is (lain; 
I flew him hand to hand. 

Mufgrove* 
* God and faint George ! 

Cuddy. 
O father, I am fore athirfl. 

Jane. 
Come in, young Cuddy, come and drink thy fill : 
Bring in king Jamie with you as a guefl: ; 
For all this broil was caufe he could nut enter, [Exeunt omnes. 

9 God and Saint George /] Thi$ exclamation is made by Richmond, in 
Richard III. immediately before his attacking his adverfary. Mr. War- 
ton obferves, that St. George was the common cry of the Engliih Soldiers 
when they charged the enemy. See Note in the laft edition^ vol« VII. 
p. 158. 

Enter 
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Enter George a Greene alone, 

George* 

The fweet content of men that live in love, 
Breeds fretting humours in a refUefs mind ; 
And fancy, being checkM by fortune's fpitc, 
Grows too impatient in her fweet defircs ; 
Sweet to thofe men whom love leads on to blifd. 
But four to me, whofe hap is flill amlfs* 

Enter the Clown, 

Jenldn^ 
Marry, amen, fir. 

Qeorge* 
Sir, what do you cry amen at 7 

Jenkin. 
Why, did not you talk of love ? 

George, 
How do you know that ? 

Jenkin, 
Well, though I fay it that (hould not fay it, 
There are few fellows in our pariQi 
So nettled with love, as I have been of late. 

George. 
Sirrah, I thought no lefs, when the other morning 
You rofe fo early to go to your wonches. 
Sir, I had thought you had gone about 
My honefl bufinefs. 

yenkin. 
Trow you have hit it ; 
For, mafler, be it known to you. 
There is fome good-will betwixt Madge the Soufewife 
And I ; marry, (he hath another lover. 

George, 
'. Canft thou brook any rivals in thy love ? 

Jenkin. 
A rider ? no, he is a fow-gelder, and goes afoot. 
But Madge pointed to meet me in your wheat clofe* 

George, 
Well, did Ihe meet you there i 

B 3 yenkiu. 
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Never make queftion of that. 
And ill il: I faluted her with a green go,wn| 
And after fell as bard a woomg, as if 
The prleft had been at our backs to have mafried us^ 

George* 
What, did (he grant ? 

Jenkin, 
Did (he grant ? never make queftion of that. 
And (he gave me a fhiit-collar, wrou^ft over 
With no counterfeit fluif. 

Qeorge. 
- What, was it gold ? 

yenkin^ 
Nay, *twas better than gold. 

George* 
What was it ? 

Jenkifi, 
'** flight Coventry blue. 
Who had no fooner come there, but wot you who came by? 

George. 
No, who? 

Jenkin* 
Clim the ibw-gelder, 

George^ 
Came he by ? 

yenkiih 
He fpied Madge and I fit tggethjer, 
He leapt from his horfe, laid his hand on his dagger. 
And began to fwear. Now I feeing 
He had a dagger, and I nothing 

'° J^'ight Coventry hiue,^ Covmtry $hu is Qientioned by fevcral wfitert 
of the times. 

Laugh and He^iowruy or the IVcrldes Foify, 16059 Sign. E i: ^ •*— it 
" was a iixnple napkinne wrought with Covemry blew" 

Stephens's Sutyrical EJfayssy 161 5, p. 355 : ** He nuifl: fevour of gaW 
'* lantrjr a little, though he perfume the Tabjc with Rofe cakp i <?r.a^- 
*^ propriatii Bone lace and Coventry blue** 

Ben Jonfon's Mafque of Gypjiess 
** The Coventry blue 
♦* llangs there upon Prue." 

But 
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But this twig in my hand, I gave him fair words 
And faid nothing* He comes to me, 
And takes me by the bofom ; you whprefon flave. 
Said he, hold my horfe» and boJc 
He take no cold in his feet. 
No rnsn-ry (hall be, fir, quoth I, 
I'll lay my cloak underneath hrm : 
I took my cloak, ipread it all along. 
And his haj^Ha on the eoidft of it^ 

■ Geofge^ 

Thou cIowB> dHA tliou fet his horfe upon thy cloak ? 

yenktHn 

Ay, but mark how I ferved him^. 
Madge and he was no faoner gone down into the dttch. 
But I ]i^uGked out my knife, 
Cut four holes in my cloak, 
AikI made his horfe {land on the bare ground* 

'Twas well done ; 
Now, fir, go and furvey my fields : , • 

If you find any cattle in the corn. 
To pound with them. ^ 

jfenkinm 

And if I find any in the pound, 
I ihall turn them out. [\Ejfit J^kin* 

Enter the Earl of Kendall, IWBoufield, Sk Gilbert^ aU dif^ 

guifedy v^ith a train of men* 

^KenJaU. 
Now we have put the horfes in the cwn, 
I>et us {land in fome corner tor to hear 
What braving terms the Pinner will breathe. 
When he fpies 9ur horfes in the corn. 

Enter Jenkin hhwing of his horn. 

Jenkin'. 
O mailer, where are you ? we have a prize* 

George. 
A prize! what^is it? 

Jenkin. 
Three goodly horfes in our wheat clofe* 

B 4 George^ 
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George. ' 

Three horfes in our wheat dofe ! whofe be they ? 

Jenkiht 
Many that's a riddle to me ; but they are there* 
Velvet horfes, and I never faw fiich horlcs before. 
As my duty was, I put o£f my cap, and faid as follbweth : 

My ma(lers, what do you mkke in our dofe ? 
One of them hearing me afic what hb ihade there, held up his 
head and neighed, and after his manner laugh'd as heartily as 
if a mare had beeh tied to his girdle. My maflers, faid I, it 
is no laughing, matter; for, if my mafter take you here, you go 
as round as a top to the pound. Another untoward jade hear- 
ing me threaten him to the pound, and to tell you of them, 
cafi: up both his heels, and let a mondrous great fart; that was 
as much as in his language to fay, A fart lor the pound, and 
a fart for George a Green. Now I hearing this, put on my 
cap, blew my horn^ called them iall jades, and came to tell you* 

George. 
Now, lir, go and drive me thofc three horfes 
To the pound. 

Jenkin. 
Do you he^r ? I were beit take a conflable 
With me. 

George* * 

Jenkin* 
Why, they being gentlemen's horfes, may ftaiid 
On their reputation, and will not obey roe. 

George. 
Go, do as I bid you^ fir» 

Jenkin. 
Well, I may gd^ 

^ jEiir/ ^ Kendall^ the LWBonfield, mnJSir Gilbert Arm** 

Urongy meet tbem^ 

KendaUm 
Whither away; fir ? 

Jenkin, 
Whither away ? I am going to put the hoj'fes 
In the pounds 

KendalU 
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Kendalls 
Sirrah, thofe three horfes belong to us. 
And we put them id^ and they muft tarry there^ 
And eat their fill. 

Stay, I will go tell my mafter. 
Hear you, matter ? we have another prize : 
Thofe three horfes be in your wheat dofe Hill^ 
And here be three geldings more. 

Georgek 
What be thefe ? 

yenkin* 
Thefe are the maders of the horfes. 

George, I 
Now, gentlemen, I know not your degrees^ 
But more you cannot be, unlefs you be kings, 
Why wrbng you us of Wakefield with your horfes? 
I am the Pinner, and before you pafs, 
You fhall make good the trefpafs they have done. 

Kendalh 
Peace, faucy mate, prate not to us. 
I tell thee. Pinner, we are gentlemen. 

George* 
Why, fir, fo may I fir, although I give no arms* 

KendaiL 
Thou ! how art thou a gentleman ? 

yenkin. 
And fuch is my matter, and he may give as good 
Arms as ever your great grandfather could ^ive. 

Kendall, 
Pray thee let me hear how ? 

yenkin. 
Marry, my mafter may give for his arms 
The pidure of April in a green jerkin, 
With a rook on one fift, and an horn on the other : 
But my mafter gives his arms the wrong way, 
For he gives the horn on his fift ; 
And. your grandfather, hecaufe he would not lofe 
His armS) wears the horn on his own head. 

KcndalL 
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Well, Pinner, finceour horfes be in. 
In rpite of thee fb«y now ihall feed theiir fiJJi 
And eat until our leifures ferve to go. 

George. 
Now by my father's foul, 
Were good king Edward's horfes in the corn. 
They fhall amend the icath, or kifa the pound ; 
Much more yours, ^\Yy whatlbe'er you be. 

Ktndall. 
Why man, thou knoweft not us. 
We do belong to Henry Momford, carl of Kendall, 
Men that before a month be full expir'd, 
Will be king Edward s betters in the land. 

George, 
King Edward's betters ! rebci, thou lied. 

[George fiYikei him. 
Banfield^ 
Villain, what haft thou done? 
Thou haft ftruck an carl, 

George* 
Why, what care I ? a poor man that is true, 
Is better than an earl, if he be falfe. 
Traitors reap no better favours at my hands. 

KfndalL 
Ay, fo mc thinks, but thou fhalt dear '* aby this blow. 
J4ow or never lay hold on the Pinner. 

II •^ahy thh BIow.J To aly, is to pay dear for^ to fuier. So, In 
•Tom TyUr and his t^tfe, p. 19 : 

" My neighbour and I, might hap to able, 
" If we ihould fo do, as he fuffereth you." 
phurchyard's Challenge, p. 273 : 

** O God forbid for Mothers fault, 

*< the Children (bould abye: 
<* No graine of grudge, nor ground of guile, 
** in guiltlefle babes doe lye." 
Mifljuntmer' ^Nigbt\ Drearfiy A. 3, S. 2 : 

« Thou Ihalt aby it.** 
£ee alfo Mr. Steevens's Note otl the laft paflage* 
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Enter all U he amhujh. 

• George* 
Stay, my lords, let us parly on thefe broils { 
Not Hercules againft two, the proverb is, 
!Nor I againfl fo great a multitude. 
Had not your troops come marching as they dldt 
I would have flopt your paiTage unto Loodoa : 
But now rfl fly to fecret policy. 

KendalL 
What docft thou murmur, George ? 

George. 
Marry this, my lord ; 
J mufe, if thou be Henry Mom ford, Kendall's carl. 
That thou wilt do poor George a Greene this wrongs 
J^ver to match me with a troop of men» 

KendalU 
Why didil thou flrike ipe then ? 

George. 
Why, my lord, meafure me but by yourfelf ; 
Had you a man had fervM you long, 
And heard your foe mifufe you behind your back. 
And would not draw his fword in your de&nce. 
You would cafhere him. Much more. 
King Edward is my l^ing : and before I'll hear him 
So wrong'd, I'll die within this place, 
And maintain good whatfoever I have faid. 
And, if I fpeak not reafon in this cafe. 
What I have faid TU maiatain in this place. 

BonfelJ. 
A pardon, my lord, for this Pinner ; 
For trufl me, he fpeakcth like a man of worth* 

Kendall. 
Well, Georg^e, 
Wilt thou leave Wakefield, and " wend with mc ; 
J11 freely put up all and pardon thee. 

George. 
Ay, my lord, conddering me one thing, 
You will leave thefe arms and follow your good king. 

** wend^ Sec Note to Taticred and Gifmunelaf A, i, S,-3. vol. IT. p. 174* 
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King. 
Why, George, I rife not againfl king Edward, 
But for the poor that is oppreft by wrong ; 
And, k" king Edward will redrefs the fame, 
I will not offer him difparagement. 
But othervvife, and fo let this fuffice. 
*rbou hear'il the reafon why I rife in arifi?. 
Now wilt thou leave Wakefield, and wend with roe^ 
III make thee captain of a hardy band^ 
And, when 1 have my will, dub thee a knight, 

George, 
Why, my lord, have ye any hope to win ? 

Keft^alL 
Why, there is a prophecy doth fay. 
That king James and 1 fhall meet at London, 
*5 And make the^king vailtonnet to us both. 

George, 
If this were true, my lord, this were a mighty reafbn. 

Kmdalh 
Wh)'', it is a miraculous prophec}% and cannot faiL 

George, , 

Well, my lord, you have almofl turned me, 
Jenkin, come hither, ' 

Jenkin, 
Sir. 

Gemg^, 
Go your ways ho'T>e, fir. 
And drive me thole three horfes home unto my houfe, 
Aiid pour them down a bufhel of good oats. 

Jenkin, 
Well, I will.— 'Mufl I give thefe fcurvy horfes 
Oats? \Exit Jenkim 

George, 
Will it pleafe you to command your train afide ? 

■5 j^ndmakt thf, king vail bonnet to us hoth.^ To vail boriftf.t ^'is a phrafc 
irhichoccxirs in Fdwa^d II. vol. II. p. 321. and alfo in Edward III. A. 4. 
S. 7. In ail thffe places it means to fVand uncovered as a mai'k orfub- 
miSlOQ. Again, we tind to vaiJ/ia^y to vaiUapy to vail top, in other writers 
ofihe time ; and all thefe feveral modes of cxpreflion are intended to de- 
note either inferiority or refpeit in the perfons doing thefe feveral adte. 

Kendall, 
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Kendall, 
Stand afide* ' [E^rifit $be iraau 

George. 

Now lift to me : 
Here in a wood, not far from hence. 
There dweils an old man in a cave alone. 
That can foretel what fortunes fhall befall you j 
For he is greatly Ikilful in magic art. 
Go you there to him early in the mornings 
And quellion him ; if he fays good, 
Why then, my lord, I am the toremoft man. 
We will march up with your camp to Loudon, 

Kendall* 
George, thou honoured me in this : 
But where ihall we find him out i 

Geatge, 
My man (hall conduct you to the place ; 
But good my lords, tell me true what the old man iaitfcu 

Kendall. 
That will I, as I am earl of Kendall. 

George. 
Why then, to honour George a Greene the more, 
Vouchfafe ^ piece of beef at my poor houf^j 
You (hall have wafer cakes your till, 
A piece ot beef hung up fince Marrilmas ; 
If that like you nor, take what you bring for me. 

KaidalU 
*^ G ra mercies, G eorge. [ Exeunt omaeu 

Enter George a Greene's hqy Wily dr/^uifed like a ^vooman. 

IFily,. 
O wh^t is love ! it is fome mighty power, 
Elfe could it never conquer George a Greene. 
Here dwells a churl that keeps away his love» 
I know the worft, and if I be efpicd, 
*Tis but a beating ; and if I by this means 

»4 Gramercles, George.'] Gramercyy ttiaC is, fays Mr. Hawkins, Ortgni 
x^ Drama f vol. III. 269, grand merci^ or, I thank ye. *Je yotn rtn^de* 
^n this I'enfe it lyas 9)»n^ncly pfed bv our diA writers. 
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Can get fair Betcris forth her father's door, 

it is eooiifh* Venus, be for me, and (he alone^ 

Be aiding to my wily enterprize* [^He knocks at the Joor. 

Enter Grime* 

Grime, 

How now ! who knocks there } what would you have ? 
From whence came you ? where do you dwell ? 

Wily. 

I am, forfooth, a fempfter's maid hard-by, 
That hath brought work home t6 your daughter. 

Grime, 

Nay, are ye not (bmc crafty quean, 
That comes from George a Greene, that rafcal. 
With fome letters to my daughter ? 
I will have you fearch'd. 

Alas ! fir, it is Hebrew unto me, 
To tell me of George a Greene, or any other. 
Search me, good fir, and if you find a letter 
About me, let me have the punilhment that is due. 

Grime, 

Why are you muffled ? I like you the worfe for that. 

I am not, fir, aiham'd tA (h^w my face; 
Yet loth I am my cheeks ihould take the air: 
Nor am I ** chary of my beauty's hue. 
But that I am troubled with the tooth-ach fore. 

Grime, 

A pretty wench, of fmiling countenance ! 
Old men can like, although they cannot love ; 
Ay, and* love, though not fo brief as young men can. 
Well^ go in, my wench, and fpeak with my daughter. 

\Exii Wily. 
I wonder much at the earl of Kendall, 
Being a n^ighty man, as ftill he is, 

*S chaty\ CarefiiL So, in Eupbues, p. 22. <* You have made Co 
** large profer of your fervice, and fo fayrc promlfes of fidelitie, that were 
<< I not over charie of mine honefty, you would inveigle me to Ihake hands: 
*• with chaftitic." 

Yet 
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Yet for to be a traitor t© hi«1(ingt 

Is more then God or man will well allow. 

But what a fool am I to talk of him ? 

My mind is more here of the pretty lafs : 

Had ihc brought foroe forty pounds to town, 

I could be content to make her my wife : -} 

Yet I have heard it in a prdverb faid. 

He that is old, and marries with a lafs. 

Lies but at home, and proves himfelf an a&« 

Enfer Bettris in Wily's affarel to Grime. 

How now, my weiTch, hqw is it I what, not a word ? 
Alas^ poor foul ! the tooth-acb plagues her fore. 
Well, my wench, here is an angel ibr to buy 
Thee pins, and I pray thee ufc mine houfe ; 
The ottener, the more welcome : fareweU [£^V. 

Betirii. 
O bleiTed love, and bleiTed fortune both ! 
But, Bettris, {land not here to talk of love, 
But hie thee flraight unto thy George a Greene. 
Never went roe-buck fwifter on the downs^ 
Than I will trip it till I fee my George. \I,xtK 

Enter the Earl of Kendall, Lord Bonfidd, &> Gilbert, and 

Jenkin the C%wn^ 

Kendall. 
Come, away, Jenkin. 

Jenkin. 
Come, here's his houfe. Where be you, ho ? 

George* 
Who knocks there ? 

KcndaU, 
Here are two or three poor men, father. 
Would fpeak with you. 

George^ 
Pray, give your man leave to lead me forth. 

'Kendall. 
Go, Jenkin, fetch hin^ forth. . 

Jenkin^ 
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Jeukin* 
ComC) old man* 

Enter George a Greene difgulfed. 

KenMl, 
Father, here is three poor men come to cjueftion 
Thee a word in fecrer, that concerns their lives. 

George^ 
Say on, my fons. 

KendalL 
Father, I am fure j^ou hear the news, 
How that the earl of Kendai' wars againft the king. 
Now, father, we three are gentlemen by birth, 
But younger brethren that want revenues. 
And for the hope we have to be prefer'd, 
If that we knew that we fhall win, 
We will march with hrm : ' 

If qot, we will not march a foot to London mor?. 
Therefore, good father, tell ^ what (halt happen, 
Whether the king or the carl of Kendall ihall win^ 

George% 
The king, my fon. 

KendaU. 
Art thou fvrrc of that ? 

George, 
Ay, as fure as thou art Henry Mom ford, 
The one lord Boniield, the other fir Gilbert, 

KendaU* 
Why, this is wondrous, being blind of fight. 
His deep perceivance (hould be fuch to know us. 

Gillert. 
Magick is mighty, aild fortelleth great matters. 
Indeed, father, here is the earl come to fee thee, 
*• And therefore, good father, fable not with him. 

«* And therefore y &c.] The fame cxpreflion Is in Shakfpcart and Mliton, 
The Firft l>art of Henry VI. A. 4. S. 2 : 

** He fabUi not, 1 hear the enemy.*' 
ComuSf 1. 800. 

« Sk^fabUi not, I feel that I do fear." 

Giorge^ 
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Welcome it the earl to voj foor cdl, 
Ami fo are you, my lords ; but let me coonfel yaa 
To leave dicfe vnat agaidi year tdngi 
And live in quiet. 

KMoB. 

Father, we come not for advice in war. 
But to know whether we ihall win or '^ leele. 

Lofis, gentle lordt, but nor by good king Edward : 
A bofer man ihali give you all the foil. 

I nuury, fiuher, what man is that ? 

Gtorge. 

Poor George a Greene, the Pinner. 

Kmdali. 
What ihall he? 

^uU an your plumes, and fore dishonour you. 

KimUU 
He! as how? 

Nay, the end tries all; but to it will fall out. 

Ktndalim 

But fo it ihall not, by my honour Chrift. 
1^1 raiie my camp, and fire Wakefield town. 
And take that fervile Pinner George a Greene, 
And butcher him before king Edward's fao^. 

Good my lord, be not offi^nded. 
For I fpeak no more than art reveals to me ; 
And for greater ptoof, 
Give your man leave to fetch me my ibff* 

KituUL 

Jenkin, finch him his walking*fta£ 

Here is your walking-flafT. 

*9 letftJ] i, «, U/h Anciently fptic ia this manner. 

Vou III. C Gmge^ 


^ ^ 
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Gewrge. . 
ITl prove it good uppa your carcafes :'••.*' ; 
A wifer wizaid never met you -yet, . ; . r 

Nor one that better could foredoom your £1^ : . 
Now I have (ingled you here alone, .1 . 

I care not though you be three <to one. 

Villain, haft thou betray'dus? ^ 

Ge9rgt. 
Momford» thou lieft, never was I 
A traitor yet ; only devisM this guile . .. ^ 

To draw you on, for to be combatants. 
Now conquer me, and then march on to London* 
But it (hall go hard, but I will hold you talk. 

. GilbtrU : ' ' 

Come, my lord, cheerly, 111 kill him hand to hand. 

Kendal/. • ^ • 

A thoufand pound to him that ftrikes that ilroke. 

Gforge, ^ I 

Then g^ve it me, for I will.have the firff. 

IHere theyfigbt^ George kills Gilbert, and takes ilc^ 
other two frifmers. 
Bonjkld. 
Stay, George, we do appeal. 

George. , , 

To whom ? , .. . ; 

BonfieU, 
Why, to the king: j . , .» '. , 

For rather had we bide what he appoints. 
Than here be munhered by a fervile groom*' ' 

KkndaU. 
What wilt thou do with us ? .. 

. ..• George: ... . . ,-. 

Even as lord Bonfield ** wift : 
You (hall unto the king, and for that purpofe, ' 

See where the juilice is placed. 

■• v/ifi] Thought. So, in X««fA and lie dvwn at the H^orld*s Folly , 
1605, Sign. E 4: « -* with » 4ccpc fij^h, faying, Had b^ifl this 
** would have falnc out." 

Kilter 
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Emtr.Jt/ltie. 

I • • • • • ♦ I 

Now, my lord of Kendall; where be all your threats ? - 

Even as the cauie, fo is the combat fiiUen^ 
£lfe one could never have conquerM threew 

I pray thee, Woodrofie* do not tvSit gie. ; , .. 
If I have faulte4^4 niuA make amends. ■ y ^ . . 

George. » * . - - 

Mailer Woodroffei, here is not a piaceribr many.wordi^ 
I befeech ye, fir, difcharge all his foldiers^ r . - 

That every man may go home unta his own houfe. 

It ihall be fo ; what wilt thou do^ George } 

c '* \ G§orge^ 

Mafter Woocirotfe, took to your charge. 
Leave me to'myfdf^ 

Come, my lords. ... lExeuat aS itii Gtotp^ 

. . ^' I- George. 

Here fit thou,* George, wearing a willow wreath, 
As one deipairing of thy beauteous love* 
Fie, George ! no more ; ' .i 

Pine not awa^ for that whkh cannot be* 
I cannot joy m any earthlv hliis, ^ 

So long as I do want my ACttris* 

# 

Eftfer Jenkin. 

Jenkin. 
Who fee a mafter of mine? 

Crcorge. I 

How now; firrah/ whither away? 
^ Jenkin. 

*Whither away ? why who do you take me to be ? 

-* George^ 

Why Jenkip, my man* 

» Jenktn. 

I was {q once indeed, but how the cafe^is altered. 

G a . . Gforgik 


^ 


I pray thee, as how ? 

Were rtoi'ybu a •forhinc-tcllcr to-day? 

George. 
Well, what of that ? ^ ^ 

So fure am I become a juggler* 
What will you (ay if I juggle your fweet-hesurtl^ 

George, 
Peace, prating '•lofell; her jealous Either 
Doth wait over her with fuch fufpicious eye9» 
That, if a mtfn but dally by her feet, 
He thinks it i^raight a witch to charm his daughter 

Jeniifk. 
Well, what will you give me, if I bring her Uthet f 

George. 
A fuit of green, and twenty crowns befidet. 

fenkins^ 
*Vft\i, by yout leave, give me room ; 
You mu(k give me (bmeSung that you have lateljr worn* 

GeorgCm 
Here is a gown, will that ferve you ? 

Jenkim. 
kjy &it will ferve me: kee^ oiit of my circle. 
Left ye be torn in pieces with (he-devik : 
Miftrift Bettris, once, twice, thrice. 

[^He throrjis the ground tn^ 09ijkt ccme$ cutf 
Oh, is this no cunning 1 

Geimo. 
Is this my love ? or is it but her ihadow t 

Jenkin, 
hy^ this is the /hadow, but here is the fubfiancei^ 

George. 
Tell me, (vtfXX. Jove, wh^i^^aod fortune brought theo hither ) 
For one it was that favoured George a Greene. 
^ ' Betirisi 

Both love and fortune brought lae to my George^ 
In whofe fweet £ght is all my hem^s content. 

<». hfiif\ See 2Tote 66 on Gmmfi- OJrw^t NetMt^ vol. It p.' 4$- 

I Georp^ 
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Tdl me, Iwcetbvet.bo^ carpjl ibou jSrom thy bsincf^i 

A willtn|; mlnii.barli many flip$^ia..lQTe* 
It was not C but WUy tBy IWeet bqy. 

And where is W^ fiow f 

Beiiris. 
In my apparel in tny chamber fiill* 

Jehkin, come^i^^^er : go to Bradford, 
And liflen out your fellow Wily. 
Come, ?ct(ris|J^t^us;Mi,^ ' 
And in my co^ag^, ^^uV^^ ^ ^^ ^^ [Exeunt 0fiim» 

£nUr King E4waid, the tSf^ ^ Scott, L/^d Warwick, young 

Edward* 

Brother of Scotland* I do hold it hard. 
Seeing a league of truce liras late confirmed 
Twixt you and me, without dil^IeaTure oftredf 
You (houU niak(b ifuch ibV^ifion in my knid. 
The ^awt of kinn fhould be as oracles. 
Not blemifli'd widi the it^n of any breach ; 
Chiefly where. fealQr^nd homage wilkth it* 
1 *. ?f»r James. 

Brother of Bn||^and, rub not the fore.afreih, 
Mv confcience meves me for my deep mifdeod* 
I have the worffi : of thirty thotuand men, 
There Ycapt not full iBve thoufand from the fidd* 

Edwardm 

Gramercy, Mulgrove, dfe it had gone hard. 
Cuddy, 111 quite thee wdl ere we two parti "" 

But had not his old father, William Mtt(^;roive^ 
Plaid twice the toan, I had not now been here» 
A (Irooger man I fddom felt before ; 
But one of more..refolute valiance 
Treads not, 1 thinks upon th<^ EngjUib ground* 

C 3 . £a^wrX 
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I'wof wt», Mdfgro^&lliiall hot iSflPhSTSIi?.' • '- '^ 

. ' CtMf, - 
And it plcafe your gtace, riiymi^^^ 
Five fcore and three at l^idfum^e^tdd-pdftr-' '' ' ''''*- 
Yet had king James been as good as G^cuige a Gr^nCt ^ 
YetBUly Mu^rove would have fougTit-wira'Jiirti. " 

As George a Greene? *' .; "^ ^'^ "• • '"^^ r» • ' • ' 
I pray thee. Cuddy, {et roe queftion thee, . , . . , 

Much have I heard,*fidce I came to m^ crotvh!i' ' •;*•■•, 
Many in manner of a proverb fay, . ' ^' ' / ^^ ',.'*' C; 
^ Jl^ere he as .^W as Gearg/s a Greene f. J voouIJ'jfrite^bim Jkft* 
i pray thee tell me, Coddy, can'ft thdu inform me,' ' • • - •- '^^ 
What is that Geprge a Greene f , 

■• Cud^i' . -^ '-•- ''-^^ '. ' "■-' '■• 

Know, my lord,'r*hever faw the nwto,^ 
iBut mickle talk is of him. in the country : 
They fay he is the Pinner of Wakefield towii-i . ^ ...^ | . ,r- 
But fcr his other qiwlWeSfcl let alop^, [\, } '. . '. . ,'r : 

JPaxwckv' ' -' "^ *' *^. 

May it pleafe your grace, I knovythe jp^;^ jfop well. '^ , 
•Too well! why jToi. Warwick?, . ^ . .r, !' .♦ * 


r M . 


Warwick* * A . , » 


For once he fwmg'd nie, till my bones did ake* ' 

. '. V. . .z .,E,dwar^. e ,^ ^^ ,^^ . ., 
Why, dares he firike.sin earl ? ,. [] \. / jr 

An earl, my.Iord ! .nay,. he wiU llrH^c a.-Jcing," ,\ '" . **'• r- 
Be it not kfng Edward/ For ftature he is fram'd * 
Like to the pifture gf .ftout Herc;«les^ -. , ^, » 

And for his carriagap^fffth Robip HoQd.: . „" . , ,, ^ , 
The boldeft earl or baron of our land. 
That o£feret^ *° k^^ unto" the town of, Wakefi^Wr ,' 
' George wifl arrefl Kis pledge unto the'^ujid ; ,. ./ 

*® fcaib'} Scath Is harm, mlfchief. As in Richard IJI. A, z. S. 3 : 

. " To pray. for them that have done fcatbe to us.'' ' ?• 
The Second Paftrof^H|«ry VI. A. 2. S.4: 
A " ■ '.'*." All thcfc cowldnot procure inc Any fcaf he," • 

And 
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And who (b itlifteth bears away the blows, 
For he himfelf is good enough for three. 

- • Edvjard. 

Why, this is wondrous !— My lord of Warwickt 
Sore do I long to fee this George a Greene. 
But leaving him, what fli^ll we db, my lord, . * ' 

For to fubdue the rebels in the north ? 
They are now marching up to Doncafter. ' ' ' 

Enur^niwithtieEarfifKtniMfnJiHerJ -I 

Soft, who have we there?. " ^ 

Oidif. ^ . 

Here if ^ tractor, the earl of Kj^ndall. ^/rr 

.,,.•. EdujorJ'- , . .-.- 

Afpiring traitor r how dar'ft tho^'onc^. r 

Call thine eyes ypon thy fovereign, ' ' ' > 

That honoured thee with kindnels and with favour ? * 
3at I will make tj^ep buy this treafon dear* ; ,. > 

Good, my lord. . ' . . > 

Edward. 

Reply not, traitor.' 
Tell me. Cuddy, whoie deed, of honour " ^ 

Won the victory agaipfl this fcb^l ? 

George a Greene, the Pinner of Wakefield. 

George a Greene ! now fhall 1 hear news ^ 

Certain, what this Pinner is : 
Pifcourfe it briefly. Cuddy, how it befel. 

Cudd}^. . 
Kendall and Bonfield, with fir Qilbbrt Armftrong» 
Came to Wakefield town difgui&'d,* 
And there fpoke ill of your grace; 
Which George but hearing, fell'd them at his feet ; 
And, had not refcuc come mto the place, 
George had (lain him in his clofe of wheat. 

Edivard.'^ 
But, Cuddy, canft thou not tell 
Where I might give and grant fome thtngi 

C 4 That 
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That might pleafei and h^hly gntify the Piimer't thom^ts f 

This at their parting G^rge did fay to Ine : 
If the king T^qchAfe of t^u my fervtce. 
Then, gentle Cuddy, kneel upon thy kne^ 
And humbly crave a'boon.4>f him for me» 

Eihuardm 

Cuddy» whatis it? 

It it his will yo«l^|pt«c^ would^ paidon thcnty 
And let them livey although they have oftndcd* 

I diink the roan ftriveth'^tb 1)e glorious. 
Well, George hath <;rav*d it, ahd ir iball be granted^ 
Which none but he in England fhould have gotten. 
Live, Kendal], but as trifon^r^ 
So (halt thou end thy days within the Tot^« 

Gracious is Ediitratd to offending fhfeje^. 

My Lord of Kendall, you are welcome to iSbt conn. 

Nav, but ill come w it falls out now ; 
Ay, ill come indeed, were it liot for Geotgea Gieene. 
Bur, gentle king, for io ybu would aver. 
And Edward's betters, I fsllute you bosh. 
And here I vow by good Saint George, 
You willgain but little, ^^hen your fums are counted* 
I ibre do tong to ice this; George a Greene : 
And for becaufe I never favv xSSt North, 
I will forthwith go'iee it : \ 
And for that to none I will be known» 
We will difguife ourfelves and ileal down'feeretty. 
Thou and I, king Jameti, Cuddy, and two or three. 
And make a merry journey for a month. 
Away ihen, conduct him to the Tower. 
Come on, king James, my heart mud needs be merry. 
If fortune noaketf fuch'bavock of our foes. [£r, mums. 

Eater 
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THBMNNER OF WAKEFIELD. 41 
JEmitr Robin Hood, Maid Marian, ScarisL omJ Much iijf 

RMm. 
Why U not lovely Marian blithe of dieerf 
What ails my lemman, that ihe *gio8 to lowr } 
Say, good Marian, why art thou fo fad? 

Nothing, my Robin, grieves me to the heart. 
But whenioever I do walk abroad, 
I hear no fonj^ but all of George a Grtcrxtf 
Bettris his fair lemman paifeth me. 
And this, ny Robin, galls my very foul. 

Contenr, what wreaks it us, though George a Greene 
Be ftouc, fo long as he doth profler us no icath ? 
Envy doth feldom hurt but to itfelf| 
And therefore, Marian, fmile upon thy Robin. 

Marian, 

Never will Marian fmile upon her Robin, 
Nor lie with him under the green-wood (hade^ 
!nii that thou go to Wakefield on a green, 
Andbeat^ Knnerfortheloveof me. 

Robim 

Content thee, Marian, I will eafe thy grief, 
'^y merry men and I will thither ftray ; 
^And here I' vow, that for the love of thee 
I will beat George ^ Greene,.or he fhall beat me. 

Scarlet. 

- As I am ScirK^, next to little John, 

One of the boldeft yeometf of the crew, 

6c wiU I »« weina with Robin bll along. 

And try tlus Pinner what he dares to do. 

As I am Much, the miller's fon. 
That left my mill to go with thee, 

** wend] See vol. II. p. 174. 
,>* Mufb,'^ In thc'BalUtU he U called Midge. 

And 
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And nil repent th^t Ihave jdonp,, . . ^ ' . . , 
*^lTffil't>feafent lifecontenteth me ; -' - . . - • 

In aught I may, to doc thee ^dcd; * 
1*11 live and <He with Robin. Hood* 

. ' Marian.^, xr -,..'. 
And, Robin, pariah (he ;will go vvItK tKee, ' 

• To fee fair Bcttrii h6w bri^t (he Is of blee, . 

Matian, thou (hj^lt go with thy Robin. . .. _ , . , 

Bend up youf bows,' anA fee your firings he tight, ' ' ^ 
The arrows keen, and every thin^bc read^,'. \" r ' ^ 
And each of you *^ a good bat on his hecki ^ - .^ < 

Able to lay a good m^n on tje ground; ■ ' ' "";, ' ' 

I will have frier Tu<;lce*S. , _. 

• - • Muck. ■' ' ■ ; ^f^ 

I will have little John's. , .. ' * ^ ^4 

I will have one niadc of a'n aihcn plimlc, ' ' '^ 

Able to bear a bout x>i; two. .1 ^ , -^ 

Then coroeon, Marian, let us gO| ^ ..;. ; ;^, ^ ^ 

For before the fun doth fliew the niornujg day, 
I will be at Wakefield to fee this Pinner, George ? Greene.^ 

* •* [Ex'euht 6mnes» 

•. . ■ I 4*, I • ' ' »(< 

as — rt rW *«/ on his »»ri,] ^ ^tf/ i» 4 4ll*. S% in i?!^ W, 
A. 4. S. 6 : " — ifc try whether your coftard or my bat |)c the harder/ 

See Mr. Siccvcns's Note on this paflagc. ' . ^ ^ r 

The mode of expreflion here ufed is very ftrquent m ancient writers. 
So. in Munday's Tra^iflation of Pa/mrm D'OIiva, 1588, p. 35. « — fo 
« ifccnded he the hyll, by a little trackt footc path, with hp ywA nwce 
« on Aii »«it«, and the glafie for the water faftened at h4& gyrdle, ^ 

Dekkar's Belgian of London, Sign. E s : « — but whcB I approached 
« neere unto him, and beheld a man with a lanthorne and candle in, his 
« hand, a long ftafi'c on'bhncckc, and a dogge afhi^ tayle, fee. -> 

Dckkar's i^^A«^>:*^ Night ^valkesy Sign. Iz: ;* - he tooke him for 
« fome churlclb Hobgoblin, fscing a long ftaffe «« hii uukt, md ttteretore 
« to be one of his owne ftllowes." \ " . 

See alfo I>i. Farmer's and Mr. Steevens's Notes on ^s yoi* bke tt, 

A» I* S. 2* 
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Enter a Shaemaherjhting vpm tb^fiage a^*\mrk ; Jeokin t9 binu 

Jenkfn. 

My mailers^ he that Uth neither meat not money» 
And hath loft his credit With the dewife, 
For any thing I know, may go fupperlefs to bei ' 
But foft, who is here? here is a Shoemaker i 
He knows .where is the beft ale. . 

Shoemaker, I pray theetellthe^ 
Where is the beft ale ip the towrn ? 

' ■ ' ' SJjiH^tnahrm ' ' * ■ 

Afore, afore, follow thy nofc,' ' ' 
At the fign of the egg-fhell. ' . . 

^ yenkth: '; 

Come, Shoemaker, if^hbu wUt, ' > . 

,An4 take thy part of a pot. ^^^ 

* • ShifemakeK' ' - 

Sirrahy down with your ftaff, 
Down with your ftaff* ' ' ' . x • '• 

Why, how now, is the fellow mad ? ' ' - , 

I pray thee telPrtte, Why ihould 1 hold down my ftaff?* ' ' 

Shoemaker* 
You will down wi:th him, ftf, Mrill you not, fir? 

, yenkin. 
Why, tell ifte-Whkreifbre ? 

' Shoeimitr^ 
My friend, this is the town qf nierrj^ Wakefield,' ' 
And here is a cuftom held, that none (hall pa(s 
With his ftaif on his'&oulders; but he muft have 
A bout with me i iand fo ihall you, fir. ' 

Jenkitt» - . 

And fo will not I, fir. , 

Sbdemaker. * * ' 

Tiyit will ^.Qy.. *♦• Barking dpg^bite not Ae fojeft. . . 

Jenkin.: ^^; . 
I would to God, I were once well rid of him* [Afi^. 

*4 Barking^ ^o^sy l<c,] This wai proverbiaL Sec Riys*s Pt-werhsf 
f.76. ' '• < • 

Si>eemaier» 


Now, wbat, will yira dawn wkh ^j^qiir Stiff 

JaJtin. 
Wb7,yQu.9UenotiD,^meil;, are you? 

If I am not, take that. 

Jfnkin. 

You whorefen cowardly icab» 
It is biu the part of a ** dappqidudgcoiiy 
To flrike a man in the ftreet. 
But dareft thou walk to the tpwn's end with me ? 

Ay, that I dare do: 
But (lay till I lay in my took, amll will go 
With thee to the town's end prcfcntfy. 

jenktMrn 
I woujd I knew how to. J>e |:id. 4>f this iidkw. [ AJUe. 

' Sboemaker. 
Comei &, will you come to the'town*s end npw, fir ? 

Ay, fir, come. 
Mow wc; are at the town's end, what lay you now ? 

. Sboanaher. 
, Miny come, .let PS even have a bput. 

Ha, flay a little» bold thy hands, I pray ihce^ 

Why, wiiat's ihe matter i 

Faith, I am Under-pinner of a town* 
And there is an order, which if I do^not keep» 
I (hall be turned out or my office. 

Shoemaker. 

What is that, fir? 

«s cla^rdudgemi] A ctnt tern fiir a lieggar bom. Dekkir's ^Z- 
*l«;«fVi difcofMrJ, &c. |6aO| Sign.- K 3. $o,m Ben Jonfoa's Sta^U af 
Niws, A. a* S.4: 

^—— what I aelapptriuigtomf 

<^Tliat*s a fpai fisQ to have f hns^ folW hjm 

^ So acari at his SA entry iaio toccuW 

JenhfU 
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Jenkin. 
Whenfoever I go to fight With any hoAf^ 
} ufe to flbudfh iD^ iUf cbrioe flbduc my KdMi 
Before I flrike, and then (hew no hvoMu 

Sboaiiahrm 
Well, fir, and tifi then 1 will not (trike thee* 

JenktH. 
Well, fir, here is once, twice — here is my hand, 
I will never do it the third time. 

Shoemaker. 
Why then, I fee, we (hall not fight. 

Jenkin. 
Faith, no : come, I will give thee tw6 pod 
Of the beft ale, and be friends. 

Sboemakerm 
Faith, I fee, 
Ic is as hard to get trater out of a tiinr, " 
As to get him tp have' a bout with me: 
Therctore I will enter into him for fome godd cheer«— « 
My friend, I fee thou art a faint-hearted idlow. 
Thou haft no ftom^h to fight, 
Thereibre iQ ui go to the ale*houfe and drmk. 

Jenkin* 
Well, content, go thy ways and j&y thy prayers. 
Thou Ycap'ft my hands to-diay« [ExeuiA nunu 

Enter George a Gxtttit and Hextvi. 

Qtorge. 

Tell me, fweet love, how is thy mind content, 
What, canft thou brogk to live with Qtov^ a Gieene I 

Btttris* 

Oh, George, how little pleafibg ar6 thefe words ? 
Cime I from Bradford tor the love of thee } 
And left my father for (b fweet a friend? 
Here will I live until my life tlo end. 

JEnten Robin Hood, md MariAOy mtd his traifi. 

George* 

Happy am I to hare b fwect a lore. 

5 But 
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But what are thefe come ^ trafing here along ? 

Bettrhj^ 
Three menxomc ffrikipg through the corn, my love. . 

, George,* 
Back again, you foolilh travellers. 
For you are wrong, and ipay not *' wend this^way. 

Kohin Hood* 

That were great fiiamc^ Now by rr^y foul,, jpj^pu^ fii^ 
We be three *• tall yeomen, and thou but one. 
Conne, we will forward in defpite. of him. 

Qeorpe, ' . ., 

Leap the ditch, or I wiirmakc you Aip. 
What, cannot the highw|)y ferve,your turn, 
But vou muft make a path over the corn i 

Robin Hood. ^ .*•.,.•»". . 

Why, art thou mad ? darll thou incounter thre^ ? 
We are no babes, man, lo jk upon our liinbs., . >- i . . 

.^George. ., "^ * 

Sirrah^ th^^b,iggcft Hnxbs have not fhe ftbuteu hearts* v^ 

Were ye as good as Rqbiii'ttood, and his thVee'jTjerry meti,^ . 
nidriveyouback'the^ame way thgtye came.,^ ' ^^ . *' '. 
Be ye men, ye fcorn to incounter me all >»t priSi * '' . 

*• — trafing] Followine.- 5§* m ChutchyarcUs C&tf//if«^ff, p. i3o > • 

J< All hand itthatid^tKey/r^fCij/on ,'..*'■;". ' ' .. 

""''^' •** A trickfic ancient round, • .' ♦ - U-l '- *^ .'* . •.. j. , ■ . 
*' And foone as fhadowes were they gone, 
'< And migbit;«i|o ^ofc be foujnd/' ^ 

Machethy A. 4.' S.* i * " • ' * " 

** — give to the edge o' the fword 
'< His wife, his babes, and all uiifortunafe fowli 
" Thajt/r^ire him iB'his line?* '•* ^' • « - ' 
47 — wW}»3e© j>*4|. *',i /. v . '. '.' "i . r: :...>. . ,. 
*8 — taJi yeomen,1 The word /<t//.tii- this place, and in moftofour 
ancient writersi is not deflgned^o give u$ an. idea of heigh t.oj bvttic, but 
figmfies Jiout, Mif^ or conrageotis^ ^ xfius,' in "Pierce Pennil^e* s Supplication , 
to the Divelly p. 9. <* UljTnes was"Si mil'man undeir Ajax fhield : bA Sy ' 
** himfelfe hee would never adventure but ih-the night/' • * ' ^ "« ■ . ': 
Hall's Chronicle, Henry IV. p. r^ : " And "with that wonda Sir /Piet^ . 
** entered into the chamber wel arq^ed with eigf:>t tall men in harneis." 

Ibid. p. i/s *"-^dyd' gather a UoUge armye of tweitthr cKoufande 
** talle mertne and more." 

.. So Bobadil addrefics Downrij^ht By th'c title of 7^// i«a«. See "Every 
Man in hii Humour, A* 4. S. 7/ and Mr. Whalley's Note i!he'reon. * 

But 
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* 

But be ye cowards, let upon me all thijee. 
And try the Pinner what he dares perform. 

Were thou as high in 4«Cfib :.,.... ..-. *•. 

As thou art haughty in words. 
Thou well mighteft be a champioji for a king : • *4 ^^^ , t 
But empty vcflcls h^w the louddl ibvi»d»» ... i .». ., ' 

And coward pMtie fpor^ than me4. of wartiu . : . / 

. -• . w T ? .• • George^ . . . \ , 

Sirrah, darefl thou try me ? 

Ay, firra^i that I dare. . : • - 

[Sfey A-t^ ^<^ Geotg^ a Greeny iiois bim* i 
. Much. . 
How now ? what art thou down? '. ,. , ; 

Come, fir, I am next. ' ^ • ^ • - 

[They fyht^-and^ jQeorge a Greene kau'him 

.£!ome^ firrflh; now to me; fpare me not, ^ ... .<. »,..,! * ^ 

For I'll not fpare thee. ' 

Oeorgt, 
Afalce'iio ddiibt, I wxH be as liberal to thee. ' '* .' i 

; [Th^fight^KohmUoodiJI^s^ 

Stay, George, for here I dp proteft, ^ 

Thou art the llouteft champion that eve|" I ' . , 

Laid Hands upon. < . r,- . . • • . / 

George, 

Soft, you fir, by yoor^lcave^ yiju lyc< 
You never yet laid hands on me. 

Rohin Hood, 

*' George, wilt thou forfake Wakefield, 
And go with roe ? , ' • 

Two liveries will 1 give thee every y/ear, . 

And forty crowns Hiall be thy fee. - 

,. . • . • ' . George. 
-^ VVhy, who art i;hou ? . 

t • ■ » 

ia9 Ctorgif wlh thru, &9.J So* t^ Ballad in Etaps** CpUaeUm, vol. L J 

4 \^^/it' 
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GEORGE A GREEKS^ 

Why, Robin H: od : 
I sm come hither with my Marian, 
And thefc my yeomen for to TtjBr thee* 

Gwrge^ 

Robin Hbod( 
Next to king Edivard art tboo kefe ^ to me. 
Welcome, fweec Rolna Hood ; weiMNne, maid Miritu ; 
And welcome, you my frieiids. Will you to my poor hoole ? 
You ihatl have wafer-cakes your fill, 
A piece of beef hung up nnce 3' Martlemai, 
Mutton and veal ; if this like you not, 
Take that you find^ or that you bring fiir me* 

Godamerdes, good George* 
ni be thy gudft to^ay* 

Rjobm, therein tboo honoureft me* 
111 lead tiK way. [Bxemamtufh 

Ail^l!/]^ Edward ^m^JjJtg^ James 4^1^^ wiA^ tW0 Jimfn* 

Come 60, king James, now we are thus difguiiedt 
There is none (I know) will take us to be ku^ s 
I think we are now in Bradfordi 
Where aU the merry flioemakers dwell. 

Sbaemsier* 
Down with your fiaves, my friendSf 
Down with them. 

Edward* 
Down with our ftaves ! I pray thee, why fel 


39 — Igefg'] Ste Note to Gammtr ijitneifs NudU^ yoL II. p. 37. 

3' MariuK^f'] MartUmasU corrapted from Manbmas^ the feiftof 
St, Martin, the eleventh of Norember. The corruption, as Mr. Steevent 
ttfmarks (Note to the Second P«rt fd Hemy IV. A. a. S. 2O* ^' general 
in all tht old Plays. 
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Shoentaker, 
My friend, I (ec thou art a ftrangcr here, 
Elfe would'fl thou not have queilion*d of the thing. 
This i^ the. town of merry Bradford, 
And here hath been a cuflom kept of old, 
That none may bear his flaif upon his neck. 
But trail it all along throughout the town, 
Unlefs they mean to have a bout with me. 

Edward, 
But hear you, fir, hath the king 
Granted you this cuftom ? 

Shoemaker* 
3* King or Kaifar, none (hall pafs this way. 
Except king Edward ; . 

No, not the fioutefl ^room that haunts his court; 
Therefore down with your flaves, 

Kdivard* 
What were we beft to do ? 

yames* 
Faith, my lord, they are ftout fellows ; 
And, becaule we will £ee fome fporr. 
We will' trail our Haves. 

Kd^wardm 
Hear*ft thou, my friend? 
Becaufe we are men of peace and travellers^ 
We are content to trail our flaves. 

3" Klngor Ka'fary'\ The expreflion of JT/i^ and Kalfu- U frequently 
iifed by Spenfer. Sec Mr. Warton's Olfervations, vol. a. p. 2 12. where 
feveral inllances are produced. 

Again, in Noiody and St)yHebody^ N. D. Sign. H 5 : '' My hibrts in my 
** hofe, but my face was never alhamed to ihew itfelfe yet beiore King 
** m- Keyfar,** 

Skelton's fVwks, p. 196 : 

.'* Ye bofte, ye face, ye crako 
** And upon you take 
** To rule King and Kayfir" 
Kupkuesy p. 65 : — " «M King, nor Keyfir be he never fo rolall ta 
« birth, asff." 

ne Return from Parnajfus, A. 5. S. X : 

" Fair fell good Orpheus, that would rather be 
** King oC « molehill, tham a Key/or' s flave» 
Vol. III. D Shoemaker. 
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Sboemaktr. 
The way lies before you, go aloog. 

Enter Robin Hood and George a Greene ii^wfid. 

Rohin Hoodm 

See, George, two men are pafling throagh the town. 
Two lufty men^ and yet they trail their daves. 

Georgia 

Robin, they are fome peafants trickt in yeoman*8 weeds* 
HoUo,^you two travellers 1 

Kd-Jiard, 
Call you us, £r? 

George, 
Ay, you. Are ye not big enough to bear 
Your bats upon your necks, but you muft trail them 
Along the Greets? 

Edrjjardm 
Yes, fir, we >re big enough ; 
But here is a cuftom kept, that none may pafs 
His ftafF upon his neck, unlefs he trail it at the weapon's point* 
Sir, we are men of peace, and love to fleep 
In our whole Ikins, and therefore quiet nefs is beit« 

George, 
Safe minded pcafant^s, worthlefs to be men ; 
What, have you bones and limbs to llrike a blow, 
And be your hearts fo faint, you cannot fight ? 
Wcr*t not for fhame, I would 3' drub your (boulders well. 
And teach you manhood againft another time* 

Shoemaker. 
Well preach, fir Jack, down with your ftaff. 

Edward, 
Do you hear, my friends ? and you be wife, 
iCeep down your Haves, for all t^e town 
Will rife upon you. 

George, 
• Thou fpeake(( like an honeft quiet fellow* 
But hear you me ; in fpite of all the fwains 
Of Bradford town, bear me your ilaves upon your necks, 

>3 drub\ Tkc firft tXmixiStdMJbnAi 

Or 
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Or, to begin withail, 111 bafle you both fo well, 
You* jvere neir^er better bafied in youir Ure9» 

We will hold up our flaves, 

[George a Greene ^hts witb the Jboemakers^ 
and beats them aUdvvittf 
George^ 
What, have you any more? 
Call all your town forth, Cut, a^^d LongtaiU 

'^he Shoemakers ffy George a Greene, 

Shoemaker^ 

What ! George a Greene, is it you ? '* A plague found you ! . 
I tbij^k you JongM to fwinge me well. 
Come, George, we will '* crufh a pot before we part, 

George. 

A pot 1 you (lave, we will h^ve an hundrci). . 
Here, WiU Perkins, take my pur(e, 
Fetch me a fland of ale, and fet in the mark,et-place. 
That all may drink that are athirfi: this day ; 
For this is tor a fee to welcome Robin Hood 
To Bradford town. 

. [Thfffiring out the Jiand of aky and fall a dnnklftg^ 
Here, Robin, fit t;hbu here ; 
For thou aijt thp heft man at the board, this day. 
You that are ilrangers, place yourfelves where you will, 
Robin, here*s a 3* caroufe to good king Edward's felf» 
And they that love Kim not, I would we had 
The bailing of t)?em a little, 

^ —— a plague faund youy^ i. e. confovind you. 

3S cru/hapot] ThU cant exprcfiion^ Mr. Steev^ns obforves, feems to 
have been oncd commoft ampng low people. It is often to be met with 
in ancient Plays. Sec feme inilances in Note to Romeo and Juliet y A. i. 

8.2. 

^ 3^ caroufe] A caroufe feemft to bc a more than ordinary quantity of 
Kquor, probably as we now fay a bumper, 

Marfton's Firft Part of ^nitnh and Melleda, A. 3 t 

*' — — O gallant youth, 
" I'll drink caroufe Unto your countrie's health." 
Tarlton*s Newei out of Purgatory y 51 : ** Snpper-time being come .they 
*^ feU to their viAualit, .^nd tionclo was o^rrqufi unio by jMiAtio." 

D 2 " £?itsr 
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Enter the Earl of Warwick wrV-^ other Nohkmen^ Mnpng out the 
Kings garments \ then George a Greene and the refihneel dawn 
to the King* 

Edward. 
Come, mafters, all fellows. Nay, Robin, 
You are the beft man at the board to-day. 
Rife up, George. 

George. 
Nay, good my liege, ill nurtur'd we were then : 
Though we Yorkihire men be blunt of fpeech, 
And little fkillM in court, or fuch quaint talhions. 
Yet nature teacheth us duty to our king. 
Therefore I humbly befeech you pardon Greorge a Greene* 

Rohin. 
And good my. lord, a pardon for poor Robin. 
And for us all a pardon, good king Edward. 

/ Shoemaker, , 

I pray you, a pardon for the (hoemakers. 

Ednvard. 
I frankly grant a pardon to you all. 
And George a Greene, give me thy hand; 
There is none in England that fhall do thee wrong. 
Even from my court I came to fee thyfelf ; 
And now I iee that fame fpeaks nought but truth. 

George, 
I humbly thank your royall majefty. 
That which I did againft the earl of Kendall, 
It was but a fubjeS's duty to his fovereign. 
And therefore little merits fuch good word$. 

Edward. 
But ere I go, I'll grace thee with good deeds. 
Say what king Edward may perform, 
And thou (halt have it, being in England's bounds. 

George, 
I have a lovely Icmman, 
37 As bright of blee as is the fjlver moon, 

And 

37 ^x bright of bkc] So p^ 42. 

« To fee fair Beatrice how bright JU is •/ */«." 
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And old Grimes her father will not let her match 
With me, becaufe I am a Pinner, 
Although I love her, and (he me, dearly. 

Edwards 
Where is (he? 

Gcorgf» 
At home at my poor houfe* 
And vows never to many unlefs her ^ther 
Give confenty which is my greateil grief, my lord* 

Edwards 
If this be all, I will difpatch it {Iraight, 
I^l fend for Grime and force him give his grant ; 
He will not deny king Edward fuch a futt* 

Eniir Jenkin and Jpeaks. 

Ho, who law a matter of mine ? 

Oh, he is gotten into company, and a body. 

Should rake hell for company. 

George. 
Peace, ye flave, fee where king Edward Is. 

Edward. . 
George, wh^t. is he ? 

George, 
I befcecb your grace pardon him, he is my man. v 

Si?oemaJter. 
Sirrah, the king hath been drinking with us, . 
And did pledge u$ too. 

jfetdtin. 

Hath he fo? kneel, I dub you g<sutlemeu. 

Shoemaker. 
Beg it of the king, Jenkin. 

Jenkin, 
I wilL I befeech your worship grant me one thing. 

EdiAford. 

What is that? 

♦ • ♦ 

I ... it " . 

^galn, Chaucer's Lamentatlen oj Mary Magdalen^ L 391 : 
" Onely for him, which 1% fo bright of bk 
* ^ Ml tjrowc I ihall him nevir fc." * * . - * 

D } Jenkin, 
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Haik in your etr* [Btnjobt^s tie Kbg U tbtur* 

Cro your ways» and do it* 

Jenkin. 
Come down on your kndesy I have got it* 

Shoemaker^ 
Let us bear what it is firft. 

Marry^ becaufe you have drunk with the king» 
And the king hath fo grarioufly pledged you. 
You (hall no more be called Shoemakers ( 
But you and yours to the workis end, 
JShall be called the trade of the Gentle Craft* 

SbtxifuAer. 

I befeech your majefty reform this 
Which he hath ipoken. 

Jenkiu. 

I befeech your woflhip confume diit 
Which he hath fpoken. 

' Confirm it, you would fay^ 
Well, he hath done it for you, it is fttfflcient« 
Come, George, we will go to Grime, 
And have thy love. 

I aih fure ^ ^ : 

Your worihip Will abide t for yonder is coming 
Old Mufgrove, and mad Cuddy his ion* 
Mifler, my fellow Wily, comes dreft like a woman^ 
And mafler Grime will marry Wily. Here they corner 

JE/tm^ MufgroTe mid Cuddy, and Mafitr Grimc^ Wilyi wH 

• * ' Marian <sp«^ Betttis* • 

Edwardm 
Whicb is thy did father. Cuddy ? 
- '' ' Cudd^ 

ThiS) if it plcafe your majefiy* ' 

EdwarA 
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Edwdrdm 
Ahy old Muigrove^ itand up; 
It fits not fuch grey hairs to kneel; 

Mvfgtave. 
Long live 
My foTcreign ! long apd happy be his days ! 
Vouchfafe, my gracious lord, a fimple gift, 
At Billy Muigrove's hand. 
King James at Meddellom-caftie gave me this. 
This won the honour, and this giVe I thee* 

Edward. 
^ Godamercy, Murgrove, for this friendly gift; 
And for thou feld'il a king with this fame weapon. 
This blade (hall here dub valiant Mu^rove knight. 

Mujgr»vem 
Alas, what hath your highnefs doiM ? I am poor. 

Edivardn 
3' To mend thy living take thou Meddellom-cafile, 
The hold of both ; and if thou want living, complain^ 

TJhm 

3' To mend thy living take thiu Meddellom-csJUef'] Mr. Grofe, who 
bas given two Views of this CaAle, and a very accurate Hiftory of the 
&veral changes of its owners, in his Ami^uitits of England and Jf^nUsf 
vol. IV. fuppofes, that this Play hath little or no foundation in Hiftoryl 
** The King, fays he, here is fimply named Edward, without any other 
" diftindion ; bat as the Scots King is called James, and mention is 
*^ made of Edward's Son,, it can only be Edward the Fourth, he being 
'' the firft of that name contemporiry with a James, and thfe laft thic 
f* had iflue. 

** Having thus afcertained the King, the next ilep is to fee, whether 
^ the other circumftances accord with the events of that reign ; but in 
^* thefe there is very little fimilarity ; for although there was a war 
'' with the Scots, no deciiive bottle was fought near Middleham, neither 
** was the King of Scotland taken prisoner. It Is tn^e, there was aft 
** infurreftion in Y9rMl^re towards 4he latter eo^ 9^ tki$ reign, oa ac- 
^ count of a contribution demanded for the maintenance of an hoipital 
** at York ; but this was terminated by the defeat of the rebek at 
^* Banbury, I will not olje^ to the anachroaifm of introducing ker6 
^ Robin Hoed, who lived in the reign of RicK^nl the Firft Th« in- 
^ troduAiofi of imaginary charaAers was a liberty then fee^tieBtly taken 
<* is M hiAorical PUys, in order to divert the audience, attd enliven 
** the reprefentatioii'^a complisiefK ta the upper gaUtrfs of tkofc times. 

' D 4 "It 
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Thou (halt have more to maiatain thine eflate« 
George, which is thy love? 

George* 
This, if plcafe your majefty. 

Art thou her aged father? 

Grime. 
I am, and it like your majefly. 

Edward, 
And wilt not give thy daughter unto George \ 

Kjrrime, 
Yes, my lord, if he will let me njany 
With thi§ lovely lafs, 

Ed^ward, 
What fay'ft thou, George*? 

George^ 
"With all my hc>irr, my lord, I give confent. 

Grirne. 
Then do I give my daughter unto George, 

Then Ihall the marriage foon be at an end. 
.. WirneXe, my lord, if that I be a woman. 
For I am Wily, boy to George a Greene, 
Who for my mafter wrought ihis fubtle fhift. 

Edivard. 
What ! is it a boy ? what fay'ft thou to this, Grime ? 

Grime, 
Marry, my lord, I think this boy hath 
More knavery than. all the world befides. 
Yet am I content that George (hall both have 
]Vly daughter and my lands. 

EdiXMrd* 
Now, George, it refts I gratify thy worth; 
And therefore, here I do bequeath to thee, 

^< It may alfo be obje^ed, that the CdMt of Middleham was, about thaf 
** period, the properly of Richard, Duke of Gjovxeiier,; To this it may 
<« be anfvsiered, That a ma,n of the age old Mufgrovc is here defcribed to 
<< be, would not in all probability hold it above a y^^ qi two^ after 
<< which it.Diig^ht be granted to Rici^ard.'' 

la 
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la full poifefiion, half that Kendal hath ; 
And what as Bradford holds of ipe in chief, 
I give it frankly unto thee for ever. 
Kneel down, George;* 

. George. 
What will your majefty do? • 

Edwards 
Pub thee a knight, George, 

George, 
I befeech your grace, grant me one thing. 

Edward. 
What is that? 

, George, 

Then let me livte and die a yeoman ilill : 
So was my father, fo mufl live his fon. 
For *tis more credit to men of bafe degree, 
To do great deeds, thaii men of dignity. ' 

Edivard, 
Well, be it fo George. 

James, 
I befeech your grace difpatch with roe. 
And fet down my ranfom. 

Edward, 
George a Greene, fet down ths king of Scots 
His ranfom* 

George, 
I befeech your grace pardon me* 
It paiTeth my ikiil. 

Edward, 
Do it, the honour*8 thine. 

George, 
Then let king James make good 
Thofe towns which he hath burnt upon the borders j 
Give a fmall peniion to the father lefs, 
Whofe fathers he causM murthered in thofe wars ; 
Put in pledge for thefc things to your grace, 
And fo return. King James, are you content ? 

Jarnes* 
I am content, and like your majefty. 

And will leave good cafilcs in fecurity* 

Edward, 


-^ — 
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I crave no more* Now Gcr>rge a Greene, 
V\\ to thy houfe ; and when I have fupt, 
m go to A(k, and fee if Jane a Barley be fo fair. 
As good king James reports her for to be. 
And for the ancient cuflom of Vailjlaffy 
Keep it fill], claino privilege from me* 
If any aik a reafon, why ? or how ? 
,Say, Engliih EdvCard vaird hia ilaff to you* \ExciMt* 
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PART THE FIRST. 
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FROM Hcywood's Apology fir ABon^ it am)ear8 that 
Thomas I^d was the author of the Spanijb ^ragedy^ or 
Hieronimo is mad again. — But whether he likewife wrote this firft 
part of Jeronimo docs not appear, 

' This Jirfi part of Jeronimo is fo fcarce that many have 
doubted whether it ever ezlfled ; and Mr, Coxeter and the 
author of the Playhoule Dictionary were of opinion, that 
what is called " The Spanifh Tragedy, or Hrerohimo Is mad 
^' again," was only the old play altered and new named.-— 
Ben Jonibn has a paflage in the Induction to Cynthia s Revels^ 
i6o«, that feems to, favour that opmion. *^ Another fwears 
*^ down all that (it about him, that the old Hieronimo (as it 
** W2S Jirji adted) was the only beA and judicioufly pen'd 
** play of Europe.'* 

They were, however, two diftinft plays, as appears from 
this copy of ^t firjl part^ which is printed from one in the 
valuable Colledion of David Garrick, Efq; 

From another paifage in the Indu£tion to Cynthiets Revels^ 
a6ted in 1600, it may be conjedtured that Jer mimo firfl ap- 
peared on the ilage about the year 1588. ** They fiiy (fays 
«* one ctf the children of the Queen s Chapel) the ghofls of 
•* fome three or four plays, departed a dozen years fince^ have 
*< been feen walking on your itage here." 
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The FIRST PART of 


JERONIMO. 


^ •— 


Sound afignet ', and pa/s ever the Jiage. Enler ai<me doer the 
King rf Spain^ Duke of Caftile^ Duke Medina, Lorenzo mnd 
Kogero; at another door^ Andrea, Horatio, and,jtrommo* 
Jeronimo kneels do^wn^ and the King creates him MarJhaU of 
Spain : Lorenzo puts on bis fjmrs \ and Andrea his fioitrdm 
The King goes along with Jeronimo to his hou/e ; 6^er a lon^ 
fignet is founded^ enter all the Nohles^ with covered dijbis 
to the banquet. 

Exeunt omnesi Thai done^ enter aH agedn as hefwt^ - 

Spain. 

FROLICK Jeronimo, thou art now cdnfirmM 
Marihal of Spain, by all the dues 
And cuftomary rights unto thy office. 

Jeronimo, 
My knee fings thanks unto your highnefs bounty : 
Come hither, boy Horatio ; fold thy joints ; 
Kneel by thy father's loins, and thank my leege. 
By honouring me, thy mother, and thyfelf, 
With this high flaff of office.. 

Horatio. 
O my leege, 
I have a heart thrice ftronger than my years, 

* S^unda fignet,] This w<3rd, which is varioufly fpelt, as fcnety cymt 
fcmuty fnetf JignatCy fynncty ftgnet, &c. I believe to be no more than a cor- 
ruption of fonata, ItaL See a note on yuiius Ceefary yol. VIII. p. 9. and 
«no(her on King Henry VIII. vol. VII. p. 236. S. 

* Loretmo puts on bis Jfitrs,'] This ceremony is ftiU retained in the 
creation of a Knight of the Bath, and is generally performed by fojne 
pcrfon of eminence. See Anftis, Hjfiorical EJJay upon the Knighthood \f 
t^Batb^ 410. 1715. Iford Herbert of Ghtrburfs Life, p. 54. 

I And 
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And that fliall anfvver gratefully for me; 

Let not my youthful hlulh impare my valour. 

If ever you nave foes, or red field fears, 

I'll empty all my veins to ferve your wars : 

m bleed for vou ; and^nore, u'hat fpeech affords, 

111 fpeak in drops when I do fail in words* 

yeronimo* s-^ 

Well fpokc, my boy, and on thy Other's fide ; 

My Iccge, how like you Don Horatio's fpirit ? 

What \ doth it promife fair? 

Spain, 

Ajf aiid no doubt his merit will purchafe more. 
Knight Marftial rife, and ftill rife 
Higher and greater in thy fovereign*s eyes. 

^erenimo, 

O fortunate hour, bleflfed minute, happy day. 
Able to ravifli even my fenfe away ! 
Now 1 remember too: O fweet remembrance! 
This day my years llrike fifty, and in Rome 
They call the fitty year, the year of Jubily, 
The merry year, the peaceful year, jocond year, 
A year of joy, of pleafure and delight : 
This fliall be my year of Jubily, ror 'cis my fifty. 
Age uihers honour ; 'tis no fhame ; confefs, 
Beard, thou art fifty full, not a hair lefs. 

Enter an Kmhajfador* 

^ Spain, 
How now ? what news from Spain ? tribute returned ? 

•^ Kmhajfador* 

Tribute in words, my leege, but not in coin. 

Spain. 
Ha ! dare he flill procraflinate with Spain ? 
Not tribute paid ! not three years paid ! 
*Tis not at his coin, * 

But his ilack homage, that we mofl repine. 

JeronimOm 
My Icege, if my opinion might fland firm ' 
Within your highncU' thoughts 

5 Spain. 
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Spam, 
Marfhal, our kingdom calls thee father ; 
Therefore fpeak free. 
Thy counfel 1*11 embrace, as I do thee. 

I thank, your highnefs : then, my gracious leeg(^ 
I hold it meety .by way of embaflagc. 
To demand "bl^ mind, and the npgle6t of tribute : 
But, my leege^ 

Here muft be kind words, which, doth oft befiege 
The ears of rough-hewn tyrant^, more then blows ; 
Oh, a politick fpeech beguiles the ears of foes* 
Marry, my leege, miftake me not I pray : 
If friendly phrafes, hoDied fpeech, bewitching accent| 
Well-tuned melody, and all fweet gifts 
Of nature, canndt avail or win him to it, 
Then let him raife his gall up to his tongue. 
And be as bitter as -phylicians- drugs, 
Stretch his mouth wider with big fwoln phrafes: 
Oh, here's a lad of mettle, flout Don Andrea, 
fettle to the crown. 

Would (hake the king's high court thrjje hajidfuls down. 

Spain. 
And well pick'd out Knight Marihal, fpeech well flrunj^ 
I'd rather chufe Horatio^ were he not fo young. 

fjoraiia* 
I humbly thank your highnefs. 
On placing me next unto bis roy^ bofom* 

£pc^n. 
How ftand ye, lords^ to this election ? 

Omnes* 
Right pleafing pur dre^d foyereign» 

Medina, 
• Only with pardon, mighty fovereigp. 

Cqfiile. " 
I fhould have chofe Don Lorenzo* 

Medina* 
I, Don Rogero. 

Rogertf* 
Oh no, not me, my lords, 
J am war's champio^j and my fees are.fwordf* 
ypL. III. E ' ^rajf 
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Pray king, pra)r peers, let it. be Don Andrea, ^^ 

Hc^ a worthy limb, 

Loves wars and foldicrs, therefore I lore himt 

Jerommo* 
And I love bim and thee, valiant Rogero, 
Noble fpirits^ galjanc bloods ; 
You are no wife, infinuating lords, 
Yoii ha no triclcs, you ha none of all their fleightf, 

So, (b, Andrea muft be.fent i^mbaflador ; 
Loren?^ is tiot thought upon : good : 
rU wake the court, or fl^^hle out ibme bloodf 

How ftand you, lords, to this election ? 

Jligjit i^eafing our dread foverexgn* 

Then Don Andrea. 

My approved leege* 

Spain* 

We make thee our Lord high ^mbaiTador*. 

^Andrea. 

Your highnefs circles roe with honout^s bounds ; 
I dill difchai^e the weight of your command 
With heft re4)e£i : if friendly tempered phraie 
dannot affedt the virtye of your charge, 
I will be hard like thunder, and as rough 
As Northern tempefts, or the vexed bowels 
Of too infulting waves, who at one blow 
Five merchants weahhs into the deep doth throw : 
111 threaten crimfon wars. 

Aye, aye, that's good ; 
Let them keep com, pay tribute with their blood. 

Bpain* 
Farewe! then, Don Andrea : to thy charge. 
Lords, let us in : joy ihall be now our guell ; 
IjetVin to celebrate our fecond feaft. 

[Efstwa cmiies^ prater Loren^. 

I-orcnw, 


1 
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Lorenzp, 


Lorenn§9 
Andrea's gone embaflador; 
Lorenzo is not dreamt on in this a^ : 
Hard fate. 

When yillains fit not in the higheft ftate ! 
Ambition^s plumes, that flounSkM in our C0!Ut| 
Severe authority has daihM with juftice ; 
And policy, and pride^ wal{( like two cx))ef 
Giving attendance, that were once attended ; 
And we rejeded that ^ere once high honoured* 
I l^te Andrea, *caufe he aims at honour, when ' 
Slly pureft thoughts work in a pitchy vale. 
Which are as different as h(^vpn and helU 
One peers for day. the other gapes for night* 
That yawning Beldam with her jjetty ftin^ * ' 

nris flie I hug as mio^ effeminate bride, ' 
For fuch complexions bell appeafe my prides \ 

X have a lad in pickle of this flamp^ ' 
A melancholy difcontented courti^r^ \ 

Whofe famifliM jaws look like the chap of death ; 

Upon whofe eye-brows hang damnation ; ^ I 

Whofe hands are waih'd in rape, and murders bold; I 

Him with a goldep bait will j allure, j 

(For courtiers will do any thing for gold) 

To be Andrea's death at his return. I 

tit loves my (ider ; that fhall cod his life ; I 

So (he a huwand, he (hall Ipfe a wife. ' ^ 

O fweet, fweet policy, I hug thee ! good : 1 

Andrea^s Himen*s draught (hall be in blood* , [SjftU \ 

Entfr Horatio at one door^ Andrea at another. 

Horatio, 
Whither in fuch ha/le, my fecpnd felf ? j 

Andrea, 
I ¥aith my dear bofom, to take folemn leave 
Df a mod weeping creature. 

^ Horatio. 
That^s a \5r0man. 

E 2 l^nm 
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Enttr Bellimpcria^ 

Andrean 
That's Bellimperia. 

Horatio. 
Sec, fee, flic meets you here : 
And what is it tolo^yiaod be loy'd dear ! . .. 

Bellimperia, 
I have heard of your honour^ gentle bceaily 

I do not like it now Sq well methinks. , 

• » 

' Andrea. 
What ! not to have honour beftowedoo me \ 

. Bellimperia, 
O yes : but not ^ wandering honour, dear; 
I could afford welldidfi; thou ilay here. 
Could honour melt itfelf into thy veins. 
And thou the fountain, I could wi(h it fo, 
If thou would'fl i2|e^|]^in here with me, and smu go« 

Andrea* 
*Ti8 but to Portugal. 

Horatio. 
But to demand the tribute, lady. 

Bellimperiam 
Tribute ! alas ! that Spain cannot of peace 
Forbear a little coin, the Indies being fo near ! 
And yet this is not all : I know you are too hot^ 
•Too full of fpleen for an embaiiador. 
And will lean much to honour. ^ 

Andrea* 
.Pulh4 - 

BelUmperia* 
Nay, bear me, dear: IJcnow you will be rough 
And violent ; and Portingal hath a tempefluous foOi 
;Stampt with the mark of fury, and you too. 

Andrea, 
Sweet Belli mperia ! 

BelUmperia, 
We '11 meet like thunder, each imperious 
.Over other's fpleen ; you have both proud fpirlts, * 
And both will ilrive to afpire; 


Whe^ 
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When two vcxM clouds juftle, they firike out fire: 
And you, I fear me, war, which peace * forefettd ! 

dear Andrea, pray, let us have no wars! •-! • • i 
Firft let them pay the foldiers that Were main'd . , 

In the laft battle, ere more wretches fall, ''' : ^ 

Or walk on ftilts to timelefs funeral, - \ /- 

Andrea, . 1 ! /» 

Refpe6Hve dear, O my live's happinefs, ' 
The joy of all my being, do not (hape ' » • •• T 

Frighttul conceit beyond the intent of aJ^ ! 

1 know, thy love is vigilant o'er my blood, •• *' * 
And fears ill fate which heaven hath yet withftood. 

But be of comfort ; fweet Horatio knows , '5 

Igo to knit friends, not to kindle foes. ^ 

Horatio^'' 
True, madam Bellimperia, that's his talk : 
The phrafe he ufcth mull be gently ftyl'd ; - 

The king hath warned him to be fmooth and mild* 

BelUmperia. 
But will you indeed, Andrea ? 

Andrea* 
By this. 

Seilifnferia. 
By this lip-blu(hing kifs. 

Horatio. 
O you fwear fweetly. 

BelUmperia. 
ril keep your oath for you till you return. 
Then I'll be fure you (hall not be forfwom. ' ^ . 

Knter PedAngano* 

Andrea* 

Ho, Pedringaho! 

Pedringana. 
Signioro. » . . .. \ 

AndreUm > ' 

Are all things aboard ? 

*'^firrfaid/] Set N«t»4 to Tantrtdwui Gifmthd^ Vol. iL p. 162. 

£3- Pidringano, 
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They are, my i^bbd lord. . 

. Then, BellimpcnsI; I take leave : Horatio 
^ Be in ^Tiy abfence my dear fclf, chafte fclf :-^ 
What ! playing the woman« Bellimperia i 
Kay then jrou love me not, or at the lead 
You dio.vli my honours ip thofe flowing waterf* 
Believe it, Beilim|>eria9 'tis as cbthmon 
To weep at parting as to be a woman. 
l«ove me more valiant; play not this moift prize i 
Be woman iii all paits fave ia thy eyes ; 
And fo I le?|re thtee; 

$fBmperta» 
Farevlrcl, my lord: 
^ mindful of no^ lo vb» and oif ftyix Word; 

Anirea^ 
rris fixed upd|i va^ heart ; adieu, foul^s friend \ . 

Horatio^ . 
All honour on Andre Js (leps attend. 

Beilimp&iiu 
Vet Ke is ill fight^ ^d yet but now he's vani(h!<i. 

[£r/iAiidni; 

Nay^ lady; if you ftoop (o ^qiuck to pafliooy 
I^ call him back again* 

0, ^o^ Horauot no; it U far nonouh 
rr'ythec fct him go; 

Theb, ihadaiii^ he ccmpoaM, as you ^ere wonh 
To mu£ck and cidighr ; the time^eiog comicki wiQ 
Seem fhort and pljeafanr'i till his return 
From t'ortingal x . 

And, niadaiii; in xfAs ahcTt Ut your hbut mbve; . 
HoooUr'd promotion is the lap of love. J[Exn(Mi ^mtffh 

JS«/rr Cipi'enab ,m/ Lazarotto^ 'a iiJcofMnted courtier. 

I.j>reitZ9* 
. , Com^^ n»y foul's t^nitl^ my life's jetty fubltancc^ 
Wbai'ithy nanie? 
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My name*s an lioMft name, a counter's name ; 
*Tis JLazarotto. 

What, Lasatiotto! 

Or ratlier rotting in this laxjr age 
That yields me no employments: I have mifchief 
Within my bread, more than my ^ bulk can hold t 
I want a midwife to deliver it. 

m be the he^one then, and rid thee fodn 
Of this dull, leaden, and toraientio^ elf. 
Thou know'ft the lore betwixt BeUimperia and 
Andrea's bofom? 

How might I crofs it, my fweet milchttf ? 
Honey damnation ! how ? 

Well : 
As many ways as there are paths to hell. 
And that's enow ifaith. From ufurers^door, 
There goes one path t from friers that nurfie whores^ 
There |;oes another path :^ from brokers* iblls» 
From rich that die and buikl no hofpltals, 
Two other paths : from formers that crack bami 
With fluffing com, yet fiarre the needy fwarms» 
Another pam : from drinking fchools one. 
From dicing-houfes«*but firom the court, none, none. 

Here is a flave joft of the flamp I wi(h s 
Whoie bk fonl's blacker than his nao^ 


4 kulkl One of ths figBificationi sftiid to thli wofd \(j SkinBw, *m hit 
S^amhgiemt, is « Ftm*r, hinc Hiip. Buchfy Vemricttlui Aftiiiuilit^ Btl^* 
SuJeh. Thorax. 

So, ih Th§ Hfn Vahuf^ \if Beaiundnt and Fletcher, toL X- ^. |55«^ 
«diition 1778: • ** ' 

<* My iiiainte&»ttcc> rslsalt 1 toy Mky nnf nhihkiiMk !^* 

% 4 Thougli 


n 


fi ^ ^HiFlRSTPARf 

Jhough it ftand printed with a ravcn*8 quilU 
But, Lazarotto, crofs my filler's love, * 

And 1*11 rain' fhowers of duckets in thy palm* 

Lazarfftto, 
.. Oh duckets, dainty ducks ; forgive me duckets^ ; 
t*ll fetch you duck enough for gold ; and chink 
Makes the punk wanton, and the ba^i^^ to wink. 

Lorenzo^ 
, t)ifchkr|;c, dlfcharge, good Lazarottpi hoinr , 

We may crofs my filler's loving hopes* 

Lazaretto* 
ilay, now m tell yotu 

' LcremTio. 
'Thou knqwell Andrea's gone embaiTaaor* . 

La%arotto, 
This better I there *s opportunity : now lift to mei 

£Ht& jetbmmo and Horatio, and Overbear their tdo^ 

Alcario, the duke Medina's fon, 
t)otes on your filler Bellimperia : 
Him in her private galleiy you ihalt plice 
To court her 5 let his proteftations be 
.t^afhioned with rich jewels, ' for in love 
Great gifts and gold have the bed tongue to movf. 
Let h i m ,9ot ipare an oath without a jewel ^ 
To bind it fail t oh I know women's hearts 

u '' ■ . ■ , : 

y ^ — for in Jirot\ Ut?y The faoie Tentiment is in both Shak^eare txik 
.^ieaumont and jFletthtr. 

Ttuo Gentlemen of Verona^ A* J* S. a : 

" Win her with gifts, if (he refpeAs not words } 

" Dumb jewels dften in their, filent kind, 
^ ** More than quick words, do move a Woman's min((L? 
The Woman Hater ^ A. 4. S. 2 : 

" — your, offers mull 

** Be full of bounty ; velvets to furnifti a gown, filks 

** For petticoats and foreparts, ihag for lining ; 

5* Forget not fome pretty jewel to failen aft«sr 
' /* Some little complement! If ihe deny this courtefy^ "'^ 

•« Double your bounties ; be not wanting in abundance': 

J' Fullnefs of gifts, link'd with A pleaiing tongue, 

*^ Will wiaau anchorite*" 

What 
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jt^hat ^uff they are made of, my lord : pRi aad ^viog 
Will melt the chaileil feeroing female hying* 

^' Indeed Andrea is but poor, though honourable ; 
iiis bounty among foldiers fo^es hifn dry, • 

And therefore great gifts may bewitch her eye. 

Jeronimom 
^Here's no line villainy, no damned brother 1 

But fay (he (hould deny his gifts, be all 
Composed of hate, as my mind gives me that 
She will : what then i 

Lazarotto. 
Then thus : at his return 
To Spaing I'll murder Don Andrea* 

Lorenzo* 
Dar'fi thou, fpirit ? 

LazarottOm 
What dares not he do that near hopes to inherit ? 

Horatio, 
He dares be damn'd like thee. 

LazarottOf 
. Dare I ? Ha, ha ! • 
I have no hope of everlading height, 
My foul's a Moor you know, lalvarion's white, 
"What dare I not enadl then ? . Tufti, he dies j 
t will make way to Beliimperia's /eyes. 

Lorenzo, 
To weep I fear, but not to tender love* 

LazarottOm 
Why, is (he not a woman ? (he muft weep 
Awhile, as widows ufe till their firll ileep ; 
Who in the morrow i-bllowing will be fold 
To new, before the lirft arc throughly cold. 
So Bellimperia : for this is common ; 
The more (he weeps, the more (he plays the woman. 

Lorenzo, 
Come then, howe'er it hap, Andrea (hall be croft- 

'4 Krr#'f M fin vilkky] .S<c Not« to Thg Mtyw of ^mhrtughf 

_ -K :Lazatott9» 
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Let me alone^ I^ll turn him to a ghoft. 

[Exeunt LorenzD* off^/Lazarotto Mud Honi£o4 

Manet Jeronimo. 

Jeratdmo. 

Farcwel, true brace of villains ; 
Come hither, boy Horatio, dldll thou hear them? 

Horatidm 

vc\y true breafted father, my eats 
Hiv-: lL.clv*d in poifon, deadly poifon : 
Mvj.der Andrea ! O inhuman pra^Vice! 

Had not) our reverend years been prefentheit^ 
I ibt.uid have pon)rardcJ the villain's bowels. 
And ihoved his foql out to damnation. 
Murder Andrea ! honed lord! impious villains! 

Jeronimo. 

1 like thy true heart, boy ; thou lov'fl thy fiiend. 
It 18 the greateft argument and (ign, • 
That I begot thee, for it fhews thou art mine. 

Horatio. 
O father, 'tis a charitable deed 
To prevent thofe that would make virtue bleed ! 
ni dif patch letters to Don Andrea ; 
Unfold their htHiih pradtice, damnM intent| 
Againll the virtuous rivers of his life* 
Murder Andrew! 

Enter Ifabella* 

Jerotu2tw% 

Peace: who comes here ? news, news, Ifabellak 

IfabeUa. 
What news, Jeronimo \ 

Jerofdmom 
Strange news : 
Lorenzo is become an honeil man* 

Ifahelkk^ 
Is this your wondroui newa I ' 


0^ jEfiOjiiud. a 

Is it not woodrout 
^o haTC hobefty in hdl ? go tell it abroad novr ; 
But fee you put no new ai&itidiit to it. 
As thus— (hall t tell you, goffip ; Lorenzo k 
Become an boneft roan :i^->>beKrare; beware ; for honefiy 
Spoken in derifion points out knavery* 
O tbeu take heed ; that jeft would not be trim. 
He 's ^ great man, therefore we muil not knave him^ 
In, gentle foul ; I'll not be long away. 

As, Aiort my body^ Ihott (hall be my ilay. \Exit IfabetblA 

Horatio, 

Murder Andrea ! what blood-fucking flave 
G>uld choke bright honour in a fcabbard grave? 

Jeronimq* 

What hai-ping ftill upon Andrea's death ? 
Have cdurage, boy : 1 (hall prevent their plot»^ 
And make them both fland like two pdlitick fots^ 

'Horatio^ 

Lorenzo hais a reach as far as hell, 
To hook the devil" from his flaming cell : 
Oh, fprightiy father, hell out-reach you theti ; 
Knaves longer reaches have than honell men« 

yeronimo, 
. But, boy, fear not, I'll out- ft retch them all. 
Sly mind's a giant, though my bulk be fmall ^ [Exeuni omnes^ 

m 

Enter the King of Portingal, Balthezar, Alexandre, Don 
\o\\yMpOy and others: a feal of ordinance % VJiihih^agreatJbout 

of people. 

Ktngk 

What is the meaning of this loud repoirt? 

Alexandra. 
An cmbaffy, my lo^d, is ix w arnvcd trom Spain* 

King. 
Son Balthezar, we pray do you go meet him^ . 
And do him all the honour that belongs hin^,. 


f JmH] The firft edition reads full. 


Saltbeaan 


9$ THE tiRSt fART' 

. Father, my bcft Endeavour ftall obey yon r 
, Welcome, worthy lord, Spain's choice embaflkdon 
Brave, flout Andrea ; for fo I guefs thee. ' ' 

Enter Andrea. 

Andrea* 

Portngal's, ere I thank thee, 
Thoo {eems no lefs than what thou art, a prince; 
And an heroick fpirit : Fortingal's king, 
I kifs my hand, and tender on thy throne 
If y maker's love, p^ace, and affe^ion. 

King. 

And we receive them, and thee, worthy Andrea i 
Thy mafter^s high-prized love unto our heart. 
Is welcome to his friend ; thou to our court. 

Andrea* 

Thanks PorttngaL My lords I had in charge . 
At my depart from Spain, this embaiTage, 
To put your bread in mind of tribute due 
Unto our mailer's kingdom, thefe three years 
Detained and kept back : and I am fent to know^ 
Whether negle<St, or will, detains it fok 

Kingi 

Thus much return unto thy king, Andrea ; 
We have with bell advice thought of our ilatc. 
And find it miKh difhonour'd by bafe homage : 
1 not deny, but tribute hath been due 
To Spain by our forefathers' bafe captivity, 
Yet cannot rafe out their fucceflbrs' merit. 
•Tis faid, we fhall not anfwcr at next birth ♦ 
Our fathers* faults in heaven ; why then on earth? 
Which proves and (hews, that which they loft 
By bafe captivity. 

We may redeem with honoured valiancy : 
We borrow nought : our kingdom is our own t 
He is a bafe king that pays rent for his throne. 

Andrea* 

Is this thy anfwer, Portingal ? 


Bahhczar^ 
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Ay, Spam; 
A royal anfwcr too, wbich I*!l maintain. 

Omnes* 
And all the peers of Portugal the like. 

Andrea, 
Then thus all Spatft, which but three minutes ago 
Was thy full friend, is now returned thy foe. 

Baltbenar, 
An excellent foe ; we (hall have fcutHing goodi 

Andrea* 
Thou (halt pay tribute, Portugal, with Uood, 

Balihezar* 
Tribute for tribute then ; and foes for foes. 

Andrea, 
I bid you fudden wars. 

Balthexar, 
I fudden blows^ and that's as good as wan« 
Don, V\\ not bate 

An inch of courage, n«r a hair of fate: 
Pay tribute I with ftrokes. 

. Andrea* 
Aye, with (h-okes you (hall ; 
Alas, that Spain (hould corre6t Portugal ! 

Bakhezar. 
Correa ! 
p, in that one word fuch torments do I feel. 
That I could lafh thy ribs with valiant fieeU 

Andrea, 
Prince Balthezar, (hall's meet ? > 

Babbe%ar» 
Meet, Don Andrea ? yes, in the battle's bowels ; 
Here is my gage, a never-failing pawn ; 
^wiU keep his day, his hour, nay minute : 'twilL 

Andrea. 
Then thine, and this, pofTefs one quality, 

Balthezar m 
O let them kifs : 
Did I not underftand thee noble, valiant, 
And worthy my fword's fociety with thee, 


For 
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For all Spain's wealth, Vd not grafp hanA* 
Meet Don Andrea* 1 tell tbee, noble fpirie, 
; dAvN^o *- l^d wade up to the knees in bloody Vd make 
I A bridge of Spantfh carcaies, to fingle thee 
Out of the gaiping army. 

Woot thou» prince ? 
Why CTcn for that, I love. 

Bahhexar. 
Tut, love me, man, when we have drunk 
Hot blood together : wounds will tie 
An everlailing fettled amity> 
And fo (hall thine. 

Attdruu 
And thine. 

Bakbeztttm 
What ! give no place ? 

Adrea. 
To whom ? 

BaUhe»M\ 
To me. 
' Andrea. 

To thee ? 
Why (houldmy face that's placed above my mind. 
Fall under it? 

BaUhe%ar. 
ni make thee yield. 

Andrea. 
Aye, when you get me down ; 
But I fland even yet, jump crown to crown^ 

BaltbeTua^* 
Dar'ftthou? 

Andrea* 
I dare. 

Bahbezar. 
I am all vezt. 

Andrea. 
I care not. 

Balthe%ar. 
I (hall forget the law. . . 


Andrea^ 


'Do^ do. 
ShaU It 
Sptrc SQtfl 


or JERONIMa 


Sabbexar* 


But thou wilt jridd £rft. 

No. 

O, ! bug thee foi^t, 
TheTalianril fpirit e'er trod the Spanifh court) 
Here let the riuog of our hot Mood iet. 

My leegiB, two nobler fpirits never met. 

BaithfTutTm 
Until we mee^ in purplet when our fwonb 
3haU 

Agreed, right Talliaet pnpice :«x- 
Then Portu^ this is thy riefolute anlwer^ 

So return : it's fe : we have bethought ut 
What tribute is ; how poor that monarch fliewt. 
Who for his throne a yearly penfion owes : 
And what our pnedeceflbrs loft to Spain^ 
We have frelh fpirits that can renew it again. 

Amlrea, 

Tb jn I unclafp the purple leaves of war s \ 

IVIany a new wound muft gafp through an old (cat; 
So Portugal, I leave thee. 

Ourfclf in perfbn 
Will fee thee lafe aboard : come ion, come liird^ 
Jbftead of tribute we muH pay our fword^ 

Bahifezar^ 
Remember, Don Andrea, that we meet. 

Andrta. 
IJp hither failing in % crimfon fleet. (Jbtmm^miiiu 

Emm 


THE F IRST RAltT 
En$tr Lorenzo ami Alcario. 

D6 you affcdl my fificr ? . . • - 

AKei&l above affc£^ion, for 
Her breafl is my lives* trcafare ; O ejDtire 
Is the condition of my hot defire ! * ■ . 

Then this muft be your plot. 
You kflow Andrea's gone embaiTador, 
On whom my fifter ^Uimperia 
Calls her affedlion: 

You are in ftature like him, Ipeech alike, 
And had you but his veftment on your bapk, 
There's no one living but would fwear 'twere* he: 
Therefore fly policy muft be your guide. 
I have a fuit juft or Andrea's colours^ 
Proportion'd in all parts : — nay, 'twas his own : 
This fuit within my dofet fliall you wear. 
And fo difguifed woe, fue, and then at lajl— 
* Alcari9. . 

What? ' ... 

Lorenzo^ 
Obtain thy k>ve. 

Alcario. 
This falls out rare '; 
In this difguife I may both wed, bed, and board he|:, 

Lorenzo. 
You may, you may: 
Befides, within thefe few days he*ll reti|rn, 

Alcario. 
Till this be aded, I in paffion bum. 

Lorenzo, 
All falls out for the purpofe : ' all hits jump ; 

The 

• -^all hits jump] i. c. txa^lj. So, in Hamkt: ** *— jump MX. thi»dead 
#«houn" S. "^ ^ "^ ^ 

Again, The Two Nobkmen Khfrneny A. i. S. a: 
** ■■ where cv'ffy ieeming gdckl'ft 

** A certain evil i where not to be eVn jump 

«Aji 
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The date of his embailkge nigh expired 
Gives flrength unto our plot. 

Akario. 
True, true ; all to the purpofe. 

Lorenzo* 
MoreoTer, I will buz Andrea's landing ; 
Which, once but crept into the vulgar mouths^ 
Is hurried here and there, and fwom for troth : 
Think, Ms your love makes me create this guiie^ 
And willing hope to fee your virtue rife. 

AkariiK 
Lorenzo's bounty I do more enfold 
Than the greatefl mine of Indian's brighteft gold. 

LarenTio. 
Come, let us in : the next time you (hall ihow 
All Don Andrea, not Alcario. [ExeutU omnes^ 

Enter Jeronimo trufflngffbis pcinU ; Horatio wiib'fen and ink. 

Jerommo. 

Come pull the table this way : ib; ^is well^ 
Come write, Horatio, write ; 
This fpeedy letter m^ft away to-night. 

[Horatio^£tr the paper the contrary vxffm 
What ! fold paper that way to a nobleman ? 
To Don Andrea, Spain's embaffadoi^ ! 
Pie 1 I am a(hamed to fee it : haft thou worn 
Gowns in the univerfity, * toiib logick, 
Suckt philofophy, eat cues, drunk cees '^y and cannot |^ve 
A letter the right courtiei^s crefl ? 
O theres a kind of ftate^ 

'' As they are, here were to be ftrtngers, and 

** Such things to be. mete monfters." 
OthtUoy A. 2. S. 3 : 

^ Myfelf the while will draw the Moor apart, 

^ And briftg him jump where he may Caffio find,** 
9 The quarto reads lofi, 

*® Eat cues, drunk cui^ Terms current ia the uaivirlities for dlf« 
ficrent portions of bread and beer. & 

Vo L. III. F la 
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In tvtty thing, fkve in a cuckold's pate ! 
Fie, fie, Horatio ! what is your pen foul f 

Horatio,, 
No, father, cleaner than Loren2x>'8 foul ; 
That's dipt in ink made of an envious gall^ 
Elfe had my pen no caufe to write at alU 

Jeronimot _ ' 
Signior Aiidrca, fay. 

Horatiom 
Signior Andrea— 

yerommom 
'Tis a villainous age this. 

Horatio* 
'Tis a villainous age this—' 

yeronmo. 
That a nobleman Ihould be a knaVe as 
Well as an oilier. 

Horation 
That a nobleman JIhould be a knave as 
Well as an oitlfcr— 


Jeronimo* 
Horatiom 
yeronimo* 

Horatio, 


Or a ferjeant. 
Or a ferjeant— 
Or a broken 

Or a broker— 

Jerommom 
Yet I fpeak not this of Lorenzo, 
For he's an honeft lord. 

Horatiom 
'S foot, father, 111 not write him.honefl lord. 

Jerommo. 
Take up thy pen, or I'll take up thee. 

Horatio. 
What ! right him honeft lord \ I'll not agree* 

Jerouimo. 
You'll take it up,Jir? 

Horatio* 
WeU, well. 


Jerottim$. 
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What went before ? thow haft put m<6 out : heSLttw ■ • 
Thy impudence or infolence^ 

Horathm 
Lorenzo^s an honeft lord-** 

Jeronimo, j 

Well, fir— and has hired one to. murder you* 

Horatiom 
O, I cry you mercy, father, meant you fo ? 

Jeronimo^ 
Art thou a fcholar, Don Horatio, 
And canft not aim at figurative fpeech ? 

Horatio, 
I pray you, pardon me ; twas but youth's 
Hafty error. 

Jeronimo^- 
Come, read then. 

Horatio, 
And has hired one to murder you— 

Jeronimo* 
He means to fend you to heaven, when 
You mum from Portugal. ^. , 

HorattOm 
From Portugal— . 

yeronimom 
Yet he's an honeft duke's fon. 

Horatio* 
Yet hc*s an — 

Jeronimo, 
But not the honeft fon of a duke. 

Horatiom 
But not the honeft*-^ 

Jerommom 
O that villainy ihould be found in the great diamber ! 

Horatio* 
O that villainy — 

JfronimOm 
And honefty in the bottom of a eellar. 

Horatio* 
And honefty— • 

Fa. Jeronimo* 
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JeroHimo* 
If youV:be munksed^.you may* 

Harathm 
If youll be — 

Jeranimo^ 
If you be not| thank God and Jeronimo* 

Horatio. 
If you be not — 

If you bCy thank the devU and Lorenzo. 

Horatio* 
If you be, thank — 

jerottimo^ 
Thus hoping you will not be murdered, and you can choofe» 

Horatio* 
Thus hoping you will— r 

Jeronimo* 
^Efpedally being warned before hand» 

Horatio. 
Efpecially — 

Jtronimom 
I take my leaye, boy ; Horatio, write leavQ 
Bending in the hams like an. old courtier :^— 
Thy aflured friend, fay, 'gainft Lorenzo and 
The deyil,— little Jeronimo .maHhaL 

Horatio^ 
Jeronimo marfhal. 

Jeronimo. 
So, now read it o*er« 

Haraiio. 
Signior Andrea, 'tis a villainous age this. 
That a nobleman (hould be a knave as well 
As an oftler, or a ferjeant, or a brokef ; yet 
I fpeak not this of Lorenzo : he's an 
Honeft lord, and has hired one to murder you^ 
When you return from Portugal : yet 
He's an honefl duke's Ton, but not the 
Honeft fon of a duke. O that villainy 
. Should be found in the great chambcri and honefty 
In the bottom pf a cellar ! . 

4 Jtronimo. 


i 
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True, boy: there's a moral intlbat; as much 
To fay, knavery in the court, and honedy in a 
Cheefe-houfe. 

Horatio* 

If you'll' be murdered you may : if you be 
Not, thank God and Teronimo: if you be. 
Thank the devil and l^orenzo* Thus hoping 
You will not be murder'd, and you can choofe ; 
Eipecially being warn'd before-hand, I take my leave. 

yeroHimOo 

Horatio, had thou written, leave bending in the 
Hams, enough, like a gentleman uiher ? 'Sfoote, 
No Horatio ; thou haft made him flraddle too much 
Like a Frenchman : for ihame, put his legs dofer. 
Though it be painful. 

Horatio* 

So, 'tis done, 'tis done.-« 
Thy aifured frietid 'gainft Lorenxo and the devil ; 
Little Teronimo Marfhal* 

I 

Enter Lorenzo and Ifabella* 

Ifahe^* 
Tonder he is, my lord ; pray you fpeak to him. 

jeronimi* 
Wax, wax, Horatio : I had need wax too, 
Our foes will ftride elie ever me and you. 

Jjabena. 
He's writing a love-letter to fome Spaniih lady. 
And now he calls for wax to feal it. 

Loremsod 
God fave you, good knight MaHhal. 

Jerotiimo. 
Who's this ? my lord Lorenzo f welcome, welcome % 
*^ You're the laft man I thought on, fave the devil : 

'* Tou*rt tbt la/l tfuvt, &c.] Mr. Stecvens obftrves (Note to Merry 
Wtveif &c. A. 5. S. 2.), that '' in the ancient interludes and moralities 
*' the beings of fupreme power, excellence or depravity, are occaiion«Uy 
** ftyled Men, So, in Much ado about, notbingf Dogberry (ays, God's a 
" good man. Again, in an Epitaph, part of which has been borrowed as 
** an abfurd one by Mr. Pope and his aflbciates, who were not very well 
"/c^uainted with ancient Phrafeology. Set Mftmirs rf P, P%* 

F 3 Much 
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Much doth your prefence grace our homely roof. 

Lprenzo, 

Jeronimo^ 

Yoyr wife condemns you of an uncourtefy. 
And over-pafling wrong ; and, more, (he names 
Love- letters which yau fend to Spaniih dames. 

Jeronimot 
Do you accufe me fo, kind Ifabella ? 

- JJahelia. 
Unkind Jeronimo* 

And for my infiance, this in your hand is one. 

In Ibothf my lord, there is no written namo 
Of any ladyy then no Spaniih dame. 

Lorenzo. 
If it were not fo, you would not be afraid 
To read, or Ihow, the waxed letter : 
Pray you, let me behold it. 

JeronimOt 

1 pray you pardon me* 

I muft confefs, nly lord, it treats of love, 
Love to Andrea, ay even to his very bofom. 

JLoren%o» 
What new8| my lord, hear you from Portugal f 

( Jeronimo, 

Who I ? before your grace it muft not be ; 
The badger feeds not till the lyon's ferved : 
' '* Nor fits it news (b foon kifs fubjeds' ears, 
As the fair cheek of high authority. 
Jeronimo lives much abfent from the court. 
And, being abfent, there lives from report. 

Farewel, Jeronimo. [Exeunt 'Loxtr\io and lC?ht\\^n 

J/ahella. 
Welcome, my lord Lorenzo. 

** Nor Jits it nmvsfo foon kifs fubje^s* earsy"] In the quarto, th€ word 
tars is omitted. As the fenfe 6£ this pafTage is iinperfe£t without fome 
addition, I have adopted the «boye emendation, which was propofed by 
jflr. Stecvcns. 

Jer(mim0m 
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Thy mother's jealous of my Idve to her, 

Horatio, 

O, (Re playM ua a. wife part ; now ten to one 
He had not overheard the letter read 
Jufi as he enter'd, 

yeronimo. 

Though it had hapj^n'd evil, 
He ihould have heard his name yoked with the devil. 
Here, feal the letter with a loving knot ; 
Send it with fpeed ; Horatio linger not ; 
That Don Andrea may prevent his death, 
And know his enemy by his envious breath, [Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Lorenzo and Alcarlo, difguh^d like Andrea, 

JLmrenzo^ 

Now, by the honour of Caftile's true houfe, 
You are as like Andrea, part for part. 
As he is like himfelf : did I not know you 
'3 By my crofs I fwear, I could not rhinfc you but 
Andrea's fclf, fo leggM, fo fac'd, fo fpeech'd, . 
So all in all, meitliinks I ihould falute 
Your quick return, and fpeedy hafte from Portugal : 
Welcome, fair lord, worthy crabafTador, 
Brave Don Andrea, O I laugh to fee 
How we fhall jefl at her millaking thee, 

Akarw* 

What, have you given it out Andrea is retum'd ? 

Lorenzo* 

lis all about the court in every ear, 
And my invention, brought to me for news 
Lad night at fupper ; and which the more to cover, 
I took a bowl and quaft a health to him. 
When it would fcarce go down for extream laughter. 
To think how foon report had fcatter'd it. 

»3 By my crofs I fwear j} See Note on the ?irdKr of Wakefield, p. 7. 

F 4 jii'ari0t 
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But IS the villain Lazarotto 
Acquainted with our drift? 

Not for Spain's wealth; 
Though he be fecret, yet fu/peds the worft. 
For confidence contbunds the flratagem. 
The fewer in a plot of jealoufy 
Build a foundation furefl, when multitudes 
Make it confufed ere it come to head. 
Be fecret then ; truft not the open air, 
For air is' breath, and breath -blown words raife care* 
This is the gallery where ihe moil frequents. 

Alcario. 

Within thi« walk have I beheld her dally 
With my fhape's fubilance, O immortal powers ! 
Lend your affiftance ; clap a iilver tongue 
Within this palate, that, when I approach 
Within the prefence of this demy goddefs, 
I may poifefs an adamantick power. 
And fo bewitch her with my honied fpeech. 
Have every fyllable a muHck flop ; 
That, when X paufe, the melody may move, 
And hem perfuaiion 'tween her fnowy ))ap9, 
That her heart hearing may relent and yield ! 

Break otf, my lord : fee where ihe makes approach* 

Enter Bellimperia. 

Akario. 
Then fall into your former veins of terms* 

Lorenxom 
Welcome, my lord, welcome, brave Don Andrea, 
Spain's bed of fpirit, what news 
From Portugal? tribute or war ? 
But lee, my Mer Bellimperia comes : 
I will defer it to fome other time. 

For company hinders love's conference. [Exit Lorenzo* 

BeUimperta. 
Welpome, my Ulb's felf-form, dear Dofi AikIt^. 

Akario^ 
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Akario. 
My words iterated gives thee as much : 
Welcome, royfelf of fclf. 

BeUimperia. 
What news,. Andrea ? treats it peace or war? 

Alcarie, 
At firi( they cried all war, as men tttoWi 
To loie both life and honour at one cad : 
At which I thunder'd words all clad in proof. 
Which flrook amazement to their palled fpeedh. 
And tribute prelently was yielded up. 
But, madam Bellimperia, leave we this. 
And talk of former fuits and quefts of love. 

Tbey whiter* Enter Lazarotto* 

.Lazarotto* 
'Tis all about the court Andrea's come : 
Would I might greet him ! and I wonder much^ 
My lord Lorenzo is fo flack in murder. 
Not to afford me notice all this while* 
Gold, I am true, 

I had my hire ; and thou (halt have thy due ; ^ 

Was't poilible to mifs him fo ? foft ! foft ! 
This gallery leads to Bellimperia's lodging ; 
There he is fure, or will be fure. I'llftay: 
The evening too begins '^ to flubber day : 
Sweet, opportuneful feafon ; here I'll lean. 
Like a court-houivd that licks fat trenchers clean* 

BeUimperia. 
But has the king partook your embaily ? 

Alc0riom 
That till to-morrow (hall be now deferr'd. 

Bellin^eria* 
Nay, then you love me not : 

'4 tojlu^r Jay^l To obfcure day. So, in Otbelh, A. i. S. 3 t ^' yon 
** muft therefore be content tojlubher the glofs of your new fortunes.*' 

Howard's Defcnfative agoing the poyfon of Juppojed prophecies^ foL 1620. 
p. 117. ** Surely, for the moft part fo tncy arc, as may be gathered 
** either by the colours or the garments, or the Jlubberlng of fet purpofe 
*^ to bcfbw fome greater grace and colour of antiquity." 

Let 
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Let that be firil difpatch'd ; till when roceiye this token» 

[She kijjes him. Exit Blllunperia. 
Akario, 
I to the king whh thU unfaithful heart I 
It muU noc be : I play too falfe a part. 

La%arottQ^ 
Up, Laxarotto ; yonder comes thy prize ; 
Now lives Andrea, tiow Andrea dies. [Lazarbtto kilU him. 

Alcario, 
That villain Lazaretto has killed me, • 

Inilead of Andrea. 

Enter Andrea, and Rogero, and others* 

Rogero, 
. Welcome home, lord embafiador. 

j^lcarie* 
Oh, oh, oh. 

Andrea* 
Whofe groan was that ? what frightful villain^s this, 
His fword unfheatbed ? whom hail thou murdered, Have? 

LaToarotto^ 
Why Don, Don Andrea. 

Andrea. , 
No, counterfeiting villain. 
He fays, my lord, that he hath murdered me. 

Laxarotto^ 
Aye, Don Andrea^- or elfe Don the devik 

Jndre/i, 
"Lay hands on him ; fome rear up 
The bleeding body to the light. 

Rogero. 
My lord, I think 'tis you : were you not here, 
A man might fwear 'twere you. 

Andrea* 
His garments — ha ! like mine, his face made like : 
An ominous horror all my veins doth ftrike. 
Sure this portends my death ; this mifery 
Aims at fome fatal pointed tragedy. 

Enter 
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Enter Jeronlmo and Horatio. 

Jtraitimo, 
Son Horatio, fee Andrea (lain ! 

Horatio. . 
Andrea flain ! then weapon '^ cling my brealL 

Andrea^ 
Live, trueft friend; for ever loved and bleft* 

Harati09 > 

Lives Don Andrea? 

Andrea. 
Aye» but flain In thought, 
To fee fo ftrange a likened, forged and wrought. 
Lords, cannot you yet defcry 
Who is th^ owner of this red melting body i 

Rogero* 
My lord, it is Alcario, duke Medina's fon, 
I know him by this mole upon his breafL 

Laxarotto, 
Alcario flain ! hail thou beguil'd me, fword t 
-Arm^ haft thou flain thy bountiful kind lord ? 
Why then rot off and drop upon the ground, 
Strow all the galleries with gobbets round. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Lffretizo. 
Who names Alcario flain ? ic is Alcario : 
O curfed deed! 

Could'll thou not fee, but make the wrong man bleed ? 

Lazaretto. 
'Sfooty ^as your fault, my lord ; you brought no word. 

Ljorenzo. 
Peace ; no words : 1*11 get thy pardon : 
Why mum' then. 

'5 clinf; wy brea/t.\ The word cling is (b varioufly ufed in different 
authors, that it is difficult to affix any predfe meaning to it. Several 
inflances are quoted by Mr. Steevens, m hU Note on Macbtthy A. 5. S. 5. 
J imagine Horatio means, that his weapon (hall cHng to birnj or not leav* 
kimp ttotil he had gratified his revenge for his friend's murder. 

7 Enter 
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Satfr Bellimperia. ' 

Who names Andrea (lain ? 6 tU Andrea : 
. O, I fwoon, I die. * "^ 

Look to my lifter Bellimperia ! 

Andrea. 
Baife up, my dear love, Bellimperia ! 

be of comfort, fweet : call in thy fpirits ; 
Andrea lives : O let not death beguile thee ! 

BdUmperia* 
Arc you Andrea ? 

Andrta. 
Do not forget ; 
ThatVas Alcario, my ih ape's counterfeit. 

Loren%», 
Why (peaks not this accurfed, damned villain ? 

O, good wqrds, my lords ; for thofe are courtier's vails : 
The king muft hear ; why fhould I make two tales ? 
For to be found in two, before the king 

1 will refolve yoii all this ftrange ftrange thing : 
I hit, yet mid ; 'twas I miftook my part* 

Horatio. 
Aye, villain ; for thou aim'il at this true heart. 

J^rommo, 
Horatio, 'twas well, as fortune ftands^ 
This letter came not to Andrea's hands, 

Horati0m 
'Twas happinefs indeed. 

BelUn^ma. 
.Was it not you, Andrea^^ queftioned me 
!Bou^t love ? 

Andna. 
No, Bellimperia, 
Belike 'twas falfe Andrea; for the firft 
Objed mine eyes met, was tha; moft accurft. 
Which, I much fear me, by all iigns portends 
Ibiofl doubtful wars, and dangerous pointed ends 
To light upon my blood, 

feUimperia. 
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BtlUmpma* 
Angels of heaven fbrefend it ! 

Some take up the body ; others take charge 
Of that accuried villain. 

My lord, leave that to tpe ; I'll look to him* 

Jeronlmo. 
Mark, mark, Horatio : a villain guard a villain. 

Andrea^ 
The king may think my news is a bad gueft. 
When the firft obje£t is a bleeding breaft; \Extunt omna<. 

Enter King tf Spain, Caftile, Medina^ Rogero, und iahen % 

a dead march within. 

King. 
My lordsy 
What heavy founds are theie ?-^nearer and nearer ! ha! 
Andrea the forerunner of thefe news ? 
Nay, then I fear Spain^s inevitable ill. 
Ha ! Andrea, fpeak ! what news from Portugal ? 
What, is tribute paid ? peace or wars ? 

Andrea. 
Wars, my dread leege* 

Why then 
That bleeding objedl doth prdfage what fhaH 
Hereafter follow. What^s he that lies there ilain. 
Or hurt,. or both? Speak* 

jfndrea* 
My leege, Alcario^ duke Medina's fon ; 
And by that Have this purple a<5t was done* 

Medina. 
Who names Alcario (lain ? ah me« 'tis he ; 
Art thou that villain ? 

Lazarotto. 
How didft thou know my name f 
I fee an excellent villain hath his fame^ 
As well as a great courtier* 

Me^na* . 
%peak, villain : wherefve didil thou this accurfed deed f 

JLazarottu 


n 
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Lazarotto* 
Becaufe I was an ais, a villainous afs ; 
For had I hit it right, Andrea had lain there ; 
He walked upright : this ominous miflake. 
This damned error^ breedeth in my foul 
An ererlaftiog terror. 

Say, ilavei how canie this accurfed evil ? 

Lazarotto^ 

Faith, by m3^eir, my (hort fword, and the devil* 
To tell you all, without a tedious tongue, 
ni cut them down, my words (hall not hang ^* long* 
That haplefs bleeding lord Alcario, 
Which this hand flew, pox on't, was a huge doter 
On Bellimperia's beauty, who reply'd 
In fcorn, and his hot fuit deny'd ; 
For her affe£^ions were all firmly planted 
In Don Andrea's bofom ; yet, unwiie^ 
He fkiW purfued it with blind lover's eyes* 
Then hiied he me with gold — O fate thou elf! 
To kill Andrea, which here kill'd himfelf : 
For, not content to (lay the time of murder, /. 

He took Andrea's fhape unknown to me. 
And in all parts difguisM as there you fee, 
Intending, as it feemed by that fly ihift, t 

To fteal away her troth : fli9rt tale to tell, 
I took him for Andrea ; down he fell. 

Ktrtg. 

O impious deed, ^j 

To make the heir of honour melt and bleed ! 
Bear him away to execution* 

LoTiorotta, 

Nay, lord Lorenzo, where's the pardon ? 'sfbot 
III peach elfe. 

Lorenzo. 

Peace, Lazarotto, Til get it of the king* 

Lazarotto. 

Po it quickly then, or III fpread villainy. 

*• Iwtfl ThU word is not in the quarto* r 

Lorenzo. 
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LorenzQm 
My lord, he is the moil notorious rogue 
That ever breath'd. [la bistarm 

King. 
Away with him. 

JLarenzo. 
Your highnefs may do well to bar his fpeech, 
*Tis able to infedt a virtuous ear. 

Away with him, I will not hear him (peak, 

JLazarotto, 
My lord Lorenzo is a— 

[ TJjr^f flop his mouthy and har bim hu 
Jeronimo. 
Is not this a monflrous courtier ? 

Horatio^ 
He is the court-toad, father. 

King* 
Tribute deny'd us ? ha ! 

Andrea. 
It is, my leege, and that with no mean words : 
He will redeem his honour lod with fwords. 

King. 
So daring ! ha ! fo peremptory I 
Can you remember the words he fpake ? 

Andrea. 
Word for word, my gracious fovereign, 
And thefe they were. — Thus much return to Spain ; 
Say-— That our fettled judgment bath advifed us 
What tribute is, how poor that monarch fhews 
Who for his throne a yearly penfion owes ; 
And what our predeceffors loft to Spain, 
We have frefli fpirits that can renew it again. 

King. 
Ha ! fo peremptory, daring, flout ! 

Andrea* 
Then, my Icege, 
According to your gracious dread command, 
I bad defiance with a vengeful hand. 

Sfaitu 
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Spain* 
He entertauied it ? 

Andrea* ^ 

Aye, and returned it with inanadng broirt s 
Prince Balthezar his fon 
Grew violent and wiflied the fight begun* 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Lorenxom | 

So, (b, I have fent my Have to hell ; 
Tho' he blab there, the devils will not tell; 

*» J Tucket <within. 

SpatMrn 
How now ! what means this trumpet's (bund ? 

Enter a Mejffeng^ir* 

MeJJenger. 
My Icege, the Portugals 
Are up in arms, glittering in fieeU 

Spain^ 
Where's our lord general, Lorenzo, flout Andrea, 
With whom I rank fprightly Horatio I 
What ! for (hame, (hall the Portugals 
Trample the fields before you ? 

General, 
No, my leege, there's time enough 
To let out blood enough : tribute (hall flow. 
Out of their bowels, and be tendered fo« 

Spain* 
Farewel, brave lords ; my wiihes are bequeath'd, 
A nobler rank of fpirits never breath'd. 

[Exeunt King and NMsm 

■7 ^Tucket tt>ttbin,J In ^411*1 *weU that ends well, A. 3. S. 5, One 
of the ftagc-diredions is a Tucket afar of; znd, in Henry Y. A. 4* S. &• 
the Conftable fays : 

** —-— Then let the trumpets (bund 
<' The tucket fonuance, and the note to mount*** 
« «tf Tucka is, therefore, probably a trumpet, 

Jeronimom 


A 
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Jermdmo* ^ ^^\. 

O my fveect boy, heaven flxicld thee flill from care ! 
O be as fortunate as thou art fair ! 

Horati9% 
And heaven blefs you, my father, in this fij^t* 
Uliat I may fee your gray head crownM in white ! 

\EximU 9mmi9 
Enier Andrea, and Bellimperia* 

BeUlmperia* 

Ton c^me but now, mufi you part agaia? 
Tou told me that your fpirit 
Should put on peace ; but fee war follows war* 

Andrea* 

Nay, fweet love, ceale s 
To be denyM our honour, why 'twere bafe 
To breathe and live ; and '* war in fuch a cafe 
Is even as necelTary as our blood. 
Swords are in feafon then when right's withftood t 
Deny us tribute, that fo many years 
We have in peace told out ! why it would raife 
Spleen in the hofl of angels : 'twere enough 
To make out tranquil faints of angry fluff. 

Beliinfiria. 

You have o*erwrought the chiding of my breaft ; 
And by that argument you firmly prove 
Honour to foar above the pitch of love. 
Lend me thy loving and thy warlike arm, 
On which I knit this foft and filken charm. 
Tied with an amorous knot : O may it prove 
Inchanted armour, bdng charmed by love ; 
That when it mounts up to thy warlike crefl. 
It may put by the fword, and fo be bleil. 

Andrea, . 

O what divinity proceeds from love ! 
What, happier fortune then myfelf can move! 
Hark ! the drum beckons me : fweet dear, farewel, 
This fcarf fhall be my charm 'gainfl foes and hell. 

Bellimferia, 

O let me kiis thee firft. 

** warl The firft edition reads luars^ 
Vox, UL 6 Jndrea. 
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Andream .. 
The drum again ! . -» 

SeUimperia* 
Hath that more power than I ? 

Andrea* 
Do*t quickly then : farewel. [£;5// Apdrea* 

Bellimperia. - 
Farewel : O cruel part! 
Andrea's bofom bears; away my heart. {Exit Bellimperia. 

E flier Balthezar, Alexandro, Vollupo, 2)/>« Pedro, with Soldiers^ 

drum and colours 

« 

Balthezar, 

Come, valiant fpirits ; you peers of Portugal, * 
That owe your lives, your faiths, and fervices, 
To fet you free from bafe captivity : 

let our father's fcandal ne'er be feen 

As a bafe Itlufh upon our free-born cheeks : 
Let all the tribute that proud Spain received . 
Of thofe all captive Portugales deceafed, 
« Turn into chare, and choke their infolence. 
Methinks no moiety, not one little thought 
Of them whofe fervile ads live in their graves. 
But (hould raife fpleens big as a cannon*buUet 
Within your bofoms : O tor honour. 
Your countr/s reputation, your live's freedom. 
Indeed your all that may be termed revenge, 
Now let your bloods be liberal as the fea ; 
And all thofe wounds that you receive of Spain^ 
Let theirs be equal to quit yours again. 
Speak Portugales : are you refolved as I, 
To live like captives, or as free-born die. 

Folhipo. 

Prince Balthezar, as ypu fay, fo fay we ; 
To die with honour, fcorn captivity. 

AlexandrQt 

Why, fpoke like true Portugales indeed : 

1 am aflured of your forwardnefs. 

Now, Spain, fit firm, 1*11 make thy towers ihake, 


And ! 
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And dil that gold thou had ft from Portugal, • 
Which makes thy court melt in luxurioufnefs^ 
I vow to have it treble at thy handsi 
Hark, Portugales ! I hear their Spanlih druiil : . 
March on and meet them : this muil be the day^ . .. 
That all they have received tl^cy back, muft pay. . . . , 

\^J I^ortugaks thffrch douU 

E^niet Jefonimi), Andtea^ Horatio, Lorea«o> Lord General^ 
Rogero, and Atitndants^ Hjoitb drum and coUttrs^ 

Jerofump. 

What are you braving us before we come ! 
\Ve*ll be as ihrill as you : ilrike alarum,. druiti* 

t 7be^ found a fiourijk oH hotb fides. 

• • • « 

^ ^ ^ahhi%^r^ 

Thou inch of Spain, 
*rhou man, from thy hofe downward fcarce (b rauchj 
Thou very little longer than thy beard, 
ft peak not fuch big words ; they'll throw thee dowHf 
Little Jeronimo \ words greater then thyfelf i 
It mult be^ 

jeronimui 

And thbU lotig thing of Portugal, why hot t 
Thou that art full as tall 
As an Englifh gallows, upper beam and all, 
J3ovourer of apparel, thou huge iwallower, . 
My hofe will fcarce make thee, a Handing collar } 
What ! have I almofl quited ynu ? 

Andrtd^ 

Have done^ 
Impatient mar{hal« 

Bahbezar* 
Spanifh combatants. 
What ! do you fet a little pigmy marlhal 
To quedion with a prince ? 

Andrea, 
No, prince Balthezar, 
1 have dcfircd him peace, that we might wiirl 

G 2 What t 


t<M ITHEFIRSTPAKT 

What! tsclietnbui€*iiiooeyteaderedyet? 

Baltiizar. 
Tribute? ha! ha! 
What eUtf wherefore meet our drums, 
But to tender and recdve the fumt 
Of many a bleeding heart,, which ere fun &H 
Shall pi^ dear tribut»» even their lives and all f 

Prince BakbeaMl^^ I know jrour valiant fpirit | 
I know your courage to be tried and i^ood. 
And yet, O prince, be not confirmed in blood : 
Not that I tafie of fear or cowardice, 
But of religion, piety> and love 
To many TOlbms that yet firml^r move 
Without diflurbed fpleens : O in thy heart 
Weigh the dear drops of many a purple part 
That muA be a£ted on the field's green ftage 
Before the evening dews quench the fim's i^ge* 
Let tribute be appeafed and fo flayed. 
And let not wonted fealty be '* denayed 
To our defartful kingdom : Portugales, 
Keep your forefathers* oaths ; that virtue craves ; 
Let them not lie forefwom now in their graves. 
To make their aihes perjur'd aiid uDJu(V» 
For heaven can be revenged on their duft. 
They fwore to Spain both for themfelves and you: 
And will poflerity prove their fires untrue? 
This (hould not be 'mong men of virtuous fprit ; 
Pay tribute then, and receive peace and writ. 

Bahhezar. 

O virtuous coward ! 

Herath* 

O ignoble fpirit ! 
To term him coward for his virtuous merit ! 

Aniirea. 

Coward ! nay then, relcntlcfs rib of ftecl, 
What virtue cannot, thou (halt make him feel. 




>9 dcfuyed] See Note to Toner td and Gifmunda, voL II. p. 189. 
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Proud Alezandroi Aou art mine ? 

Agreed. 

Rogeto. 
And thou, VoUapo, mine. 

Folktpih 
ni make thee bleed. 

Horatio. 
And thou, Don Pedro, mine* 

Dmi Pedro. 
I care not whofe ; or thine, or thine, or all at once* 

Baliiexar, 

I bind thee, Don Andrea, by thy honour. 
Thy valiancy, and all that thou hold'ft great. 
To meet me fingle in the battle's heat ; 
Where 111 fet down, in chara&ers on thy fleib. 
Four precious Unes, fpoke by our fathers' mouth, 
When firft thou cam*u embaflador : thefe they are : 
rris faid we ihall not anfwer at next birth 
Our fathers' faults in heaven, why then on earth ? 
Which proves and fliews. 
That what they loft by bafe captivity 
We may redeem with wonted valiancy : 
And to thiscrimfon end our colours fpread : 
Our counties are new born,. our valours bread: 
Therefore Andrea, as thou tendoreft fame» 
Wars, reputatiooy and a fisldiex's name, 
Meet mc. 

. IwiU. 

Sdltbexar. 
Single me out* 


I (hall. 

Do you the like; 

And you all, and we. 


G3 
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Andnm. 
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Can we be foe?, and all fb wclT agreed ? • 

Balthezar, 
Why, man, in war there's bleeding arairy; 
And he this day gives me the decpcft wovind, 
ril call him brother, 

Andrea* 
Then, prince, call me fo ; 
To gain that name, I'll give "ftie deepeft blow. 

yeronimo. 
Nay, then, if brotherhood by flrokcs come due, 
I hope, boy, thou wilt gain a brother too, 

Horatio. 
Father, doubt it pou 

Andrea, 
Lord General, 
Breathe, like your name, a general defianco 
'Gainll Portugal, 

General. 
Defiance to the Portugales. 

Balthezar. 
The like 
Breathe our Lord General againd the Spaniardst 

General. 
Defiance to tl^e Spaniards. 

Andrea. 
Now ceafe words, 
I long to hear the mufick of dafhed fwords. • 

Bahbe^r. 
Why, thou (halt hear'it prefently. 


'Aridrca.' 
Quickly then. 

Sahhe^sar. 
Why now ? 

• General. • 

flay, my lords. 

This will but breed a mutiny in the camp* 

Balibexar^ • 

1 am all fire, Andrea* 


[They offer U figh$^ 


Jtnirem% 
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Andrea. 
Art thou ? |;ood : 
Why then I'll quench thee, prince, with thine own blood, 

BdltheTUir, 


^93 


Adieu* 

Adieu. 

Let's meet. 

'Tis meet we did. 

Alexandro. 

Lorenzo. 

VoUupo, 

Rogero. 

Don Pedro. 

Horatio. 


Andrea, 
Bdltbexar^ 

Andrea. 

Lorenzo. 
Alexandro. 

Ri^erpm 

FoUttpo. 

Horatio. 
Don Pedro. 


[Exeunt Portugales. 


•' Jeronimo. 
Aye, aye, Don Pedro, my boy (hall iheet thee. 
Come valiant fpirits of Spain ; 
Valiant Andrea, fortunate Lorenzo ; 
Worthy Rogero, fprightly Horatio : 

let me dwell a little on that name ! 
Be all as fortunate as heaven's bleA hoil, 
.But, blame me not, Fd have Horatio mofl ; 

Ride all conquerors when the fight is done, 
Etpecially ride thee home fo, my fon. 
So now icifs and embrace : comCi come, 

1 am war's tutor : — ftrike alarum, drum. [Exeunt omnes. 

[After a long alarum^ the Portuo;ales Ar;?^ Spaniards meet. 
The Portugales are fut to the nmrjl. 

Enter , Jeronimo Jblus. 

yeronimo. 
O valiant boy ! (truck with a giant's arm ; 

G 4 His 
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His fword fo falls upon the PortugalcSy 

As if he would (lice them out like oranges. 

And fqueefe their bloods out : O abunmnt joy ! 

Never had fether a more happier boy. [Exit Jerommo* 

Emtir BBlthezar, OM^a Soldier. 

Bakbezar^ 
Gin you not find Don Jndna forth ? 
O for a voice ihriller than all the trumpets 
To prince Andrea's ears through the hot army ! 
Go fearch again : bring him, or ne'er return. [Exit Soldier , 
Valiant Andrea, by thy worthy blood. 
Thy honoured faith which thou pawn'fl to mine; 
By all that thou hold'ft dear upon this earth, 
Sweat now to find me in the height of blood: 
Now death doth heap his goods up all at once, 
And crams his {lore-hou(e to the top with blood, 
Might I now and Andrea, in one light, 
MaSe upthy wardroope richer by a knight ! 


Ha! VoUupo! 
No ; but a better. 
Pox on*t. 


Enter Rogero« 
Rogerc* 

Bakbestmr. 

Isjigero. 

BdtbeTunr* 


Pies on% 
What luck is this ; but, fir, you part not (b» 
Whatever you be, 1*11 have a bout with you# 

Ri^erQ. 
Content : this is joy mixed with ipighty 
To mifs a lord, and mcei a prince in fight. 

liakbexarm 
Come, meet me, fir. 

jsjogtro* 
Juil half way ; 111 meet it with my iword. 

\^btj^jigbt. Bakhezar laas in Rogeto. 

Enur 
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Enter Andrea voitb a Qfiaim^ 

Aitdrea* 
Where might I find this vabrous Bahhe9»ir» 
This fierce, couragious prince ; a noble worthj^^ 
-Made of the ribs of. Mars and fortitude ? 
He promiled to meet fair, and finale me 
Out o'the mifiy battle: did you feaidi 
The left wing for him ? fpealu 

Captaim 
We did, my lord. 

Andream 
And could he not be finmd ? 

Cafudfu 
Not in that wing, my lord. 

Andrea. 
Why, this would vex the refolution 
Of a fufiering fpleen.— Prince Balthesar! 
Portugal's valiant heir! 
The glory of our foe, the heart of courage. 
The very foul of true nobility, 
I call thee by thy right n«me; aafwer me. 
Go, Captain, pafs the left wing fquadron ; \a/t^ 
Mingle yourfelf again amidft the army ; 
Pray fweat to find him out. [JFiri/ Captain* 

This place FIl keep: 

Kow wounds are wide, and blood is very deep* 
Tis now about the heavy dread of battle. 
Soldiers drop down as thick as if death moitred tliete 
As fith men trim the long-hatrd ruffian fields. 
So hSi they &11, fo fafi to &te life yields. 

Enter Bilthezar. 

Balibezar^ 

I have fweat much, and caonot find him— Andrea ! 

Andrea. 

Prince Balthesear : o lucky minute 1 

Sabtfexar. 


I" ■■ ■ ""^f^^^^^i"^ 
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Balthezarm 

Iong-wi(bed«fbr hour! 
Are you remember'd, Don, 

Of a daring melTage, and d proud attempt 
You braved me, Don, wirhin my father's court ? 

Andrea^ 

1 think I did. 

Balthezar. 
This fword^ihall la(k you for ir. 

Andrea* 
Alas! 
War knows I am toQ proud a fcholar grown 
Now to be lafhed with fleel .* had I not known 
My flrength and courage, it had been eafy then 
To have me born upon the backs of men : 
But now I am forry, prince, you come too late, 
That wear proud fleel ; yfaith that (hould do thar« 

BaUbtTutr. 
I can hold no longer: 
Come, lets fee which of our flrengths is ftrongcr. 

Andrea. 
^ine for a wager, 

BalthezoTn 
Thine ! what wager ? fay. 

Andren* 
I hpld three wounds to one. 

BaltheTiar, 
Content a Igy : but you (hall keep flakes then, 

Andrea* 
Nay,'^I*ll trufl you. 
For youVe a prince, I know you'U pay your dufi# 

BalthezoTm 
1*11 pay you foundly. 

Andfta^ 
Prince, you might have paid 
Tribute as well, then battles had been fl^id, 
••' ' Balthczar* 

Here's tribute for you. 

Andree(g 
ni receive it of you, 


And 
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fiuoA give you acquittaQce with a wound or two. 

[ 7^ ^^^ Bglthezar hath Amkea dtnau 

Emer Jeronimo andlLormo. Horatio heats avM^f Baldtczar* 

AftJrea, 

Thou art a wondrous friend, a happy fpirlt : 
I owe th^^e now my life. Couldft thou inherit 
Within my bofom, all I have is thine, 
JFor by this a& I hold thy arm divine. 

Horatio. 
Are you not Wounded ? let me fearch and fee, 

Andrea. 
No. my dear felf, for 1 was bleft by thee. 
Elfe his unpitying fword had cleft my heart. 
Had not Horatio play*d fome angel's part. 
Come, happy mortal, let me rank by thee. 
Then am I fure no ilar will threaten me« 

Horatio. 
Let's to the battle once more : we may meet 
This haughty prince, and wound him at our feet. 

. [Exeimt Mtaef^ 

Enier Rogero tf^// Akxandro in their Jhirtiy with ^FoBmxiu 

Rogero. 

Art thou true valiant ? haft thou no coat of proof 
Girt to thy loins ? art thou true loyal } 

AUxandro. 
Why look J 
.Witnefs the naked truth upon my breaftf 
Come, lets meet, lets meet, 
An4 break our haughty fculs down to our feet. 

\Xhey fight. Alexandre heats in Rogero* 

» 

^ Polhupcs.^ f9^c& hpaded by axes. Canhts Jecur} munltui. Sklnoar. 

En$er 
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Enter Lotenzo and Don t^o at <me doer, and PHetaXi&fo and 
Rogero at another dooT. Lorenzo hUs Don Pedro, and 
Aloandro kills Rogero* Enter at one door Andbrea, at 
amotber door Baltkosar. 

j(ndren» 

O me ! ill ftead ! valiant Kogero fiain ! 

Baitoezar. 

mv (ad fiitcB ! Don Pedro weltering in his gore ! 
O coula I meet Andrea now my blood's a dpto^ 
This band and (Word ihould melt him: 

Yj^iajit Don Pedro ! 

Andrea. 
.Worthy Rogero, fure 'cwas multitudes 
That made thee ftoq> to death : one Portugal 
Coidd ne'er overwhelm thee in fuch crimibn (IreanMy 
And no mean blood fliail quit it. Bakhezar, 
PHocc Balthezar. 

BaltheTUtr. 
Aadiea, we meet In blood now. 

Jindrtam 
Aye, in valiant blood of Don Rogero*s (bedding, 
And each drop is worth a thoufand Portugales. 

Balthezar. 
nitep thy head, fer that ambidous word* 

jlndrea. 
Ton cannot, prince : fee a revengfui fword 
Waves <iSer my iiead* 

Saltheaar. 
Another over mine, 
Let them both meet, in crimfbn tinftures ihtne: 

[Ti^^fyrhti and Aoixtat hathBMiezear dewftm 

Enter Portngaks, and relieve Balthezar, andhll Andrea. 

Andrea. 

1 am (lain ! help me, Horatio ! 
My foes are bafe, and (lay me cowardly. 
Farewel dear, dearefl Beuimperia ! 

Tet herein joy is mingled with fad breath : 

I keep 


\ 
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I keep ber &vour longer thm mj breath. THe As. 

vatmting en him. 

En$tr JetODimoi Horatio, mnd LoriGtnerak 

My other fod, my bofbm, my hearth fiittid,' 
O, my Andrea flain ; I ha?e the prioe of him 
In princely bloocL 

Prince Baltheaar, my fwoid ftall fhike true (hainr^ 
And fetch Andrea's ranfom forth thy yeins* 
Lord Generali drive them hence, wiiile I makewir. 

Bdibamr. 

Hath war made thee fo impudent and young ? 
My fwoid fliall ^ve corredion to thy tongue; 

CorreA thy rafcals, prince ; thou corTV<% him !• 
Lug with him boy : honoon in blood beft fwim. 

Bmtbnsbif* 
So young atnd taflmttioirs thif arm ne'er met^ 
So firong a cpurage in fo green a fer. 

HoraUom 

If thou be'ft valiant, ceaie thefe idle words, 

'And kt revenge hang on our glittenng~fwords, I 

With tbi9 proud prince the haughty &ithezar« ' 

[Horatio j^i Pr/mvBaithesarrfJSmw; /Am 
tmtr Lorenzo and fiizm bis wm^. 
Ihratio. 
Hand off, Lorenzo ; touch not my priibner* 

He*s my prifoner^ 
I feiz'd hi» weapons iirft. » . - i 

Horatio* 

O bafe renown ! 'tis eafy to feize thofef, | 

Were forc'd laid down. ! 

My lance £rft threw him firom his war^ke fteed. ■■ 

yeromme 
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Tby IflncCy Lorenzo ! novir by my be^d you lyc« 

Horatio. 

^ ft 

Well, my-lord. 
To you a while I tender my whole prifoherA 

JLorenTSOm 
Horatio, 

You tender me part of mine own, you know^ 

Horatio. - } 

Well, peace ; with my blood difpcnfe. 
Until my liege (hall end the difference^ . * 

Jeronimo. 
Lorenzo, thou dofl boafl of bafe renown ^ 
Why I could whip all thefe^ were their hofe down< 

Horatio, 
Speak, prince, to whether doft thbu yield?. 

Balthezar. 
The vanquiihM yields to both, to you firfti . 

HorattOk 
O abje£i prince I what, dod thou yield to two i 

ynonimo^ 
Content thee, boy ; thou (halt fuilain no wrong. 
Ill to the king before, and let him know . 
The fum of victory, and his overthrow, \Exit Jeronimo« 

Lorenzo. 
Andrea fl^n I thanks to the flars above. 
FB choofe my fifler out her fecond love. 

{Exeunt Lorenzo tfff^Balthezar* 
Horatio. 
G>me, noble rib of honour, valiant carcafs, 
I loved thee fo entirely when thou breatheft, 
That I could die wert but to bleed with thee, 
And wifh me wounds, even for fociety. , 

Heaven and this arm once faved thee from thy foe» 
When his all-wrathful fword did bafely point 
At the rich circle of thy labouring heart. 
Thou groveling under indignation 
Of fword and ruth : O then dept heaven and I 
Between the flroke, but now alack muft die. 
Since fo the powers above have writ it down, 
In marble leaves, that death is mortal crown ; 

Come 



^ 


•0;F J E R O N.I M O. • nt 

Come then, my friend, in purple I will bear 
Thee to my private tent,- and then prepai:e - 
For honoured funeral for thy melting corfe. 

[He takes his Jcatfand ties it about bis anttm 
This fcarf 1*11 wear in memory. of our fouls ■ - 

And of our mutual loves; here, here, I'll wind it; 
And full as often as I think on thee ' - j - i 

ril kifs this little eniign, this &)ft banner, 
Smear'd with foes' blood, all for the mafter's honour. 
Alas! I pity Bellimperia's eyes, • ;. : ' 

Jull at this inilanty her heart finkaand dies. - » 

[Blxit Horatio carrying Andreas bis iacH 

9 • 

jEa/^r Jeromroo filus» ' : ' 

Jcronimo, 

My boy adds treble comfort to my age ; * 

His Ihare is greatefl in the vidory. 
The Portugales are (lain, and put to flight 
By Spaniards force,. moft by Horatio's might. 
I'll to the Spanifh tents to fee my Ton, s 

Give him my blefling, and then all is done. 

lE^ier mv? dragging ofenpgns ; then the funeral of Andrea .• titxt 
Horatio and Lorenzo leading Prince Balthezar captive : them 
the Lord General^ with others^ mourning : a great cry within f 
Ch^rony a ioatf a hoot: then enter Charon and the gHoft (f 
Andrea* 

Horatiom 
O, my lords. 
See Don Andrea's ghoft falutes me, fee embraces me ! 

Lorenzo* 
It 16 your love that fliapes this apparition *^ 

Horatio, 
Do you not fee him plainly, loids ? 
Now he would kifs my check :— O, my pale friend. -^ 

Wert thou any thing but a ghofl, I could love thee. ♦ 

See, he points at his own hearfe ; mark all, 
As if he did rejoice at funeral. . 

*' apj^aritlofi] The quarto reads af>J>rebenfm, 

Andrea. 
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AnAta* 
Revengei ^Temy tmi|^ fieedom to punt her part^ 
To thank Huratio, and commeiid kit heart. 

Ncs yoa*!! blab feaictt then ? 

Bjr Charon's boat, I wiU not. 

Naf, youihall*aot( therelipie paiii; • 
Secrets in bell are lockM with doors of braft: 
Ufe a^on if you will, bttt not in voice, 
Tour frieiid conodyes in figns how yon r^oioe* 

See, iee, he points.to have *' us^o forward on ; 
ipi^thee reft; it (hall be done, fweetDon: 
Of now he's vaniih'd. 

[Somid irumfets^ mid afeal rf ordinance 
Andruu 
I am a happyfi;hoft ; 
Iteveng^ my paluge now cannot be croft : 
C(MDe» Qiaron ; come, hdPs iculler, waft mt o*er 
Your fiible ftreams which look like mouhen pitch. 
My funeral rites are madci my hearfe hung nch. 

\KxtmU Ghofbtfa^Revenge : a gruu noije vjiibuu 

WitbiHn 

Charon; a boat) Charon f Charon! 

Cbarottm 

Who calls fo loud oo Charon ? 
Indeed ^is fuch a time, the truth to telly 
I never want a fare, to paft to hell. \Exeunt wmet. 


^aJiomr\Jh. EnUr^ marchings Horatio aud Lorenzo leading 
Balthezar, Lard General^ PhiUippo, and Caffimero 
vMfilkwirsM 

Horatio* 

Thefe honoured rites and worthv duties fpent 
l^pon the funeral of Andrea's duit ; 
Tnoie once his valiant aihes, march we now 
Homeward with viAory to crown Spain's brow. 

^ KiJ The quarto reads hh . 

General* 
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Generals 
The day is ours, and joy yields happy treafure : 
Set on to SpaiD^ in moft triumphant meafure. \ExiHnt 9mn€s» 

Enter Jeronimo y^&j. 

Jeronima^ 
Poregod I 1 have juft mift them : ha ! 
Soft, Jeronimo : thou haft more friends 
To take thy leave of: look well about thee; 
£nibrace them, and take friendly learve. 
My arm* are of the (horteil ; 
Xret your loves piece tliem out^ 
You re welcome aU^ as I am a gentleman t 
For my fon's fake, grant me a man at leaft, . 
At leaft I am : fo good-night, ^^ kind gentles, Y 
For I h©pe there's never a Je^x) among you all ; j 
And fo I leave you* ^ 


[ExiU 


22 


kind gentleS) 


Por I b^pe there s never a Jew atkongybu «//;] A Pity upon words 
-was the failing of almoft every writer or the times. The quibble here 
wpon genHes and J^ew is alfo iii Shakfpeare's Merchant of Venice, A. 2. S^y. 
See the Notes on that paiTage by Dr. Johnfon, Mr. Steevens, and Dr. 
Farmer> vol.111, edit. 1 778) p. 173. To the inftances th^re quoted, 
may be added the following from Eufhues, 1581, p. 65 : ** Confider 
** with thy ielfe that thou art a gentleman, yea and a Genti/e, and if thou 
^' aegle^ thy calliog; thou art worfe than a Jca/e** 
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THE Fir ft Part of Jcronimo. With the Warres of Por- 
tugal! and the Life and Death of Don Andrsea. Printed at 
London for Thomas Pavyer, and are to be folde at his fliop) at 
the entrance into the Exchange. 1605* 4to» 
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THIS Plaj was the obje^ of ridicule to almofi «vety 
writer oft he times. Phillips and Winflanly afcribe it, 
but erroneoufly, to Thomas Smith. We learn from Heywood, 
that it was the production of Thomas KyS ; to whom^ there- 
fore, all the abfurdides contained in it are to be charged. 
The former edition was printed from a very incorredt copy. 
It is here eiven from that publi(hed by Mr. Hawkins, who 
appears to have accurately collated allthe federal editions ; and 
the variations in each are put at the bottom of the page. We 
find, from Dekkar's Satlromalirtx^ that Ben Joufon originally 
performed the part of Jeronimo. 
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v.^ 
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HIERONiMO Is mad again. 


\N 


ACT. 


L 


Enter the Ghejt of Andres^, and with him Revenge. 

Ghqft. 

WHEN this eternal fubflance of my foul 
Did live imprifon'd in my * wanton fleihf 
Each in their fun^on ferving othei^s need, ^ 

I waiiljcourtier in the Spamrti court: 
My name was don Andrea ; my defcent^ 
Tho' not ignoble, yet inferior nir 
To gracious fortunes of my tender youth : 
* For there, in prime and pride of all my years, 
By duteous fervice, and deferving love» 
In fecret I poiTeft a worthy dame. 
Which hight fweet Belimperia by name. 
But, in the harveft of my ' fummcr joy^, 
Death's winter nipt the bloifoms of my blifi. 
Forcing divorce betwixt my love and me : 

■ wonted, 1618. 43. 33. ' • There in the pride anJ prime,- 1 ^18. 
23. 33. 3 fumm«r's; 1623. 33. 
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For in the late conflict with Portingale, 
My valour drew me into danger^s mouth, 
Till life to death made paflage^hro' my wounds. 
When I was flain, my loul defcended firait 
To pafs the flowing flream of Acfaeron ; 
But churlifli Cba£an, only boatman th^e, 
Said, that, i»y rites of btsrial not perlbrmM, 
I might not lit among his paiTengers. 
.Ere Sol had flept three nights in Thetis' lap, 
And ^ ilak'd his fmoaking chariot: ^n her flood, 
By don Horatio, our knight marfhal's foD| 
My funerals and obfequies were done. 
Then was the ferryman of hell content 
Tp pafs me over to the (limy flrand, 
That leads to fell Avernus' ugly waves ; 
There, pleafing Cerberus with honied fpeech, 
I pafs'd the perils of the foremod porch. 
Nor far from hence, amidf): ten thoufand fouls, 
Sat Minos, ^acus, and Rhadamant ; 
To whom no fooner 'gan I make approach. 
To crave a palfport for my wandering gboft, 
But Minos, in graven leaves of lottery, 
Drew forth the manner of my life and death. 
This knight (quoth he) both liyM and died in low; 
And, for his love, try'd fortune of the wars. 
And by war's fortune loft both love and life. 
Why then, faid iEacus, convey him hence, 
To walk with lovers in our fielas of love^ ' 
And fpend the courfe of everl^fting time 
Under green myrtle-trees, and cj^prefs-fliades. 
No, no, faid Rhadamant, it were not well,' 
With loving fouls to place a martialift : 
He died in war, and mull to martial fields, 
Where wounded He^orJives in lafling pain^ 
And Achilles* myrmidons dp fcour the plain. 
Then Minos, mildeft 5 cenfor of the three, 
Made this device, to end the difference : 

Send him, quoth he, to our infernal king, I 

To doom him as beft fecms his ftiajelly. ' i 

* fiackt, 1618. * 5 ceufurer, i6i8. ^3. 33. 
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To this efFe6t my paflport ^rait was drawn. 

In keeping on my way to Pluto's court, 

Thro* dreadful (hades of ever ^ glooming nighty 

I faW more fights than thoufand tongues can teU| 

Or pens can write, or mortaj hearts can think. 

T hrefe lyayather ^jyere ; that on the right hand fide 

Warready way unto the YorefaindLfifikbi / \^^l,^-'.. j -^ 

Where lovers live, and bloody marrialii^s ; i 

But either fort contain'd within his bounds. 

The JcILhaiuLpath, declining fearfully. 

Was a ready * downfal to the^dcegcft, heM ; '^^ 

Where bloody furies fhaketKeirwhips of fiecl,) 

And^'poor Ixion turns an endlcls wheel ; I 

Where ufurers are choak'd with mching gold, j ' 

And wantons are cmbrac'd vvith ugly fnakcs ; ;. 

And murderers ^grone with ever-kiliing wound^^ 

And perjur'd wigiiits, fcalded in boiling lead, \ 

And all foul fins with torments overwhelmed. / 

•Twixt thefe two ways I trod the middle path, / 

Which brought me to the fair Elyfian green ;3* >) 

In midft whereof there fiands a Qaicly to wcr^ , 

The walls of brafs, the gates of adamant ? . / 

Here finding PlutOLwitb,.tu5ji^rQfer|nne, / 

I fliew'd my paflport, humbled on my knee ; ( 

Whereat fair Pmfgyine began to '° fmlle, 

*' And begg'd that only jhe might give my doom. 

PlutfiLSras pleas'd, and feal'd it with a kifs. 

Forthwith) Reveuge, flie *^ rounded thee ia th'e^. 


t ■," 


- I 


!- /- 


^ fhapes of ever bkomlng night, i6iS. fiiades of ever bloomli^ 

night, 1623. 33. 

7 field, 1618. 22. 33. • fall down, 161S. 22. 33. 

9 murderers greevc, 1618. murderers green, 1623. 33. 

»® — fmile. " I beggM, 161S. 23. 33. 

** — rounded thee in th*' eary'] i. e. whifpcred. So, in Oafcotgae*s Fable 
«/" Ferdinando yeronimi, p. 202 : " After his due reverence, he layd his 
** hande on her temples, and priviUe rounding her in her earey defired her to 
<* coromaundc, &c-" 

Eupbueiy p. 21 : *' '' — Ferandb entered, whome they all dutifully wel- 
<* corned home, who rounding Pbi/autus in the care, delired him to accom- 
** panic him immediatelye." 

Sec alfo Mr. Stcevcns's Note on King John, A. 2. S. 2. 

And 
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And bade thee lead me thro* the '^ gates of horn, 

Where dreams have palfage in the filent night. 

No fooner had ihc fpoke, but we were here, 

^^ I wot not how, in twinkling of an eye. 

Revenge, 
Then know, Andrea,- that thou art arrivM 

Where thou (halt fee the author of thy death, 

Don Balthazar, the prince of Portingale, 

Deprived of life by Belimperia. 
J Here fit we down to fee the JT}yflery, \ ^ 

' And fcrve for Chorus in this trajjciJy. 

Enter Spani(h King, General, Cafiile, and Hieronimo. 

Now fay, lord General, how Tares our camp ? 

Generah 

All well, my (bvcrcign liege, except fomc few 
That are deceasM by fortune of the war. 

King, 
But what *' portends thy cheerful countenance. 
And poiling to our prefence thus in hade ? 
Speak, man ; hath fortune given us vidtory ? 

General, 
Vi6lory, my liege, and that with little lofs. 

Our Portingals will pay us tribute, then ? 

General, ^; 

Tribute, and wonted homage therewithal. 

Kin^, 
Then blell be heaven* and guider of the heavens, 
From whofe fair influence fuch juftice flows ! 

CaftiU. 
O tnultum dilcHe Deo^ tibl miUtat ather^ 
Et conjwata curvato poplite gentes 
Succumbant : recti Joror eft viBoria juris^ 

*' -^ gates of hornfl of Hor, fecond edition of Horror, 1618.23. 33. 
For — the Gates of born. See Virgil, b. VI. Sunt gemime Jomnl por tee. 

Note on Hawkins's Edition, 
>4 I nuot not hoiv'] See Note to Gammer Carton i Needle^ vol, II. p. 61. 
'5 pretends, 1618. 23. 33. 

King^ 
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King. 
Thanks to my loving brother of Caftile,— 
But, General, unfold in brief difcourfe • 
Your form of battle, and your war's fuccefs ; 
That adding all the jpleafure of thy news 
Unto the height of • former happinefs, 
With deeper wage, and greater dignity, 
We *• may reward thy blifsful chivalry. 

General, 
Where Spain and Portingale do jointly knit 
Their frontiers, leaning on each other's *^ bound. 

There met our armies in their proud array ; 

JBoth furniih'd well, both full of hope and fear. 

Both menacing alike, with daring (hows, , 

Both vaunting fundry colours of device. 

Both cheerly founding trumpets, drums, and fifes. 

Both railing dreadiul clamours to the "* iky. 

That vallies, hills, and rivers, made rebound. 

And heaven itfelf was frighted with the found. 

Our battles both were pitch'd in fquadron-forra. 

Each corner ftrongly fencM with wings of (hot; 

But ere we join'd, and came to pufh oT pike, 

I brought a fquadron of our readieil ihot. 

From out our rearward, to begin the fight: 

They brought another wing t* encounter us : 

Mean while our ordnance playM on either fide. 

And captains flrove to have their ** valours try'd. 

Don Pedro, their chief horfcmcn*s colonel, 

Pid, with his ^ cornet, bravely make attempt 

To break the order of our battle ranks : , 

But don Rogero, worthy man of war, 

March'd forth ag^inft him with our muiketeers. 

And ftopt the majice of his fell approach. 

While they nuiintain hot Ikirmifti to and fro, 

V Both battles join, and fall to handy-blows : 

Their 

«* will, 1633. F7 bounds, 1623. 1633. *• (kits, 1633. 

■9 ralour, 1618. 23. 33. *° cojonct, 1618. 22/33. 

*■ Both arvttes joiftf and fall to handy-blows :] This Play, though not 
vientioaed in the Key to fbt Rtbearfal, feems to have been one of thofe 

ridiculed 
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Their violent (hot refembline th* ocean's rage. 
When roaring loud, a»d mm a fuelling tide. 
It beats upon the rampires of huge rodcs, , 
And gapes to fwallow neighbour- botinding lands. 
Now ** while Bellona rageth here and there. 
Thick {lot ms of bullets ran like winter's hail, 
And {hiver*d launces *3 dark the troubled air. 

Tede pes^ et cvfpiele cuff is ^ 

Arma fonant or mis y *vir petiiurque virdi 

On every fide *♦ drop captains to the ground, 

*5 And loldiers fome ill niaim*d, forae flain out*right : 

Here falls a body, fundcr'd fr(»n his head. 

There legs and arms lie bleeding on the s;ra(s, 

Mingled with weapons, and ^* unbowel'd ftceds. 

That fcattering overfpread the ]>urple plain. 

In all this turmoil three long hours an4 noorc^ 

The vi6tory to neither part inclined; .^ 

Till don Andrea, with his brave laonciers. 

In *' their main hattle'made fo great a breach, ^ i 

That, half difmay'd^ the multitude rctirM : ' f i 

But Balthazar, the Poningale*s young prince. 

Brought refcue, and encourag'd them to ftay. ^ 

Here- hence the light was eagerly renew'd, i 

And in that coufii6t was Andrea {lain ; ■ 

Brave man at arms, but weak to Balthazar : ^ 

Yet while the prince, infulting over him, 

Breath'd out proud vaams, founding to our reproach. 

Friendship and hardy valour joinM in one, 

*^ Prick'd forth Horatio^ our knightrmarihars foil. 

To challenge forth that prince to fingle fight : • 

Not long between thefe twain the fight endured. 

But llrait the prince was beaten from his horfe, 

ridlctilecl by the Duke of Buckingham In that witty performance. See I 

A. 5 : 

<* The army, wrangling for the gold you gave, i 

'* Firll fell to words, and then to handy-hlows*** 
** when, 1618.23. 33. *3 dark'd, 1618. 23. 3^. 

*4 dropt, 1618. 23. ^3. *S And foldicrs lie maim'd, r6i8. 313. .33. 

'' ** unbowed, 161^.23. 33. *7 his, 1618. ** pickr, 1618. 

And 
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And forc'd to yield him pitibner to hi» ibe» 
When he was taken, aU the reA they Hed, 
And our carbines purfiied them to the d^tfa ; 
Till) Pheebus waving to ^ weftem deq»» 
Our trumpeters were charg'd to found retreat. 

Xing. 
Thanks, good lord General, for thefe good news; 
And for fome argument of more to come. 
Take this, and wear it for thy foTereiga'&fake. 

[Gives him a Aalju 
But tell me now, hafl thou confirmM a peace ? 

GintraL 

No peace, my liege, but peace conditional. 
That if, with homage, tribute be *• well paid, 
The fury of '® your forces will be ftaid ; 
And to ^^ this peace their yiceroy hath fub^ib'd, 

{<?w« the ^ng ^fapeu 
i And made a folemn vow, that during life 

'* His tribute (hall be truly paid to Spain. 

King. 
Thefe words, thefe deeds, become thy pcrlbn well— 
But now, knight-marlhal, froUck. with ^^ thy king. 
For *tis thy fon that wins ** this banle*s prize. 

Hietimimo. 
Long may he live to ierve my fovereign Hege, 
And foon decay, unlcft he ferve my liege. 

Nor thou, nor he, (hall die without reward. 

[A ^Ukdet afar of. 
What means this warning of the trumpet's found ? 

Generah 
This tells me, that your grace's men of war, 
Such as war's fortune hath referv'd from death, 
Come marching on towards your royal feat. 
To (hew themfeWes be&re your majefty ; 

*• tribute may, be paid, i6i8. 23. 33. 30 ^^^y r6i8. 23. 33. 

»* that,'T6rt. 23. 32. »* This, 1618. 2;?. 33. 33 the, 1618. 

»3» 33. 34 that, 1618. 23. ' 35 trumpet, 16 18. 23. 33. 

^ twchfj^ Sir i^te to the Firlt Part of J^ronlrnQf p. 96. 
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For (b I gave ^^ in charge at my depart ; 
Whereby, by demonilranon, Ihal! appear 
That all, except three hundred, or few more. 
Are fa& return*d, and by their foes enrich'd* 

9Zf anny atiers ^''. Balthazar, hetween Lorenzo and Horatio^ 

King* 
A i^fbme fight, I long to fee them here^ 

. [Tbejf enier^ and fqft hy^ m 

Was diat the warlike prince of Portingale, I 

That by our nephew was in triumph led ? ' 

General* 
It was, my liege, the prince of Portingale. 

King, 
But what was he,' that on the other fide 
Held him by th' arm, as partner of the prize ? 

HieroHim(>* * 

That was my ion (my gracious fovereign) j 
Of whom, tho from his tender infancy 
My loving thoughts did never hope but welU 
He never pleasM his father's eyes till n6w. 

Nor fiU'd my heart with over-cloying joys* | 

King, 
Go, let them march once more about thefe walls. 
That, flaying them, we may confer and talk 
With our brave priibner and his double guard.-— 
Hieronimo, it greatly pleafeth us . 
That in our vidory thou have a (hare. 
By vinue of thy worthy fon's exploit. , 

Enter again. 

Bring hither the youftg prince of Portingale—* 
The reft march on j but, ere they be difmifs'd^ 
We will beftow on every foldier two ducats. 
And on every leader ten, that they may know 
Our largeiit welcomes ihexn— - 

[Exeunt all hut Bal. Lor. auditor. 

H g^ive than ckarge, i6xS< ^^% 33. 37 meeUy 1618. 13. S3' 
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Welcome, doa Balthazar, welcome, nephew ;«-« 
And thou, Horatio, thou art welcome too.-— 
Young prince* altho' thy father's hard mlfiiecds, 
In keeping back the tribute that he owes, - 
Deferve but evil meafure at our hands. 
Yet (halt thou know that Spain is honourable. 

BaltifaTUir, 
The treipafs that my father made in peace 
Is now controlM by fortune of the wars ; 
And cards once dealt, it boots not a(k why fo : 
His men are flain, a weakening to *^ his realm ; 
His colours feiz'd, a blot upon his name ; 
His fon diilreft, a cor'five to his heart : 
Thefe puniftments may clear his latq offence. 

Xing. 

Aye, Balthazar, if he 3» obferve this tnice, 
Our peace will grow the ftronger for thefe wars : 
Mean while live thou, ^^ though not in liberty. 
Yet *' free from bearing any fervile yoke; 
For, in our hearing, thy delerts were great. 
And in our fight thyfelf art gracious. / 

Bakbazar. 
And I ihall fludy to deferre this grace. 

, King. 
But tell me (for their holding makes me doubt) 
To which of thefe twain art thou prifoner ? 

JLerenzOm 
To me, my ^*licge. 

Horatio. 
*Tq me, my fovereign. 

Lorenzo. 
This hand firfl; took ^ his courfer by the reins. 

Horatio. 
Bat firfl my launce did put him from his horfe. 

lioremto. 
I ieiz'd his weapon, and enjoy'd it iiril. 

Horatio^ 
But firft I forcM him lay his weapons down. 

3» the, 1618. 23. 33. 59 obferves, 1618. 23. 33. 4* iitHottgli, 

i6i8. 4« frcc«nitt€d, z(i8. ** lord, x6x8. aj. 3 j. *' the, 16x8. 

»3- 33- 

Kfng. 


» ■■ ^^7*' '««" 


»2« THE SPANISH TRAGKBY: 


Let go his arm, trpoft our pviviflege.-^ [Thiy la iiaagtm 

^ Say, worthy prmce, to w<becker didfl thou peld? 

To him in courtefy, to this perforce ; 
He fpake me fair, thk other gave me ilrokes ; 
He promisM life, this other threaten'd death ; 
He won my love, this other conquer'df me; 
And, truth to fay, I yield mylelf to both« 

But that I know your grace for juft and wife. 
And might feem partial in this difterence, 
InforcM by nature, and bv law of arms, 
My tongue fliould plead K>r young Horatio's right : 
^^ He hunted well, that was a lion's death ; 
Not he that in a garment wore his ikin : 
So hares may pull dead lions by the beard. 

Content thee, mariha^ thou ihak have bo wrong ;. 
And, for thy fake, »by fon ihafl waot no right* - 
Will both abide the, cenfure of my doom ? 

I crave no better than your grace awaFds. 

Nor I, altho' 1 fit bdide my right. 

Then, by my judgment, thus your ftrife (hall end : 
You both defervc, and both (hall have reward.-— 
Nephew, thou took'li his weapons and his horfe ; 
His weapons and his horfe are thy reward*-^ 
Horatio, thou didft force him itrft to yield ^ 
His ranfom therefore is thy valour!s fee ; 
Appoint the fum as you (hall both agree.—- 
But, nephew, thou (halt have the prince in guards 
For thine edate bed fitterh fuch a gued. 
Horatio!s houfe were fmall fer all his train : 

44 So, l6l8. 2J. 83. 
.- 4S Hchmted'tvtUy &c.] So, in Shakfppare's Kin^Jobn^ A» !> S. 1: 
. " Y©* arc the haie of whom the proverb gp«s, 
" Whoic valour plucks dead lions by theb^ard^^ 

Yet 
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Yet in regard thy fubflance pailb^ his, 
And that juft ^ guerdon may befall deiefe. 
To him we yidd the armour of the prince.-^ 
How likes don Balthazar of this device ? 

Bakhazar^ 

Right well, my liege, if thia proTi^ wme» 
That don Horatio bear us company. 
Whom I admire and love for chiFaliy. 

King. 

Horatio, leave him not that loves thee fb.— - 
Now let us hence to fee our foldiers paid, 
And feail our prifoner as our fxiendly guefl:« [Exeunt* 

^ater Viceroy, Alexandro, tfW ViUuppo* \ 

Viceroy. 
Is our ambaiTador diipatchM for Spain ? 

Akxandre* 
Two days, my liege, are pad fince his depieirt. 

Ficeroy, 
And tribute-payment gone along with him ? 

AUxandro. 
Aye, my good Iprd. 

Ftceroy. 
Then reft we here a while in our unreft. 
And feed our fbrrows with fbme inward fighs ; 
jFor deepeft cares break never into tears. 

^^ ^^pterdoH\ \i reward. So, in the prefent Scene, p. 131. 
*' Speak on 1*11 guerdon thee, whatever it be/'* ' 

** Yet fpeak the truth, and I will guerdon thee.*' P. 141. 
Ben Jonfon's Cynthia's Revels, A. 5. S. 1 1 : 

" And for this fcrvice of diicovei'y, 

^* Pef forijti'd by thee, in honour <rf" our name, 

" We vow to guerdon it with fuch due grace^ 

" As Ihall become our bounty and thy place." 
Ptftqfier, A. 3. S. 4: 

. ** Yet fpeak the truth, and I will guerdon theCi 

*' But if thQU dally once again, thou 4ieft»" 
irjy Uguitedf 

" I hope, as guerdon for my juft defert, 

*' To have it for my deteftable aft|." 

Vol. III. J But 
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But wherefore fit I in ^'.a regal throne? ' 

This ♦* better fits a wretch's endlefs moan. 

{Falls to ibt grountt^ 
Yet this is higher than my fonunes reach. 
And therefore better than my fiaie deferTCs : 
Aye, aye, this earth, image of melancholy. 
Seeks him whom fates ^adjudge to mifery. 
Here let me lie — Now 5° am I at the lowefi» 

Susi jacet in terra^ non hahet unde cadau 
In me confumpjit vires fartuna noccndo : 
Nil 5 ^fupereji utjam pojjit ohejfe magis. 

Yea, fortune may bereave me of my crown : 
Here, take it — Now let fortune do her worfi ; 
She will not rob me of this fable weed. 
O no, fhe envies none but pleafant things ; 
Such is the folly of defpiteful chance ! 
Fortune is blind, and fees not my deferts : 
So is ihe deaf, and hears not my laments : 
And could (he hear, yet is fhe wilful mad. 
And therefore will not pity my dillrefs, 
Suppofe that flic could pity me ; what then I 
What help can be expefted at her hands, 
Whofe foot is {landing on a rolling (lone, 
And mind more mutable than fickle winds ? 
iWhy wail I then, where's hope of no redrefs ? 
io yes ! complaining makes my grief feem lels* 
My late ambition hath difiain'd my faith j 
My breach of faith occafion'd bloody wars, 
5* Thofe bloody wars have fpent my treafure; 
And with my treafure, my people's blood ; 
Add with their blood, my joy and bell belov'd^ 
JMy befl belov*d, my fweet and only fon. 
O wherefore went 1 not to war myl'elf ? 
The caufe was nvne-^I might have died for both : 

47 this, 1618.23. 33. 43 It, 1618. '♦9 adjudged, i6i8. 

23. 33. 50 I am, 1633,. 5* Nihil, 1633. 5* Thcfc, 

1623, 33f ' . ' 

My 
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My years were mellow, his *' but young and green ; 
IVfy death were natural, but his was forced. 

Alexandro* 
No doubt, my liege, but ^\\\ the prince furTives. 

Viceroy* 
Survives ! aye, *♦ where? 

Aiexandro* 
la Spain, a prifbner, by mifchance of war« 

yieeroy. 
Then they have flain him for his father's fault* 

Alexandra* 
That were a breach to common law of arms. 

Viceroy^ 
They reck no laws that meditate revenge. 

Alexandra* 
His ranfbm's worth will llay from foul revenge. 

Viceroy* 
No ; if he liv'd, the news would foon be here. 

Alexandro* 
Nay, evil news ** fly fafter flil! than good. • 

Viceroy* 
Tell me no more of news, for he is dead. 

VtUuppo* 
My fovcreign, pardon the autlior of ill news. 
And 1*11 bewray the fortune of thy fon. 

Viceroy* 
Speak on, I'll guerdon thee, whatever it be ; 
Mine car is ready to receive ill news ; 
My heart grown hard 'gainft mifchief's battery. 
Stand up, I fay, and tell thy tale at large. 

VtUufpo. 
Then hear *• that truth, which thefe mine ey«s have ftea. 
When both the armitfs were in battle join'd, 
Pon Balthazar, amidft the thickeil troops. 
To win renown, did wondrous fears of arms : 
Amongd the reii I faw him, hand to hand. 
In fingle fight with, their lord general, 
Till Alexandro (that h^re counterfeits 

53 but his,i623. 33* ** ^"^ where ? i6r8. 23. 73. 

>S will fljr, i6i8. 23 .33. 56 i^^ j6i8, *3. 3|. 
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Under the colour of a duteou$: frieod) 
Difcharg'd his piflol at the prince's back*. 
As tho' he would have ilaia their general ; 
But therewithal don Balthazar fell down^ 
And when he felly then we began to fly ; 
Buty had he Uv'd^ the day had fure been, ours. 

Alexojukc* 

wielded forgery ! O trait'rous mifcreant ! 

Hold thou thy peace««But now, Villuppo» (ay, 
W here then became the carcafe of my fon ? 

1 faw them drag it to the Spaoifh tents. 

F'icerey. 

Aye, aye, my nightly dreams have told me this.-* 
Thou falfe, uwno, unthankful, trAit'rous beaftt 
Wherein had Balthazar offended thee. 
That thou (hould'ft thus betray him to our foes ? 
Was^ Spaniib gold that bleared fo thine eyes. 
That thou could'll iee no part of our deferts ? 
Perchance, becaufe thou art Terfera's lord. 
Thou ^' had'fl fome hope to wear this diadem, 
If firft my fon, and then myfelf were {lain: 
But thy ambitious '^thought (ball break thy neclt— ' 
Aye, this was it that made thee fpill his blood. 

[He takes the craum^ and puts it en 4^ain. 
But 111 now '7 wear it, till thy blood be fpile. 

Alexandro* 

Vouchfate, ^^ dread fovereign, to hear ipefpeak. 

Ficerojfm 

Away with him—his fight is fecond hell : 
Keep him, till we determine of his death. 
If Balthazar be dead, he (ball not live.-— 
Villuppo, follow us for thy reward. [Exit Viceroy. 

Filhppo. 

Thus have I, with an envious forged tale. 
Deceived the king, betray'd mine enemy, . 
And hope for guerdon of my villainy. > [JExit^^ 

Si hftfty 1623. 33. s* thoughts, i6i8. 23. 33. 

57 nowrily 1618. 23.33. ^' deafe, 16x8.23. 33. 

Enter 


r!P 


T 


THE SPANISH TRAGEDY. 13J 

E»ter Hotxtio and Bdimpexii. 

BeUmperia* 

Stgnior Horatio, this \t the place and hour 
Wherein I muft intreat thee to relate 
The circumftance of don Andrea's de^(h» 
Who, living, was my garland's ^^ fvveeteft flower. 
And in his death hath buried my delights, 

Horatio. 

For love of him, and fervice to yourfelf, 
•^ I nill refufe this heavy doleful charge; 
Yet tears and fighs, I fear, will hinder me. 
When both our armies were enjoined ^' in fight. 
Your worthy cavalier amidft the thickeft, 
For glory's caufe, fUll aiming at the faireft, 
Was at the laft by young don Balthazar 
Encountered hand to hand ; . their fight was long ; 
Their hearts were great ; their clamc^urs menacing s 
Their ftrength alike ; thdr (Irokes both dangerous': 
But wrathful NemeHs, that wicked power, 
Envying at Andrea's praiie and worth, 
Cut (hort his life, to end his praife and worth r 
She, (he herfdf, difguie'd in armoui^s maik, 
(As PalUs was before proud Pergamus) 
Brought in a** frefti fupply of halberdiers. 
Which paunch'd his horfe, and *> ding*d him to the ground : 
Then young don Balthazar, with ruthleis rage, 
Taking advantage of his fpe's diftrefsy 

59 chicfcft, 1623. %x, 

^^ I'll not refufe thu dokibl heavy, 1618. 13. 33. •' 
•' to, 1618.23.33. •* tf omitted, 16x8. 2^. 

^3 dtng*d] 1. e. threw nim to the ground with force. As, in the 
Second Part oi Ahswuo and MelUdoy A. 4. S. 3 ; 

'* Diftnuight and raving, from a turret's top 
<< He threw his bbdy in fhe high fwolite <ea, 
» ** And as he headlong topfie turvle dlnfd^yn/ty 

« He ftai cry'd Meliida.*' 
Naih*s Lemen Stuff 15^9 : << For, befides the loud bellowing prodi- 
<< gious flaw of indignation, ftinred up againft me in my abfence and ex- 
** termination from the upper region Jf our celeftial regimen, which hath 
<< tbtMg-me in a manner down to die ihfernal bottom of defohtion, frc." 
Marfton's Satires^ Sat. 5 : 

'< Is ding'tl to hcll. and vulture eates his harL" 

I 3 Did 
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Did fi nidi what ^is halberdiers begun, 
Aad left not till Andrea's life was done.- 
Then, tho' too late, incens'd with juft remorfe, 
I, with my band, fet forth agajnft the prince. 
And brought him prifoner from his halberdiers. 

Belirr^ria. 

Would thou hadft flain him that *^ fo flew my love !— - 
But then, was don Andrea's carcafe lofl ? 

Horatio, 

No, that was it for which I chiefly flrov6, 
Nor flept I back till I recovcr'd him. 
I took him up, and vvound him in mine arms, 
And *5 welding him unto my private tent. 
There laid him down, and dew'd him with my tears, 
And figh'd and forrOw'd as became a friend : 
But neither friendly forrow **, fighs, nor tears. 
Could win pale death from his ufurped right. 
Yet this I did, and lefs I could not do, 
I faw him honoured with due funeral ; ' ' 

*' This fcarf I pluck'd from off his Iifelefs arm, 
And wear it in remembrance of my friend* 
. - Bdimperia, 

I know the fcarf— would he had kept it fllll \ 
For, had he liv'd, he would have kept it flill, 
And worn it for his Belimperia's fake: 
For 'twas my favour at his lafi depart. 
But now, wear *' thou it, both for him and me ; 
For, after him, thou hafl defervM it beft ; 
And for thy kindnefs in his life and death, 
Be fure, while Belimperia's life. endures, 
She will be don Horatio's thankful friend. 

^^ Jo omlttcd,i6l8.a3. 33. 

65 weld'ng] Carrying or bearing. So, in Churchyard's Cballengfj 
1593, p. 116: 

<< Almes deeds are dead, and confciencc waxeth cold^ 
« World fcrats and fcrapes, pluckes flefh and fell from bone, 
*^ What cunning heads, and hands can catch in hold, 
<< That covetous mihdes, doth feeke to weld alone." 
«'* forrowes, 1618- 23. 33. *7 This fcarfc pluckc oflf from, 1618, 

23. 33. *' tbou omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 

Horatio* 
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Haratie* . ^^ 

Andy madam, don Horatio wilt ndt flack 
Humbly to fervc fair Belimperia. ' \ 

But now, if your good liking ftand thereto, ' ,. \ ^ >^ 

I'll crave your pardon to go fcek the prince. 
For fo the duke your father gare me charge. 

BeUmperia, ^ • 

Aye, go, Horatio, leave me here alone,' 
For folitude bed fits my cheerlefs mood* [Exit Horatio. 

Yet, what avails to wail Andrea's death, '^ 

From whence Horatio proves my iecond love ? 
Had he not lov'd Andrea'as he did. 
He could not (it inlBelimperia's thoughts* 
But how can love find' harbour ^n my breaft. 
Till I revenge the death of my belov'd ? 
Yes, fecond love (hall further my revenge: 
I'll love Horatio, my Andrea-s friend. 
The more to fpi^ht the prince that wroagt^ hts end* 
And where dpn Balthazar that flew my love, 
Himfelf now pleads for favour at my hands, 
He (hall, in rigour of my jull difdain, 
Reap long- repentance *^ for his murd'rous deed ; 
For what was't elfe but murd'rous cowardife. 
So many to opprefs one valiant knight. 
Without refpedt of honour in the fight ? • • * 

And here he comes that murder'd my delight*. 

'Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. /" 

L.oren%o, 
Sifter, what means this melancholy walk ? 

BeUff^teriom 
That for a while I wi(h no company. 

. Lorenzo* 
But here the prince is come to vifit you. 

Belimperia* 
That argues, that he lives '° in liberty. 

BaUhazar* 
No, madam, bu t. in pleating fervitude. 

•9 of, 1618. 43. 33. 7® at, 168 1. 23. 33. 

I 4 BeUmpcria* 
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-^.^ neumferia* 

^ Your prifoDy theft, (belike) isyour conceitf 

Aye, byconc^t.mjrfifee^m isinthridKI. 

BiUmfkria, 
Then with conoNt enlarge yourfelf «gnii. 

Btdibasutr^ 
What if conceit have laid my heart to gage ? 

Pay that you borrowM, and i^cover it. 

SaUha%ar, 
I die, if it return from whence k lies. 

Bdm^eria. 
A heartlefs man, and " live t a miracle ! 

Bakbmzar. 
Aye, lady, love can work fadi miracles. 

Loren%». 
Tulh, tufb, my lord, kt go thefe ^* ambages^ 
And in plain terms acquaint her with your love. 

Belimperim. 
What boots complaint, when there^s no remedy ? 

Balthazar. 
Yes, to your gracious felf muft I complain, 
In whofe lair anfvvcr lies my temcdy j 
On whofe perfedion all my thoughts attend. 
On whofe afped mine eyes find duty's bow^ ; 
In whole tranflucent breail my heart is lodg'd* 

Belimperia, 
Alas, my lord, thefe are but words of courie, 
And but ^J device to drive me from this place. 

[She going in, UtsfaU her glove^ nmbich Horatio, 
earning mit^ takes i^. 
Hermtio^ 
Madam, your |^< 


^^ Inres ! 1618. 2 J. 53. 

7^ mmbt^ts,'] So, m Wily StgitM, 1606 ; 
•' By Jefus, I caonot play «he dificn^ler, 
*' And wooc my love uriith courtly amkaiesi 

73 dcris'd, 16x8. 13. 33. ^ -^ * 
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Thanks, good Horatio— Take it for thy puns. 

Babhiatar* 
Signior Horatio floop'd in happy dine. 

Horatio. 
I reap'd more grace-tkan I deferV'd or hopM. . 

Larenzom 
My lord, be not difmay'd for what is pail ; 
You know that women oft are ^^ humorous : 
Thefe clouds will oyerblow with little wind ; 
Let me alone, I'll fcatter them myfelf. 
Mean while, let us devife to ipend the time 
7^ In fome delightful fports ami revelling. 

Horatio^ 
The king, my ^^ lords, is coming hither ftraight, 
To feaft the Portingale ambaflador. 
Things were in readinefs before I came. 

BwkJbasiar* 
Then here it fits us to attend the king, 
To welcome hif her our ambaflador. 
And learn my father and my country's health. 

Enter th€ Banquety Trumpets^ IGng^ aitd Ambajfador* 

King. 
See, lord Ambailador, how Spain inrreats 
Their prifoner Balthazar, thy viceroy's ion : 

74 hutmrmts .*] That is, zSi from caprice. So, In Ben Jonfon't Evtry 
Mam tut of bis Sumour^ Introdn^tion : '' — when you come to pliys, 
** be bumorousf look with a good ftarch'd face, and ruffle your brow 
« like a new boot, laugh at nothing but your own jefts, qr eUe ia tiie 
** noblemen laugh." 
Dckkar^t Satirmqfirix, 1600 : 

** — all our underftanding faculties 
*' Sit there in their high court of parliament, 
** EnaAJng laws to fway this btmoroui world, 
« This little itte of man." 
The Second Part of Henr^ I V. A. 4. S. 4 : 
. ** — being incens'd he's flint, 
'' As bumorous as winter and as fudden'*' 
See alio Mr. Steerens's Note op the laft paflage. 
7S In fome delightfome fports and revelUngs, 16x8. 23.33. 
V* iord, 16 1 8. 23. 33. 
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We pleafure more in kindoefs than in wars, 

Ambajfador* 

Sad is our king, and Portingale laments, 
Suppoiing that don Balthazar is {lain« 

Balthazar. 

So am I (lain by beauty's tyranny.-^ 
You fee, my lord, how Balthazar is flain, 
I frolick with the duke of Callile's fon. 
Wrapt every hour in pleafures of the court, 
And grac'd with favours of his majeily. 

King* 

Put off your greetings till our feaft be done : 
Now come and fit with us, and tafle our cheer. 

\Sit to the hanquet* 
Sjt down, young prince, you are our fecond gueft : 
Brother, fit down, — and, nephew, take your place:-— 
Signior Horatio, wait thou upon our cup. 
For well thou haft defervcd to be honour'd. — 
Now lordlings fall to, Spain is Portingale, 
And Portingale is Spain; we both are friends ; 
Tribute is paid, and we enjoy, our right. 
But where is old Hieronlmo, our marfhal ? 
He promised us, in honour of our gueft, 
^^ To grace our banquet with forae pompous jeft. 

ILnter Hicronimo ^joith a drum^ three knights^ each his ^fcutektan : 
then he fetches three . M^, they take their crcTi^jns and them 
captive. fyrJiM^ 

Hieronimo, this malk contents my eye, 
AltW I found hot well the myftery. 

Hieronimo. 
The firft arm'd knight, that hung his *fcutcheon up, 

[He takes the \fcutcheon^ and gives it to the King. 
Was Englifh Robert, Earl of Glocefter, 
Who, when kin^ Stephen bore fway in Albion, ^ 

77 To grace our banquet luith Jome pompous jeft.] To jg/iy Is to play a 
part in a Mafquc. See Dr. Farmer's Note on A7«^- Richard 11. A. i. S. 3 : 
" As penile an<l as jocund as Xojfjl" 

Arriv'd 
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ArrivM with ^' five and twenty thoufand men 
In Portingalc, and by fuccefs of war 
Enforc'd the king, then but a Saracen, 
To bear the yoke of th' Englifti monarchy* 

King* 
My lord of Portingale, by this yod fee, 
That which may comfort both your king and you^ 
And make your late difcomfort fecm the lefs. — ♦ 

But fay, Hieronirao, what was the next? 

Hierottimo. * 

The fecond knight, that hung his Ycutcheon up, ' 

[He does as btdidhefrril 
Was Edmund carl of Kent in Albion, 
When Englilh Richard' wore the diadem : 
He came Ukewife and razed Lifbon walls. 
And took the king of Portingale in fight ; 
For which, and other fubh-like fervice done^ ' 

He after was created duke of York, 

King. 
This is another fpecial argument. 
That Portingale may deign to bear our yoke. 
When it by little England hath been yok'd. — 
But now, Hieronimo, what were the lafl: ? 

Hieronhto* 
Thfe third and laft, not lead in our account, 

[ Doing as he did hefhre* 
Was, as the reft, a valiant Englifhman, 
Brave John of Gaunt, the duke of 1-ancafief, 
As by his fcutcheon plainly may appear : 
He with a puiflant army came to Spain^ 
And took our king of Caftile prifoner, 

Emhajpidor* 
This is an argument for our viceroy. 
That Spain may not infuh for her fuccefs, 
Since Englifh warriors likewife conquered Spain, 
And made them bow their knees to Albion. 

King* 
Hieronimo, I drink to thee for this device. 
Which hatli pleas'd both the embaffador and me : 

?*^t'r jW omitted 16313. 33- 
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Pledge roe, Hieronhno^ if thou lavz tlie King.*^ 

[Takes tie ct^ C^Honuio* 
Mj lord, I fear we fit but orer-Iong, 
Unlefs our dainties were more delicate : 
But welcome are you to the beft we have. 
Now let us in, that ^^you may be difpatch'd ; 
I think our council is already fet. [Exeunt 0m$tes» 

Andrea* 

^ Come we for this from depth of under*ground, 
*• To fee him feaft that gave me my death's wound ? 

Thefe pleafant fights are forrow to my ibul ; 

Notlung but league, and love, and banqueting ? 

Rroenge. 

•• Be ftill, Andrea ; ere we go from hence, 
** 111 turn their friendihip into fell defpight ; 
** Their love to mortal hate, th6ir day to night ; 
•* Their hope into delpair, their peace to war ; 
•* Their joys to pain, their blifs to mifcry.** 


4tt 




A C T , n. 

I I 

Enier Lorenzo and Balthaaurn 

ItOrenxom 

My lord, tho*Belimperia feem thus coy, 
Let reafon hold you in your wonted joy : 
In time the favage bull fuilains the yoke ; ^ 

In time all haggard hawks will lloop to lure ; . 

In time fmall wedges cleave the hardefl oak ; \ 

** In time the flint is pierc'd with fofteft ihower ; "'' 
And /he in time will fall from her difdain, 
And •* rue tlie fufferance of your friendly pain. 

Balthazar* 
No, fhe is wilder, and more hard withal. 
Than beaft or bird, or tree, or ftony wall : 

W wc, 1618. 23. 33- *• In time thcluirdcft flint, ^c« 161S. 

13. 33, *•* nile> J6i8. 23. 33, I 
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But wherefore blot I Bdiimperia*s name ? 

It is mj ^ulr, not (he that merits blame* 

Jdy feature is not to content her fight ; 

My words are rude, and work her no delight: 

The Hnes I fend her are but harfh and ill» 

Such as do drop from Pan and ^* Marfia's quill* 

My prefents are not of fufficient coiJtf 

And being worthlefs, all my labour's loft* 

•' Yet might (he love me for my valiancy: 

Aye, but that's flander'd by captivity. 

Yet might (he love me to content her fire : - 

Aye, but her reafon mailers '^ his deflre. 

Yet might (he love me, as her brother's friend :. 

Aye, but her hopes aim at fome other end* 

Yet might (he love me to up-rear her ilate: 

Aye, but perhaps (he ^^ hopes fome nobler mate* 

Yet might (he love me aa her beauty's thrall ; 

Aye, but I fearjhe cannot love at all« 

My lord, for my fake,, leave thefe exta(icsu 
And doubt not but well find fome remedy* 
Some caufe there is, that lets you not be Wd ; 
Firft that muft needs be known,and thenremof'd* 
What if my fifter love fome other knight? 

My fummer's day will turn to winter's night* 

Lorenxom s 

I have already found a flratagem, 
To found the bottom of this doubtful theme* 
Mj lord, for once you. (hall be rul'd by me ;: 
Hinder me not, whate'er you hear ojr fee: 
By force, or fair means, will I call about. 
To find the truth of ail this quedion- out* 
Ho, Pedringa^o T 

•* Mar(«y 1618. 43. 33. 

" Tet mght/he love me for my valiancy ;] Theft lines (cem to be t^u^ 
intended to fa« ridiculed by the Duke of Buckingham in Tbt RthufffaL 
See A. 3. S. 5: 

** My legs, the emblem of my various thought, &c." 
•4 her, 1618. 3^3^,33, ^5 loves, 16*3. 33, 

Ettfef 
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Enter Pedringano. 
Pedringaiia. 
SdgDOt \ 

Z^oremi), 
Vitm giu pefif. 

Pedringane.. 
Hatb j-our lotdfliip any fervice to command me ? 

Aye, Fedringano, fervice of import ; 
And, not lo fpend the time in trifling words. 
Thus ftaods the cafe i It is not long, thou knowll, 
Sioce I did (hidd ihce from my father's wrath, 
FcNT dw conveyance in Andrea's love ; 
For which thou wert adjudg'd to banifhment ; 
I flood betwixt thee and thy puniOimeiit. 
And fince (hou know"!! how I have favour'd the^ 
Now to thele i^Tours will I add reward, 
No« with fiiir word«, but (tore of golden coin, 
And lands and *' living join'd with digniiies. 
If thou but faiisfy my jull demand: 
Tell truth, and have me for thy Ufting friend, 
PedringaHt. 

Whate'er it be your lordfhip Ihall demand, 
My bounden duty bids me tell the truth. 
If cafe '' it lie in me to tell the truth. 

Then, Pedringano, this is my demand i 
Whom loves my lifter Belimperia P 
For Ihe repofeth all her truH in thee ; 
Speak, man, and' gain both friendfhip and teward: 
I mean, whom loves (he in Andrea's place f 
Ptdringant. 

Alas, my lord, lince don Andrea's death, 
I have no credit with her as before ; 
And therefore know not if Jhe love or no. . 

Nay if thou dally, then I am thy foe, [prams his f-Mord. 
And tear {hall force what fnendlhip cannot win : 

•* livings, i6lS. IJ. 331 
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Tliy death (hall bury what thy life conceals ; 
Thou dycft for more efleeming her than me. 

Pedringano* 
Oh, flay, my lord. 

Yet fpeak the truth, and I will guerdon thee, 
And (hield thee from whatever can enfue, 
Aiul will concdil whatever proceeds from thee. 
But, if thou dally once again, thou dyeft^ 

Ptdringano^ 
If madam Belimperia be in love — 

Lorenxo, 
What, villain ! ifs and ands ? 

Pedringano* 
Oh fiay, my lord, (he loves Horatio. [Balthazar ftarts iack. 

Lorenzo, 
What don Horatio, our knight-marfhars fbn ? 

Pedrinzano^ 
ifven him, my lord. 

LormzOm 
Now, fay but how '* kn9w'ft thou he is her love^ 
And thou ^alt find me kind and liberal : 
Stand up» I fay, and fearlefs tell the truth. 

• Ptdringano, 
She lent him letters, which my felf perused. 
Full fraught with lines, and arguments of love, 
Preferring him before prince Balthazar. 

Lorenzo, 
•• Swear on this crofs, that what thou fayed is true 5 , 

And that thou wilt conceal what thou haO: told. ^ 

PedfingoHo, 
I fwear to both, by him that made us all. 

LorenKo* 
In hope thine oath is true, here's thy reward : 
But, if I prove thee perjur'd and unjuft. 
This very fword whereon thou took*fl thine oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy tragedy. 


•8 how knoweft thou that he, i6i8.-23. 33, 
*» Swear on this crofs,] Sec p, 7. 


PedringaM^ 


y 
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Fttbringano. 
What I have iaid is true, and ihall for tQCt 
Be dill concealed from BeUmperia : 
Beiides, your honour*s liberality 
Deferves m/ duteous fervice» even till death. 

Lorenxom 
Let this be all that thou (halt do for me: 
I Be watchful when, and where thefe lovers loeet^ 
I And give me notice in ibme fecret fort* 

Pedringam^ 
I will, my lord. 

Then flialt thou find that I am liberal : 
Thou know'ft that I can more advance thy fiate 
Thaa^ihe ; be tberafore wife, and fail mc not : 
Go and attend her, as thy cuilom is, 
Left abfence mak^ her think thou doft amifs. 
Why fo: tarn armisy quam ingetuo: 
Where words prevail not, violence prevails ; 
But gold doth more than either of them both. 
How likes prince B^ltb^zar ^ this fbatagcm ? 

JBah/jozftr* 
f' Both well and ill : it makes me glad and fad : 
Glad, that I know the hinderer of tny loye; 
Sad, that I fear (he hates me, whom I love ; 
Glad, that I know on whom to be revenged i . 
Sad, that (he'll fly me if I take revenge; 
Yet mud I take revenge, or die myfdf. 
For bv^ refided grows impatient. 
I thiiilL Horatio be my deitin'd plague : 
Firfl, in his hand he brandi(hed a fword^ 
And with that fword he fiercely waged war. 
And in that war he gave me dang'rous wounds^ 
And by thofe woun£ he forced me to yield. 
And by my yielding I became his flave : . . 
Now in his mouth he carries pleafing wordsg 
Which pleafing words do harbour fwect oonceits $ 
•» Which fweet conceits are lim'd with fly deceits. 

*® ofthis, 16x8.23. 33, 

9^ This Ikie omitted, x6x8, 23. 3^. 
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Which fljr deceits •* fmoofh Belimperia^s ears ; 
And thro* her ears dive down into her heart, 
And in her heart '^ fet him, where I (hould fland. 
Thus hath he ta*n my body by his" force, 
And now by flight would captivate tny foul : 
But in his rail rll tempt the deftinies. 
And either lofe my lift, or win my love ; 

Lorenzo, '[''•' 

Let's go, my lord, •♦your ftaying flays revenge: 
Do you but follow mc, and gain your love. 
Her favour muft be won by his remove. [Exeunt^ 

Enter Horatio und Belimperia. 

Horatio. 
Now, madam, fince by favour of your Icvc^ 
Our hidden fmoakr is turn'd to open flame, " '" * 

And that with looks and words we feed our thoughts, 
(Two chief contents) where more cannot be had : • 
Thus in the midft of love's fiiir blandi(hments> 
Why (hew you "figh bf inward languifhments ? ' * 

[Pedringano^«Ji7j all to thfi J^rince and Lorenzo^ 
' placing them in fecret. ^' ' * 

Belimperia. 
My heart, fweet friend, is like a (hip at fea, 
She wi(heth port; where riding all at eafe 
She may repair what ftormy times have worn; 
And, leaning on the (hore, may ling with joy, 
Thatjpleafure follows pain, and blifs, annoy. 
Pofl'emon of thy love is the only port, 
Wherein my heart, whh fears and hopes long toisM* 
Each hour doth wi(h and long to make refort, 
•* There to repair the joys that it hath loft ; 
And, (itting fafe, to iing in Cupid's quire. 
That fweeteft blifs, is crown of love s d^fire. 

[Balthazar A«</ Lorenzo ^^« 
BakbazoTm 
Oh fleep mine eyes, fee not my love profanM j 

5* fweet, 1618. 23. 33. 53 fcts, i6i8, »3. 33* »* our| 1633. 
PS There on repair, 1 61 8. 23. 33. 
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ic dof mine ea^, hear not wy dlJa^iUeat ; 
Ke, heart) another joys what t^ou dcTcrr'^ 

Watch ffill, mine eyes, to iee fi^ thil lQT,e 4kl(vi^'il p 
lear fiill, mine ean, to- bear them both laji^: 
' IJTC heart, to joy at fond Horatk^g fall. 
Bfliinfrt-fH. 
Why llandg Horatio fpeechlels ^11 this while ? 

Heratia. 
The led I fpeakji^e^oie I mediate. 


But whereon 6oA •' thou chidty meditate ? 

' Haratiff. 
On dangers paft, and pleifgrct to eorue. 

Salfiaxar, 
On pleafuret paft, a^ dangen to cpfiff. 

Belimferia. 
What datigq:s a^d .^hat pleafures ifofl thou pvan i 

itoratie. 
Dangen of war, and pleafures of our love 

Dangers of death, bu pleafures none at all. 

Let dangers go, thy war (hall be nriih me : 
tut fuch a war, as breaks no bond of peace; 
ipcak thou tair words. 111 crofs them with ^r words.* 
«Dd thou fweet looks, I'll meet them with JW^ l^ip^s : 
Vrjte loving lines, lil anfwer loving lin(;a : 
live me a kits, I'll cou'ijiw-check ihy klfs ; 
le this our warring peac^ or peaceful war. 

But, gradous madam, then appoint the field, 
nicre trial of this war &all 6iJtbejntde. 

^^tutlous vlUun ! how his boldnefi grows ! 


BtU^^uit 
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Beltmperia. 

Then •^bc'thy fifitbel*'s plckfant bowV, the field 
Where firft wc vow*d a *^ mutual amity \ 
The court were dangerous, that place is fafe : 
•^* Our hour (hall be, when Vcfper 'gins to rife, i 
That fumroons home '°*diftrclstLrl travellers: 
•There none (hall hear us but the harmlefs birJs ; 
Happily the gentle nightingale 
Shall carrol us aOeepT ere we beware, 
And, iiuging with the prickle stt her breai^i 
Tell our delight and '^^ minhfiil dalliance i ; 

Till then each hour will feem ^ year and more; / 

Horatio. 

But, honey iwt^l^ and honourable love» 
Return we now into your father*s fighr^ 
Dangerous fuipicion. waits on our delight* 

JLof-enzo* 

Aye, danger mixed with jealous defpight 
Shall fend thy foul into eternal nighif. [Exeuntm 

Enter King ofSpain^ Portidg^le (mhajfadw^ Don Cyprian, l£c* 

Kingi 
Brother of Gadile, to the prince's love 
What fays your dau^tftcr Bclimperia ? 

. 'Although (he coy it, as becomes her kiild, 
And yet dilTemble that (he loves the prince ; 
I doubt not I, bat fhe will (loop in time ; 
And were (he froward, which (he will not be, 
Yet herein (hall (he follow my advice ; 
Whicli is to love himy or forego my love* 

Then lord embaifador of Portin^ale^ 
Advife thy kinjg to make this marriage up, 

99 hjf 1618, 23- 33. '•^ ouTy 1618. 23^ 33* 

!•» Our hour /ball be, &c.] Thefc lines defcrPDiflg the OWeting of tlie 
Lovers ate, as Mr. Whalley ol>rervcs^ tender an^ natural^'' Sce'^^^ «• 
SbtJtef^ear* $ Learning, 17481 p* 48. 
• *•» diftrcfftd, 1623. 33. *'*' i>onf*V l^23« 31« 
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For flrength^ning of our late-confirnoed league; 
I know no better means to m^ke us frienos. 
Her dowry (hall be large and liberal ; 
Beiides that (he is daughter and half heir 

fUnro our brother here, don Cyprian, 
Ancyhall cnioy^the moiety of his la nd, 
I'll grace her marnage wim an uncISe^s gift: 
And this it is, (in cafe the match go forward) 
The tribute which you pay (hall be releasVl : 
And if by Bahhazar (he have a fon, 
He (hall enjoy the kingdom after us, 

Emhajpulor. 
. I'll make the tpotion to my ^^^ fovereign liege, 
1 And work it, it my counfel may prevaiL 

Do fo, my lord ; and, if he give confcnt, 
I hope his prefenee here will honour us. 
In celebrarion of the nuptial day ; 
And let ^^^ himfejf determine of the time* 

%mhaJf<idor% 

Will't pleafe your grace '°* command me av^ht befide ? 

Commend me to the king ; and fo farewelL 
But Where's prince Balthazar, to take his leave ? 

Rmhajador. 

That is performed already, my good lord, 

IGng, 

Amongft the reft of what you have in charge, 
The prince's tanfom muft not be fprgot : 
That's none of mine, but his that took him prifoner ; 
I And well his forwardnefs deferves reward : 
lit was Horatio, our knight-mar(har8 fon* 
V Rmhajfador. 

Between us, there's a price already pitched. 
And (hall be fent with all convenient fpeed, 

ICing. 

Then once again Crewel, my lord, 

«•♦ our, t6i8. *'S himfelf, 1633. *®* to command, 1618. 

I Emfermr* 
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Emperor, 
Farcwel, my lord of Caftile, and the reft. [Exit. 

King. 
Now, brother, you mud take fome little ^^ pains, 
To win fiur Belimperia from her will : 
Young virgins rouil be ruled by their friends : 
The prince is amiable, and loves her well ; 
If (he negleft him, and forego his love. 
She both will wrong her own eftate and ours ; 
i. Therefore, whiles I do entertain the prince 

f With greateft pleafure ^^^ that our court affords, 

Endeavour you to win your daughter*s thought i 
If ihe give back, all this will come to nought. / [Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio, Belimperia, and Pedringano. 

Horatio. 
Now that the night begins with fable wings 
• To over-cloud the brightnefs of the fun. 
And that in darknefs pleafures may be done : 
Comcjjcli m peri a, ^ jet us to the bower^ 
And therein _Ia{ety pafs a pleafant hour, 
j "^ Belimperia* 

\ I follow thee, my love, and will not back, 

Altho' my fainting heart controls my foul. 

Horatio. 
Why, make you doubt of Pedringano's faith ? 

Belimperia. 
No, he is as trufty as my fecond felf.-^ 
Go, Pedringano, warch without the gate, 
' And let us know if any make approach, ' 
\ Pedringano. 

Inftead of watching, I'll deferve more gold, 
By fetching Don LorenaK> to this match. [Exit Pedringano* 

Horatio. 
What means my love? 

Belimperia. 
I know not what mjrfelf : 
And yet my heart foretels me fome miichance. 1 

'^7 paine, 1618. 23. 33, «^* pleafures, 1618. 23. 33. 

K 5 Horatio. 
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Boratio^ 
Sweet, fay not fo : fair Foriune is our frieniH, 
And '°^ heav'ns have Ihut up day, to pleaiure u$k 
The ftar?, thou feert, hold back their twiiikhrig (hlne, 
, ; An^ Luna hides hcrfeU to pleaiure us. 

* Thou hall prevailM, Til conquer my mifdoubt, 

: And in ihy love and counfel drown my tear: 

\ [ I tear no more, lo^e now is all my thoughts. 

Why fit we not f for pleaiure aiketh ealc. 

Horatio^ 
The more thou fittVl.wirhin thefe leafy bowers. 
The more will Flora deck it with her flowers. 

BeUmperia. 
Ave, but if Flora fpy Horatio here, 
Her jealous eye will think I fit too near. 

Hor(itio, 
Hark, madam, how the birds *'• record by night, 
For joy that Bciimpcria fis in fight, 

BA'mptri(i. 
, No, Cupid counterfeits the nightingale, 

To frame fweet miiiick to Horatio's tale. 

Horatio. 
If Cupid fing, then Venus is not far: 
Aye, thou an Venus, or fome tairer ftar, 

Hclimptri^* 
If I be Venn?, thou mull needs be Mars ; 
And where Mars reigneth, tiere muft needs be wars, . 
^ Horatio, 

Then thus begin our wars ; put forth thy h^nd, 
That it may combat with my rudei; hand. 

Bttimperi^. 

Set forth thy foot, to try the pulh of miae. 

'^ heaven hath, i6t8. 23. .3-3. 

***^ <eco'dj T'o record^ anciently fignified to fng^ A»i in thi ^Tvj9 
GatihiHtn of VeroHOj A. C. S. 3 : 

** Hrre can I fit alone, unfeen of any, 

*' And to the night ing^ale's complaining notes ^ 

f* Tunt* my dilrclfcs and retord my woes.'* \^ 

fkc alio Mr. Steevens's Note o» this paffage, ^ 

Horati0m 
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Herairo. 
BttI firfi my iebtg (hall combat againll tlifaie. 

BeUmterla: 
Then ward thyfelf, I dart this kiis at thee. 

Horaih^ 
Thus I "' retort the dart fhou threw'ft at mc« 

Nay, then to gain the glory of the field, 
My twining arms (hall yoak, and mate the^y^dd* 

Htratid. / . 

Nay, then mine vtrm^ are large and fti^ong wkhaH t\ f^ " 
Thus elms by vines are oompafsM till they fall. ( '- ^^ 

BeUt^ia. / 

O let me go, for in my trpubled eyes 
Now may*fl thou read, that life in paflion dies. 

Horatiok 
O flay a while, and I will die With thee» 
So (halt thou yield, and yet have con(^der*d mRS* 

Betiffiperia, 
Who's there, Pedringano ? We are betrayed. 

Eniir Lorenzo, Balthazdi-, Cerbexine anJ Pedrinj^aiio, 4$v$^«. 

My lord, away wirh her; '** take her afide--* 
O fir, forbear ; your valour is already try'd.— 
Quickly clifpatch, my mailers. \Tb^ bwig bim in tin arhuTm 

Horati^^ ' 

What, will ye murder me? 

Aye, thus, and thus ; thefe are the fruits of love. 

\Tb9jtdh bim. 
Belimferia* 
O fave his life, and let me die for him : 

fave him, brother, fave him, Balchaxar : 

1 lov'd Horatio^ but he lovM not me. 

BakbaTsar^ 
ButlBalthazar loves Belimperia. ]\ 


*'V return, 1618. 23. ^3. 

-»^ takf bir ajidk it prmtcd as a mtr^ntl dirt^on, t^lt* 23. 33; 
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Lfireiauf^ 
Altho' his li/e were''' (lUl ambitious, proud^ 
Yet is he at the highefl now he 19 dead, 

Belimperia* 
Murder! murder! help, Hieronimo, help! 

Ijorenzo. 
Come, flop her mouth, away with her. [Exeunt* 

Eitttr Hieronimo in i?isJhIrC&c»\^ "^ 

Hieronimo^ 
What "■♦outcries pluck me from my naked bed. 

And chill *'^ my throbbing heart with tremblii^ fear» 

Which never danger yet could daunt before ? 

Who calls Hieronimo ? fpeak^ — here I am, 

I did not (lumber ; therefore 'twas no dream* 

No, no, it was fome woman cry'd for help ; 

And here within "^ this garden did (he cry, 

And in this garden muft I refcue her. 

But (lay, what murderous fpe6tacle is this ! 

A man hang'd up, and all the murderers gone ! 

And in my Dower, to lay the guilt on me ! 

This place was made for pleafure, not for death, 

[He cuts him down* 

Thofe garments that he wears I oft have feen : 

Alas, it is Horatio, my fweiet fon ! 

Oh, no, but he **^ that whilome was my (on ! 

Oh, was it thcu that callMft me from my bed ? 
' Oh, fpeak, if any fpark of life remain : 

I am thy father : who hath (lain my fon ? 

What favage mon(ler, not of human kind, 

**• Hath here been glutted with thy harmlefs blood. 

And left thy bloody corpfe diihonour'd here. 

For me, amidft thefe dark and deathfiil lliades, 

To drown thee with-an ocean of my tears ? 
COh, Heavens, why made you night to cover (in ? 

py ^^/t ^^^ deed of darknefs had not been. 


»'3 ////omitted, i6i8. 23. 33. 

"S chill, 1618. 23. 33. 

"7 that who whilome, 16 18. 


>»♦ outcry calls, 1618. 23. 33. 

'"• the, 1618. 23. 33. 

"«• Here hath, i6i8. 23. 33. 
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Oh, Earth, why didfl thou not in time devour 

The *'» vilcd profaner of t^is facred bow'r ^ 

O, poor Horatio ! what hadfl thou mifdone^ 

To leefe thy life, ere life was new begun ? 

Oh, wicked butcher ! whatfoe'er thou wert. 

How could'it thou (Irangle virtue and deiert ? 

Ah me ! mod wretched, that have loft my joy, , 

In leefing my Horatio, my fweet boy ! 

Enter Ifabella* 

My hufband's abfence makes my heart to throb ;— - 
Hieronimo ! 

Hiironimo, 
Here, Ifabella, help me to lament. 
For fighs are ftopt, and all my tears are (pent. 

IfabeUa. 
What world of grief! my fon Horatio ! 
Oh, whereas the author of this endlefs woe ? 

Hieronimo* 
To know the author were fomeeafe of grief, ; 

For in revenge my heart would find relief. 

IfaheUa. 
Then is he gone ? and is* my fon gone too ? 
Oh gufh out tears, fountains and floods of tears : 
Blow fighs, and raife an everlafting ftorm. 
For outrage fits our curfed wretchednefs. 
'*• Ab me ! Hieronimoyjweet bujhand, ffeakl 

Hieronimo. 
Hefuft^dwith us to-night^ JYolick and merry j 
Andfaia^ he ^would go nnfit Balthazar^ 
At the duke^s palace : there the prince doth lodge* 
He had no atjiom tojlay out Jo late^ 
He may be in his chamber ; fome go fee^^Koderigo^ ho* 

«»^ vile, i6i8. 23. 33. 

izo yi^^ Hawkins luppofes this fcene printed in Italicks to be folftcd 
In by the players, it being omitted in the fecond edition. 

Enter 


p^ 


^ 


iu f HE ttAftisn Ttk^tii>% 

"Ex&xt Fedro and Jaqms^ ^, 

AB mty hi rmfts ! Jhsket iHerbnimo ! 

Hieronimo. 

Trwe, aii ^mn iates note of it.' 
Befi^s^ ^ isjb g^erally helov^^^ 
Hh Tttcfjeffy the other da^ ^d grace htm 
Withvjoiting on his cup: theje he favours ^ 
Ubkb do affkreme that he cannot he hng-liv^d. 

Ifabella. 

Sweet Hiirommo ! 

Hieronimo. 

Iwomkr hovu ihisfillovj got his cloaths : 
Serre^j firrah^ VllJtnow the truth of dU: 
Jaqites^ run to the duke of Cafiilis prefehtly; 
Jhdhid myfo9 Horatio to come home^ 
Jemdhis mother home hadjirakge dreams^ to-night •• 

JXojou bear me^Jir f 

Jfaques. 

^ Hieronimo. 
WeW^ fir^ hgont-^FedrOy come hither ; 
Kmwyi thm who this ist 

Pedro. 

Too KjaeUyfir* 

Hieronimo. 

ToP'ooeU! vohor nM^isitf fedce^IfitheUa. 

Kij^f hbi/t not^ man. 

Pedro. 

It is my lord Horatio* 

Hieronimo. 
Ha, hay St. James ; hut this doth mah mi laugh ^ 
That there are more deluded thah nfyfelf. 

Pedro. 

Deluded! 

Hierpnimo. 

Jfjf^ I would have fworn n^elf^ wiihiii this hour^ 
3 hat this hadheen m^ fonHoratio^ 
hiszarments are fo like : ha, are they not great ferfuajtonsf 
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liaQla, 
Of VMuU to God U were not fo I 

Hieronimo. 
Wert iwty IJaheUa ? dofi thou dream It i'st 
Can thy /oft hojom entertain a thought^ 
Tbatjkch a block deed of mifchief Jhculd he doiHt 
iOn one fi fmro and Jhotlefs as our fin f 
\Awi^^ I am q/bamd* 
\ IfabeUa. 

Dear Hieronimo^ 
Caft a more ferious e^ mfon tfy griefs 
Weak ifprehenfian gives hut weaik heliefi 

Hieronimo. 
It nuas a man fitre that "was hqn^d up hin^ 
A youth ^ as I remember: I cut htm down. 
If itjbouldprwe my Jon now after aHy 
Say youy fay you : lights lend me a taper ; 
Juet me look again* 
• O god! confujton^ mifchief y torment ^ deaths and heUy 
Drop all your flings at once in vvy cold hofom^ 
That now is^ iff with horror ; kill me quick jf^ 
Be gracious to me^ thou infeSli've nighty 
And drop this deedofhurder down in me ; • 
Gird in nty wafle of grief with thy large darknefs^ 
And let me not furnfive to fee the light^ 
"May put me in the mind I had a fon, 

Ifabella. 
O^fweet Horatio! O^nrydeareft fon! 

Hieronimo. 
Haw flrangefy had I loft my wcey to grief! 
Sweet lovely rofe, ill pluck'd beft>re thy time. 
Fair worthy fon, not conquered, but betray'd. 5 
rU kifs thee now, for words with tears are ilaid* 

Ifabella. 
And I'll clofe up the glaifes of his (i^ht» 
For once thefe eyes were '*■ only my delighl. 

Hieronimo. 
Seed thou this handkerchief befmearM with bilood ? , 

It fliall DOC from me, till I take revenge. 

lai chiefly, 1623. 3^3. 
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Seeft thou thefc wounds, thv y« are bleeding frcfti ? 
ni not entomb them till I have '" reveog'd ; . 
Then will Ijoyara'M my ilifcontent ; 
Till ihen, my "* ibrrow neter fhall be Ipcnt. 

The heavena are jufl, murder cannot be bid: 
lime U the author both of truth and right, 
Aad time will bring this tre^ichery to light. 
Hirronime. 

Mean while, good Ifubella. ceafe thy pklnti, 
OratiheleafttriifTemble them awhile; 
So fiial] we fooner find the praiSice out, 
And learn by whom all (hie was brought about. 
Come, Ifabclla, now Ici'b taVe him up, [^^0' '"^ ^'''" "?• 

And bear him in ftom out this curfed place : 
111 (ay hi) dirge, finglng fits not this care. 

O aliquis imbi qaai fiikbrum 'arr fdueai ierias, 

[Hieronime fets his bfcaft unto his fwotd. 

MifiiaU " «'fir<> ^tivr mididua dehri; 

A«l fi qui fjciunt aitmrum eblimia factor, 

Prabeal, iffe mttum magintm qtieecunque per orbttiiy 

Gramina jelfukhras ^fcit lucis in oras, 

Ipft biham qaicquid meJilatur fnga •ofntni^ 

Suiequid el iraram v! ctca ntnia ve^it. 

Omnia ptrfctiar, leihiim qtiequr dum fenttl emms, 

Hof.cr in extitiBa mariatur fcaarr finfus; 

£rgi> iBos Dculat nuaquam. mm iiita, vidrbe. 

El tua fuTfetuttS jipriMt lamina fimns!. 

EmoriaT trciOH fie, fie javat irt fiih umbras. 

Altamrn a^fiain preperdle crde'rt Mis, 

Xe mortem toindiSa txiam mm nuSafi^aafar, 

[Here he ihroM ■ it from him, and bears the body away, 
Jndrea 

" Brougbt'll (hou me hither to increafe my pain ? 
" I look'd that Ralthazar lb ,uld have been llain : 
*' But it's my friend Hora-io that is thin: 
" And they abofe t.iir Beliirperia. 
** On whom I dosted more than all thewnrld, 
" Becaufe flie lov'd me more than all world." 


vengf, (fiij. 3J. "' fottows, 1618.53, }■ 
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Revenue* 

" Thou talk'fi of *** harveft, when thecorn is'greeni 
** The cn<i IS *** ch)wn of every work well done* 
** The fickle comes dot till the corn be ripe. 


Hf 


^^ Be dill ; and eie I lead thee fr6in this piaoe^ 
** I'll ibew thee Balthazar in heavy cafe. 
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UNFORTUNATE condition of great kings. 
Seated '^* amidft (o many helplefs doubts! 
Firft, we are placM upon extreameft- height. 
And oft fupplantcd with exceeding hate; V ' /u V, 

But ever fubjed to the wheeLgfcjianaii — J^24A_'i:^_,r* .! ' 
And at our higheft, never joy we fo. 
As we both doubt and dread our overthrow. 
So ftriveth not the waves with funciry wimUt 
As fortune toileth in th' affairs of kings. 
That would be feared, yet fear to be belovM, 
Sith fear, or love, to kings is flattery : 
For inilance. iordlin.s[St k>ok upon your kin^ 
By hate deprived of his dcarcll ibn ; . ; ., , 
The only hope of our fuccellive '^^ line. 

I hid not thought that Alexandra's heart 
Had been invencm'd with fuch extream hate : 
But now I fee, that words have feveral workS| 
And thene's no credit in the countenance. 

FiUuppo. 

No ; for, my lord, had you beheld the traiOf 
That iained love had colour'd in his looks. 


\ ^ 




«»4 the harv^ft, i6iS. 23. 33, 
•*• amoogy 16*3. 33. 


'*S growne, f 618. ±y 33» 
"7 lives, x6i8. 23«i3. 

When 
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When he in camp confortcci Balthazar, 
Far morp inconfiajot had ypu thought jS>e fun^ 
That hourly coalts the cciitcr of the earth* 
Than Alexandro'9 P^^f^^f ^^ ^^^ prince. 


No more, Villuppo, thou haft fai^ enough. 
And with thy words thou flay'ft oiir wound<^ thoughts r 
Nor (hall I longer dally with the world, . 
ProcrafUnating Alexanidro^'s deaib t*- 
Go fome of you and fetch the traitor forth. 
That, as he it conden^ned, he may ^ie* 

£nier Alexandro, 'Ufiti a JMkmofif and ba&ertSm 

NoNem^n* 
In fuch ertieams, will nought but patience lerve. 

But in extreamsy what patience (hall I ufe ? 
Nor difcontents it me to leave the world, 
With whom there nothing can prevail bat wrong. 

Yet hope the bcft, 

Jlexandro, 
Ti$ heav'n Is my hope ; 
As for the earth, it it too much '** inie^ 
To yield me hope of any of her mould« 

Ftceroy* 
Why linger ye? bnng forth that daring fiend^ 
And let him die for his accuried deed* 

Alexandra. 
Not that I fear the extremity of death, 

£6r nobles cannot iloop to fervile fea^) ' 
> I O king thiis difcomented live* 
But this,' O this torments' my labouring foul. 
That thus I die fufpc^ted ot a fin, 
Whereof at heay^is havp Jtnown my fecr^ theughtf, 
I free fi'om this fuggeftion. '^ 


^* i^£eaMl^6zS>»3. ii* 


rmm. 


/ 


T 


No mpre, I fey ; • to t^ .**? iqrturps wiA faim : 
Kiid him, and bum hk body Ui t|K>re flames* 

That ihall prdigure thpfc Qnqiu^qhpd firei , ; • , 

Of Phlegm on, preparqfi j^^r hi» fouU 

Jttexafidr9, 
My guiltlefs, death wiH be aveagvd on <iie^ / 
On thee, ViUuppoytfaAt hi^thmalic^dj^hus; / .. 

Pr «3« for tjky nweft ^alil fitlftly nic accua^iL 

Nay, Alexandro, if tlnra nrijCD^ce ine, / 

ni lend a hand to fend thee to the lal^Ci 
Where thp/jb tljy ]ipprds'ihall pprilh Witb 4hy wqrlci; 
Injuiious traiior^ ffio^^w^ 


EiOfr JS^0^ador^ 


' . 


Emhajfaditr^ 
Stay, hold a w)ii1e; and here (withpardon rf 
His majelly) hy hands upon Villiippd.' 

' ' ' Ficer&yV ' 

Embafladm', what news hath urgM tius ludden ^Mraiaoe? 

Know, ^^^fovetelgn lord, that Bakhaear doth lire. 

' yieeroy* 
What fayeft thou, liveth Balthazar our fon ? ' 

Kmhajfador, 
Your hi|hi>cfi? fon, lord Balthazar, doth Kvc^ 
And, well mtreated in the court of Spain, 
Humbly commends him to your majcrfy : 
Thefe eyes beheld, and thefe my followers. 
With thefe the kiters <rf the kmg's ^^* commends, ) 

[Gkfes him Uuen* 


1^ T * r 


«*» torturtswhenl The alteration litre adopted wis made W Mr, 
I>od(ley. . ^- . - . . . •. . .,,^^ ^^ ^ 


■^ of, i6i«. 23. 33. 

*3i Know fovereign Ithat— i6i8 


aia 


Know my foveraigne that— -1JS23., jj* 
commends, i6x 8. zj* 33. " ^ ' - •- ^ 
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Ate happy wttnefi of hit hiehneft* health. 

[Tbe king todh ontht kHer^^ndfroceedu 
Viceroy. 

Ttff fm doth Ivoe^ymgr trihtU is itcttv*d: 

Th feace is made^ and^we are fitisfied: " 

Toi r{fi refihe upon as things proposed 

For both our honours^ and thy henijit* 

Emhajfador. 

Thcfc are his highneff farther articles.'; 

' [Gives him nt^ekttersm 
' Ficerq^. 

Accurfed wretch, to intimate thefe ills 
Againft the life and reputation ' ' 

Of noble Alcxandro !-A-ComeV my lord, unHndhim : 
Let him unbind thee, that is bound to death,' 
To make a quital for thy difcontent. [They unbind him* 

Aiixandro* 

Dread lord, in kindnefi you could do no lefs. 
Upon report of fuch a damned biEk : 
But, thus we fee our innocence hath favM 
The hopelefs life which thou, ViUuppo, fought 
By thy luggeflions to have maiTacred. 

Ftctro^m 

Say, falfe Villuppo, wherefore didfl thou:d)qi 
Falfly betray lord Alexandro^s life ? 
Him, whom thou know'll that no unkindnefs elfe. 
But even the daughter of onr dearefl fon. 
Could '3' once have mov'd us to have mifoonceivVi* 

- Akxandro. 

Say, treacherous Villuppo, tell the king : 
Or wherein hath Alexandro usM thee ill ? 

raisffo. 

Rent with remembrance of lb foul a deed^ 
My '^^guihy foul fobmits me to thy doom: 
For, not for Alexandro's injuries. 
But for reward, and hope to be preferM, 
Thus have I ilouiieleftly haxardcd his life. 

>»* CooM never «Me OMfv'd — ifj3« 
^94 mUtiUy i6x8. i3. 3i. 
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Viceroy. 
Which, villain, (hall be ranforo'd with thy death* 
And not fo mean a torment as vtre here 
DevisM for him^tWho thou faidft fletv our ion ) 
But with the bitter'il torments and extreams^ 
Tkat mdy be yet inremed for thine end^ 

( Altx2ndto fiems to iftfreM, 
Idtreat n^e not, — ^ take the traitor hence.—*- ^Exit Villuppoo. 
And, Alexandre, let us honour thee 

With public notice of thy loyalty^ i . 

To end thofe things '^^ articulated here 
By our great lord, the mighty king of Spaifl^ 
We with our counfel will deliberate : 
Come^ AlexandrO| keep us company, [£^av«/« 

• infer Hiefonimcf* 

Hierouimo. 
Oil eyes t no ^jres, but fbuiitaiiis fraught wit^ teat^ 3 
Oh life ! no life,' but lively ftirm of death : 
Oh world ! no world, but mafs of public wrongs, 
ConfusM and fill'd with murder and mifdeeds. 
Oh, facred heav'ns ! if this unhallowed de6d| 
If this inhuman and barbarous attempt; 
If this incomparable murder thus 
Of mine, but ndv^ no more my fori. 
Shall unreveal'd, atid unrevenged pafs ; 
How (hould we te^m your dealings to be j ufl:. 
If you unjufUy d€ri;with tjiofe that in your juftice trud f 
The night, fad fecretary to my moans. 
With direful villous wakes my vexed foul. 
And with the Wounds of my diftfefsful foa 
Solicits me for notice of his deaCh« 
The ugly iiends'cio fally forth of heli^ 
And mme my fleps to unfre(}uetited paths^ 
•**• Add fear my heiart with fierce inflamed thoughts ^ 

4 13S artiatlattd} i; e. exhilnted in arndes. See Mr. Steerens's Note on 
the Firft Part of Henry IV.' A. 5. S. i. 

**• jM fear my heart vaith fierce iitjlaw^ tbouvbtul , The verb fetir if 

i,l4^ ufed by our ancient writers in the fenfe of frisrhtat, or make afraiii 

Vol. III. L ^ A», 
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The cloudy day my *'* dlfconteots Kccords, 
Early beg^s to r^tfler my dreams. 
And drives me forth to feek the murderer* 
Eyes, life, world, heav*o8, heU, nig|it^ aad dayt 
See* fearch, (hew, fend fom6 man, 

Some mean that may-^ ^ [Akuer fiilkthm 

What's here, a letter I tulh, it is not fo : 
A letter written to Hieronimo. ' [fUdivk* 

"^ Far want of inky receive this hkodjf nvrii ; 

Me hath /oy hattefi brother hid from ihet: . 

Revenge thyje^on BaUbaaufr mid him : 

For thofe were th^ that murdered thy fim% 

Hieronimo^ revenzt Horatio^ s deaths 
' Jind, letter far than Beliijeperia doth. 
What means this unexpected miracle ? 
My fon ilain by Lorenao, and the foinde ! 
W^hat caufe had they Horatio to malign ? 
Or what might move thee, Belimperi^ . 
To accufe thy brother had he been the ipe?ui^ 
Hieronimo, beware, thou art betrayed, . 
And to intrap thy life, this train is laid : 
Advife thee therefore, be not credulous & 


^s, in "Evtry Man in bis Humour^ A« 3. S. 7 : h 

« — (he ihall not go) I bat futr the knfrr^'* 
Sejamts bis FaJI, A. 4 : 

** His fubtilty hath chofe this doubling llne^ 
** To hold him even in : not fo to fear him, 
** As wholly put him out, and yet gire check 
« Unto his farther boldaeft." 
^ Fair ^arrdf A. 2. S. i : 

<* Could but my ibule refolve my caufe were juj^^ 

<< Earth's mountalnc, nor lea's lurge fhould hide him from mec« 

« E!ne to helFs threfhold would I follow him^......----^ 

** And fee the ilanderer ih before I ie(c kim, '- 

** But as it is it fearts ms.*' 
Eupbues ohJ bis Enguuid,' p^iz^ : ** -«- &or iht thjreatamgs. of Jciu^ 
<« -(which ire penUous to a prince), nor the perfwafions of Papiftf (whieh 
<< are honny to the mouth) could either fear bir, or allure hir. Sec." 
. 2'ke Curtain Drawer eftb* fif^prldf iii2, p. ^i <f*..*.if he ^]lfi0t 
u us out of our wits with ftrange woxds, &(•" 'r 

*S3 difcoBCcbt, 16 18* a3« 33* . ' ' 

— ■ ■ Tli» 
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f his IB devifed to endanger tbee, i 

That thpUy by thisy Lor^so ilv^vftldft apcufe : 

And he, for the dilhonour done, (hould drasv 

Thy life in quedion*. snd thy nar^ in hate. . 

Dear was the life of my be^ved ion, 

And of his death behooves ibe be r^vcio^d : 

Then hazard not thine own, Hierjonimo ; 

But live' to effeft thy refolution. 

I therefore will by drcutnfi«nces try, 

What I can gather to confirm this Hrrit j 

And ' '' heark'ning near the duk^ of Caftile's houfc^i 

Clofe, if I can, with BeUmpeci^ 

To liften more 3 but nothiBg to *•• bewray. 

Ent^ Pedriogano* 


Hier(mim* 


NoW} Pedriogaiio! 

Now, Hieronimot 

Where*s thy lady t 

Fidritm^M. 
I know not: here's my lord* 

, Rnter Lotenzo* 

Lorermom 
How now» \¥b,o*s this» Hleronimp f 

Hieronmo, 

My lord* 

PedringanOt 
He alketh for noy lady Btlimperia. 

What to do, Hieronimo ? the duke my fatlief batk 

Upon fome dijigrace a while reooovM her hence : 

But if be aught t may inform ber of, 

Tell mei Hieronimo, and 111 let her know it« 

< 

^ '39 hewray"] bewray, which at prefent hia only i ^rty tftMning, an- 
ciently fignifietf fktray^ H dsfc9v^, Mr. St«fT«n9*« Nott cfA King Ltar, 
Ai|.S. 6. 


/ 
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Nay, nay, my lord, I thank you, It fliall not need, 
I had a fuit unto her, but too late, 
And her difgraoe makes lae unfortunate. 

^^ Why fo, Hieronitno ? i^fe me. 

Hioironimo. 
Who y<m^ m^ lord? 
I refervi your favour fir a greater ianottrm 
This is a 'very toy^ my kfd^ a #tfy. 

Lorenzo* 
AWs one^ Hieronimo^ acquaint me with it* 

Rieronimo* 
T faith ^ my lordy *tis an idle things I muft cotffs^ 
I hiC been tooJlOck^ too tardy^ too remijs unto your honour. 

' Lorenzo. , 
Hmx $ufWf HieronimoT 

EBeronimo* 
h troth J my lordy it is a thing of nothing ; 
l%e murder ef a fon^ or fo: 
A thing of nothings my lord. 

Lorenzo* 
Why, then fiutwel. 

HieroMimo^ 
My grief no heart, my thoughts no tongue can tell. [Exit* 

Xjorenzo. 
Come hither, Pedringanio ; fee'ft thou this? 

Pedringano, 
My lord, I (ee it, and fufped it too* 

Lorenzom 
I This Is that damn'd villain, Serberine, 
^ That hath, I fear, reveal'd Horatio's death. 

Pedringano* 
My lord, he could not, 'twas fo lately done ; 
And fince, he hath not left my company* 

149 Wb^fo, &C.J This fcene likcwife is rgeded by l^x. Hiwklas* 
Inftcad *ofit, Hkronimo fays : ^ \ 

« O, no, my lord ; Ldare not, it muft not Iw : \ 

n '< I h«mbly tluink your lordihip.'* ... 

Lortnxo^ 
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Admit be have lQot» his condition** fuch. 
As fear or flattering words may make him falie* 
I know his humour, and therewith repent 
7bat e'er I us'd him in this enterprife. 
But, {^edringano, to prevent th^ worft. 
And 'caufe 1 know thee fecret as my ibul. 
Here, for thy &rther fatisfa^tion, take '^' thou (his, 

{(riveM him maregpld. 
And^ hearken to me ; '^ thus it is devisM» 
This night thou muft, (and pr^ythee fo refolve) 
[Meet Serberine a,t St. Lingis' park : 
' Thou know'fl 'tis here hard by behind the houie ; 
There take thy ftand, and fee diou firike him fure ; 
For die he muft, if we do mean to live. 

Pedringanon 
But how ihall Serberine be there, my lord ? 

t Let me alone, VIX fend to him to meet 
^ The Prince and me, where thou muft do this deed. 

Pidringano. 
It fhall be done, my l(»d, it ihall be done; 
And 111 go arm myfelf to meet him there. 

Lorenzo. 
When things ihall alter, as I hope they will 
Then ihalt thou mount for this : tnou know'ft my mind. 
^Cbfkjenml [Exit Pedringano. 

Enter Page. 

Page. 
My lord ! . 

Lorenzo. 
Gro, iirrah, to Serberine, and bid him forthwith 
Meet the prince and me at St. Lingis' park. 
Behind the fioufe, this evening, boy. 

P^e. 
I go> n?y lord. 

*♦* thee, 1623. 33. <♦* — ^thus It li dif^uls'd, 1618. 23. 33. 

L 3 Lorenxo. 
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But, firrah, let the hour be eigliC a dbdc : - ' 

Bid him not fail. 

I fly, my lord. \S^U% 

Now to confirm the comf>lot thou haft caft, 
Of all theic pra6ticc8, TIP fprejid the watch, 
Upon precire commandment from the king, 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedringano 
This night fhaH murda' haplefs Scrberine. 
Thus mufl we work, that wiU avoid diilraft^ 

NThus mull we pra^e to prevent mkhap: 
And thus one ifl another muft expulfe^ ' 
i This fly inquiry of Hieronimo 
iFor Belimperia breeds fol^ion, 
\ And this fufpicion bodes a farther ill« 

As for myfcli-, I know my fccret fault. 

And fo do they; but I have dealt for them t 

They that for coin their foul$ endangered. 

To fave my life, for coin ftall venture theirs : 

And better 'tis that bafe com^n'ion^ die, 

Than by their life to hazard our good haps ; 

Nor (hall they live, for me to f«*r their faith : 

ril truft myfelf, myfelf ihaJI b^ my friewl: 

for die they fliall y flave$ are ordain'd '^^ to no other end. 

Pnter Pedringano with a piftol. 

Pedringano, » 

Now, Pedringano, bid thy piilol hold*; 
And hold on, fortune, once more favour me. 
Give but fuccefs to mine attempting fpirit, 
And let m<e (hift for taking qf mine aim. 
Here is the gold, this is the gold proposM, 
It is no dream that I adventure for, 
But Pedringano is poiTeft thiereof ; 
And he that would not ftrain his confcipnce 
For him, that thus his liberal purfe had flretcht, 


?^3 for, 1618. 23. 33. 


Uaworthy 
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VnwoTthy fuch a favour may be hW ; 
And wtfhtttg, want, when fuch aa I pimil : 
As for the fear of apprdienfion, 
I know* if need (hould be, my noble lord 
Will fland between me and enfuing harms : 
Beiides, this place is free from all ^^ fufped. 
Here therefore will I ftay, and take my iiasd. 

Enter the Watch. 

Ftrft Watchman. 
I wonder much to what intent it 19, 
That we are thus ezprefsly charg'd to watch. 

Second Watchman. 
*Ti8 by commandment in the king's own name* 

Third Watchman. 
But we were never wont to *♦' watch and '^ ward 
So near the duke his '*^ brother's houfe before. 

Second Watchman. 
Content yourfel^ fiand dofe, there's fomewhat in't. 

« 

Enter Serberlne* 

Serhertni. 
Here, Serbenne, ittend and flay thy pace . 
For here did don Lorenzo's page appoint, • 
That thou by his convipand ftiouldd meet with him : 
How fit a place, ki one were fo difpos'd ! 
Methinks this comer is to clofe with one. 

Pedringan§. 
Here comes the bird that I mufl feize upon : 
Now, Pedringaiio, or never, play the man. 

Serberine, 
I wonder that hts lord(hip days fo long. 
Or wherefore ihould he fend for me fo late ? 

'^4 fufpea"] See Note 45 to Edward II. vol. II. p. i%$. 

145 — tuatcb and *ufard^\ Thefe are terms ufed in feveral modem aA» 
of parliament^ for that compofition which is paid in the City of London 
tb exctife the attendance which formerly every hoofeholder was obliged ^o 
give in perfon to watck in his refpe£live ward. See Stow*8 Survey ^ voL II. 
f. 393« Strype's Edition 1720; alfovol. I. p. lol. 

*46 nor, 1618. 13. 33. 

'47 Sr0tb€r's oauttcd, x6l8. 23. 33. 

L 4 Pedh'ngano. 
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Pidringano* 
For this, Serberinc, and thou fhalt ha't* ISboofs the Dag^^^^ 
Sp> there he lies; my promife is perform/fi. 

ne Watch. 

Firft Watchman^ / 

Hark, genidemen, this i^ a piilol (hot* 

Second Watchjnan^ 
And here's one (lain ; (lay the murderer. 

Fedringano. 
Now by the forrows of the fouls in hell, 

[Hefri'ves with the Wa^^ 
Who firft lays hold pn me, 1*11 be his prieft. 

nird IFaichman^ 
Sirrah, confcfs, and therein play the prieft ; 
Why haft thou thus unl^indly Kill'd the m^n i 

Pedringano. 
Why ? becaufe he walkM abroad fo late 

Third Watcbtnai^m 
Come, fir, you had better kept your bed. 
Than hare committed this mifdeed fo late. 

Second Watchman^ 
Come, to thcjparihal's M^ with the murderer.^' 

Firji Watchman. 
On tp Hieropimo's **° : hdp me here 
To bring the murder'd body with us toOn 

Pedringano, 
Hieroninao's ? carry ipe before whom you will, 

*4* Vag^ The ancient name for aplftol. So, in jirden of "Fevtrjhea^i 
<* Or dare abide the noife /i&« oag^ will make." \ 

Again, 

*< I'll leave yo^u and a^t your da^s difchafgc." 

Again, 

<* My dagge was Icavelled at his hart.*' 

Jack Drum*s Entertainment, 1616, A. 5 : 

« With I Sir, yes Sir, and fo Sir, at eaph word, 
** Whilft he would fliew me how to hold the daggtf 
*' To draw the cock, to charge and fetthe flint." 

Roger Afcham's JffWksf 4to. by Bennet, p. 21: " The Prince, yet 
f* always bare hymfelfc fo wifely, that he could not without fomc fturre 
*' be thruft down$ opeply ; §x)d ridyngon his journey, he was once.flio^ 
/< with a dagge fccretlyl 

'49 mar&all, 1618. 23. 33.. }^^ Hifronijno, iM* *3^33* 

Whatever 


i 


THE SPANISH TRAGEDY. , tBa 

WhatcVr he be. 111 anfwer him and you. 

And do your worft, for I defy you all. [£K»iwr« 

Enter Lorenzo, anJ Balthazar. 

• Balthazar* 
How noWy my lord, what makes you rife fo foon ? 

Loren7S0m 
Fear of preventing our midiaps too late. 

Balthazar. V 

What roifchief is it that we not miflrufl ? 

Lorenzo. 
Our greateft ills we leafi miilruft, my lord, ' ^ 

,And unexpedted harms do hurt us rnoft* 

Balthazar. 
Why, tell me, don Lorenzo, tell me, roan, • 
If aueht concerns our honour, and yoUr own ? 

Larenzi. 
i5« Nor you, nor me, my lord, but both in one: 
For I fufpe6l, and the prefumption's great. 
That by thofe bafe confederates in our fault, 
Touching the death of don Horario, " 

^We are betray'd to old Hieronimo. 

Balthazar, 
Betray'd, Lorenzo ? tufh 1 it cannot be. 

Lorenzo. 
/ A guilty confcience, urged with the thought 
' lOf fonAer evils, eafily cannot err : 
I am perfuaded, and dilluade me not, 
T^iat all's revealed to Hieronimo, 
And therefbre know, that I have cad it dius. 

Enter Page. 
Jlut here^s the Page-*-How now, what news with thee ? . 

Page, 
My lord, Serberine is flain. 

- Balthazar. 
Who, Serberine my man? 

Page. 
Your highnefs* man, my lord, 

Lorenzo, 
jSpea^, f^gt^ who murdered him ? 

»5» Not, 1618. 313. 33. 

Page. 
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Page. 
He that U apprehended for the fd6t« 

Who? 

Page. 

Pedringano. 

»5« Is SerbcriDe (lain, that lov'd his lord fi> wdl? 
Injurious tiU^d ! murderer of his friend ! 

Lorenzo. 

Hath Pedrittgano murdered Serberine i 
My lord, let me intteat you to take the paint 
To exafperate and haflen his revenge ; 
With your complaints unto my lord the kiag. 
This their diflenfion breeds a greater doubt. 

Balthazar. 

AlTure thee, don Lorenzo, he (hall die. 
Or elfe his highnefs hardly {hall deny. 
Mean while I hafte the marihal fedions : 
For die he ihall for tht& his damned deed. ^Exit Balthazar. 

Lorenzo, 

Why fo, this fits our former policy, 
And thus experience bids the wife to deal : 
I lay the plot, heprofecutes the point : 
I fet the trap, he breaks the worthlefs twigs. 
And fees not that wherewith the bird was *5*lim'd. 
Thus hopefu[ men, that mean to hold their own, 
Mufk look like fowlers to their dearell friends ; 
He runs to kill, whom I have '^^ holp to catch, 
And no man knows it was my reaching fetch. 
*Tis hard to truil unto a multitude, 
Or any one, in mine opinion, 
When men themfelves their i^bcrets will reveal. 

'sa I, Serberlncy 1618. 13. 33. 

»5 3 i'lmd.'] i, t, fnaredf or entangled, as a bird with bird-lime. So, ijei 
Jtfucb ado about Nothing , A. 3. ^i. 

« Sbe*s i'tmaif 1 warrant you ; we have caught her, madam." 
jfrdtn of Feverjham, 

" once more 

. " Lime well yoisr twigs to catch this wary bird/* 
*54 hope, 1623. 33. 
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Entfr a MtfftngtT vMb a Itiur. 

Boy. 

My lord. 

What's he? 

I have a letter to your lonHhip. 

L*reiise0, 
From whence ? 

From Pedringano, that's imprilba'd. 

So, he la ''' lo pnlbn then } 

MtJHgir. 
Aye, my good lord. . 

What Would he with us ? 

He wriios us here, To ftand, gocd Lortgeo, and ht!p him ht 
, , dlfiufs, &c. 

/Tell him, I have his tetters, know his mind ; 
\ And what we may, lechim aiTure him of. 

fellow be gone, my boy (hall follow thee. \S,xlt Mtfftngtr, 

This works like wax ; yet once more try thy wits. 

Boy, go, convey this putfe to PcdriuganOT 

Thou kaow'ft the ptifon, clofely give it him. 

And be advis'd that none be thereabout: 

Bid him be merry Dill, but fecret j - 

And though the marfhal '>' felfions be to-day. 

Bid him not doubt of his delivery; 

Tell him, hli pardon is already llgn'd : 

And thereon bid him boldly be refotv'd ; 

For were he ready to be turned off, 

)(As 'tis my will the uttermoil: be try'd) 

Thou with hit pardon Ihalt aciend him Aill ; 
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Shew him thi,s box, tell him his pardon's in't: 
But o^Tcn't not, and if thou lov'ft thy life: 
Birt let him wifely keep his hopes unknown, 
JBe (hall not want while don Lorenzo lives : away. 

I go^ my lord, I run* [Exit Page. 

horeriTSB. 
But, firrah, fee that this be cleanly done, 
^ow frauds our fortune on. a '^' tickle point. 
And now or never end Lorenzo's doubts 
One only thing is uneffeded yet. 
And that's to fee the executioner. 
But to what end ? '^^ I ltd not truil the air 
With utterance of our pretence therein; , 
For fear the privy whifpeting of the wind 
Convey our words amongfl unfriendly ears 
Tbat lie too open to advaQfa^es• 
Et quel che nfoglioy to ncjfun lofa^ 
hUindo w quel mi hqftara* [ExiU 

Enter Bay.ivii^ tbe box. 

Boy. 
r^ My mader hath forbidden me to look in this box ; and by 
\ my *'• troth 'tis likclv, if he had not warned me, I (hould not 
iliavc had fo much idle time: for we ***^menskind in our mi- 
Wority are Uke women in their uncertainty ; that they are moft 
Iforbidden, they will fooneft attempt: fo I now.— By my 
'*^ bare honefty, here's nothing but the bare empty box : were 
lit not fin againft fecrecy, I would fay it were a piece of gentle- 
' man-like knavery. I mud go to Pedringatio, and tell him his 
pardon is in this bhx ; nay, I would have fworn it, had I not 
iecn the contrary. I cannot chufe but fmile, to think how the vil- 
lain will flout the gallowsi fcorn the audience, anddefcanton the 
langman; and all prefuming of his pardon from hence* 
'ill't not be an odd jefl, for me to (land and grace every jefl he 

■S7 tkkW] See Note to Cornelia^ vol. II. p. 148. and Mr. Stccvcns's 
Jlote on the Second Part of Henry VI. A. i. S. i, 

'58 /omitted, 1618.23.33. *5» honefty, T 6 18. 23. 33. 

>6° men-kind, x6i8. 23. 33. . »*» credit, i6i8. 23. 33. 

t makes. 
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makes, pointing my finger at this box, as \vho '^* would fsy, 
mock on, here'i thy warrant ? h\ not a fcurvy jeft, that a maa 
Ihould jeft himfelFto death f Alas ! poor Pedringano, 2 am ui 
a fort lorry for thee ; . but, if I fhould be hang'd with thee, I 
cannot ^^^ weep. f -fijrA. 

, £mter Hieronimo ^tui ibe Deftitym 

Hierommo. 
r Thus mud we toil in other men's extreams, 
VThat Icnow not haw to remedy our own ; 
And do them juftice, when unjufily w)e,. 
For all our wrongs, can compals no redrefs. 
But ihall I never live to fee the day, 
That I may come, by jdlice of the heavens. 
To k-now the caufe, that may my cares allay ? 
This toils my body, this confumeth age. 
That only I to All men juft muft be, 
/ And neither go^s nor men be juil to me. 
' Deputy, 

Wonhy Hieronimo, your office afta 
A care to puniih fuch as do tranfgrefs* 

Hieronimo* 
So is*t my duty to regard his death, 
Who when he livM, delerv'd my deareft blood. 
But come, for that wfc came for : let's begin. 
For here lies that, which bids me to be gone. 

Enter Officers^ J?£V, and Pedringano with a letter in Mi hoMd^ 

hound* 

Deputy* 
Bring forth the prilbner, for the court is let. 

Pedringano* 
Gramercy boy : but it was time to come ; 
For I had written to my lord anew, 
A nearer matter that concerneth him. 
For fear his lordfhip had forgotren me : 
But (ith he hath remembered me fo well,'-* 
Come, come, come on, when ihall we to this gear? 

Hz (hoaldj 1618; 23. 33. ^•i could not, 16x8'. 23. 33. 

Hieronimoti 
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Sund forthy tbou moniler, murderer of men^ 
And here for fatUfa^ion of the world, 
Confefs thy folly, apd repent thy fault; 
For there's thy **♦ place of execution. 

Ptdringano. 

This is ftiort work ; well, to your marfhaUhip* 
Firii:> I confefs, nor fear I death therefore, 
I am the man, 'twas I ilew Serberine. 
But, fir, then you think this ihall be the place. 
Where we ihall fatisfy you for this gear ? 

Aye, Pedringano. 

Fidnngano. 

Now *•% I think not fo. "^ 

lUrn'onime. 

Peace, impudent ; for thou ihalt find it fo ; 
For blood with blood, ihall (while I fit as judge) 
Be fatisfied, and the law d'tfcharg'd. • 
And though myfelf cannot receive the like. 
Yet will I fee that others have their right. 
Difpatch, the fault's approved, and confeft ; 
And by our law, he is coademn'd to die. 

Enter Hangman. 

Come on, fir, are you ready ^• 

Pidringanif* 
To do what ? my fine oifioioua knave* 

Hangman* 
Ta go to this gear. 

Pedrtngan<>9 

O, fir, you are too forward ; thou wouldft fain fumiih m€ 
with a halter, to dlsfurnifh me of my habit : 

So I (hould go out of this gear my raiment, into that gear 
the rope : 

But, hangman, now I fpy your knavery ; HI not change 
Without boot, that's flat. 


»*4 the, i€i8. zj. I J. ««s Nf, 1618. 23. 
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Htrngmuu 

Pedringano^ 
So then, I muft up ? 

No remedy, 

Ptdrinii^H9m 

Ye«» but there fliall be ^r '^ my conli^ dowju 

Indeed here's m remedy for that* 

Pedrittgtmo^ 
How? to be turnM off? 

♦ Aye truly. Come, are you rea^? 

I pray you, fur, difpatch, the day goes away. 

PedringwiOm 
What, do you. hang by the Jboor ? if you do, 
I may chance to break your (M cuftom. 

Faith you have ^*' r^fon, for I am like Co break yoi«' yoisng 
neck. 

Pedriugattff. 
Dgeit thou mock me, haagman ? pray God I be not pifc* 
feVd to, break your knave's pate for this. 

Hangman, 
Alas ! fir, you are^ a foot too law to reach it : and I hope 
yott wiU nffiper grow fo high, while I am in the offiee. 

Ptdringwn* 
Sirrah, doft fee yonder boy with the box in his hand ? 

Uawgman. 
What^ he tint points to it with his finger ? 

Aye, that companion. 

tijtHgfniMt 
J know him not, but what oi him ? 

Pedrti^ano* 
Doft thou think to live till fau dd doublet will make diQe.a 
pew trufs } 

•#• iwy Qfiutted; xix%. xy 3|. »*7 no reafon, i6r8. 13. 33. 

fimngnutti. 
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Hatigman* ^ 

Aye, and many'a fair year alter, to trufi up many an honefler 
inan» than either thou, or he. 

Pedringam* "' 

What hath he in his box, as thou thinkefl f 

Hangman, 
Faith> I cannot tell, nor I care not greatly ; 
MethiDks, ymi (hbuld rather hearken to your foul^s healths 

PidringattOm 
Why, firrah hangman, I take it, that what is good for <he 
body, 18 likesvife go>od for the foul : and it may be, in thaC 
box is balm for both. 

HMgmafi^ 
Well, thou art even the merrieft piece of mans-flefh that ever 
groan'd at my office-door. 

Is your roguery become an office with a knave's name? 

JiaftgfUinu 
Aye, and that (hall all they witnefs that fee you feal it with 
a thief "s name. 

Pedrtnganom 
I pr*ythee requeft this good company to pray **' with me. ' 

Hangman* ' * ' 

Aye, marry fir, this is a good motion^^My mafterg, you fee 
here's a good fellow. 

Pedringano. 
Nay, nay, now I remember me, let them alone till fomc 
other time ; for now I have no great need. 

Hieronimo, 
I have not (een a wretch fb impudent. 
O mondrous times ! where murder's fer fo light, 
And where the foul, that fikoukl be ftirin'd in heaven. 
Solely delights in interdided things. 
Still wandering in the thorny paflages^ 
That intercepts itfelf of happincfs. 
Murder, O bloody monfter ! God forbid 
«A ikuH To foul ihould Tcape unpunifh'd. 
Difpatch* and fee this ^^' execution done r * . : 

This makes me to remember thee, my foo« . [Exit HieronUnou 

. ^ "*7 for, 1618. 13. 33* *«* the, 16x8. 43. 33* 

Ptdringtm9% 
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PedrtMgawu 


.«77 


Nay, fofr, no Hafie* 

Deputy, 
Why, wherefpre flay yoq ? Have you hope of life ? 

Pedringano^ 
Why, aye, 

HMtgmattm 
As how? 

Pedringano* 
Why, rafcal ! by my pardon from the king; 

^ Hangmatt. "- 

Stand you on that ? then you fhall dff with this. 

[He ikms him effl 
Deputy, 
So, executioner-^-^nvey him hence i 
But let his body be unburied : 
Let not the earth be choaked or in fed): 
With that which heaten condemns, and men negle^. 

IjExeunh 
Enter Hieroninio; 

Hteronmo* 
Where (hall 1 run^ to breathe abroad my woes* 
My woes^ whofe weight hath weane4 the earth } 
Or mine exclaims, that have furcharg'd the air 
With ceafelefs [Plaints for my deceafed fon ? 
The bluftering winds, cojafpiiing with my wprdSi^ 
At my lament, have movM the leafiefs trees, 
Difrob'd the meadows of their flower*4 green. 
Made mountaiiis marfh, with '^' fpring-tides of my teart^ 
And broken thro' the brazen gates of hell* 
Yet ftill tormentsed is my tortur'd foUl 
With broken iighs and refilefs paflions, 
That winged mount^ and, hovering in the s|ir. 
Beat ^7° at the windows of the brighieft heavens^ 
Soliciting for juflice and revenge : 
But they are plac'd in thofe imperial heigjits. 
Where, countermur'd with walls of diamond^ 

>«» fpring-tide^ i6i8. 23. 33. I7J But^ x^i j, ^j. 33, 

Vo t. llh M I fiB4 
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e impre^able, and they ' 
a, and give my words do vafi 

Bxttr HangMOH viith s letlef, 

God blefi you, fir; the man, fir, Petcrgad, fir, 
) full of merry conceit*— 

HiermtaM. 
: of hiini 

he went the wrouz way — the fellov had a feir 
3 the conttary. Sir, here is his paflpod— 'I 
we have done him wrong. 

Hieronimo, 
thee, give it me, 

Hangman. 
ind between the gallows and me i 
HicTBaimo. 


ur lord woHhip. [Exit HaQgmaa. 

Hiereniihff. 
3o' femewhat nearer me coocern?, 
: the grief that I ftiSain, 
ith forrow while I read on this; 

lurili as Hy extrtmts require, 
ituld la&Bur ttff diUmsty : 
3, my life is dr/perait; 
■ieath, Ifi'all revtai the irulb, 
ntf lord, IJ2e-jj him fir yeur fib, 
ifiderate with ibe prince aad yau ; 
<MTJi and hop^iil pramifei, 
vurder dm Horatia tot, 

lurdcr mine Horaiio, 
1 th' accurfed tragedy 
Liorenzo, Balthazar and thoti, 

fon, my fon deferv'd fo well ? 

heard i what hare mine qes beheld } 

O&cred 
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O ftcred heavens ! may it come to pafi 

That fuch a moafirous and detefied deiedy ' 

So clofely fmother'd, and fo long conceal'd. 

Shall thus *'* by this be venged or reTeal*d ? 

Now fee I what I durfi: not then fufpe^t. 

That Belimperia's letter was not feign'd ;' 

Nor feigned (he, tho* falfly they have wrong'd 

Both her, myfelf, Horatio, and themfelyes. 

Now may I make compare *twixt hcr's and this^ 

Of every accident I ne er could find 

Till now, and now I feelingly perceive 

Ttipy did what heaven unpunifh'd ^^^ would not leave* 

falfe Lorenzo ! are thefe thy flattering looks ? 
Is this the honour that thou didft my fon ? 
And, Balthazar, bane to thy foul and me, ' 
Was this the ranfom he referv'd thee ^^^ for? 
Woe to the caufe of thefe conftrained wan ! 
Woe to thy bafenefs and captivity ! 

Woe to thy birth, thy body, and thy fbuU 
Thy curfea father, and thy conquered felf 1 
And bann'd with bitter execrations be 
The day and place wher^ he did pity thee ! 
But wherefote wafte I mine unfruitful words^ 
When hoilght but blood will fatisfy my woes ? 

1 will go 'plain me to my lord the king. 
And cry aloud for juftice thro' the court. 
Wearing the flints with thefe my withei^d feet; 
And either pyrchaie juftice by intreats. 

Or tire theih all with my reven^^ng threats. [£xO^ 

'71 ihill thus be this revenged, 1618. 

Ihall thus be thus revenged, 16234 3|« 
17a fliouid, i6i8. «3. 33. 
*73 for thte, i6i8. 23. 33, 
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ACT iV.^14 

inter Ifibella tmi her Mald^ ^ 

yiJbella.. 
So that you fry 4lii%i^rb •w.iH.pur^ the ^'^ ^y^ 
And this the head— Ab, but tjOE^cof iheniwill purge the lieart! 
No, there's i;o m0didnc Wt l<Hr my difcafr. 
Nor any phy iBck to rccurc the i^* , ySbe n/»4 Jmfitki^ 
Horatio, O where's Ijk>ratk>? 

. r ' Maid. 

Good madftnw affigbf;^ not thus yofvf^lf 
.With outrage for your fen iWatiQ, 
He fleeps in quiet in the Kyfian Cueld$« 

Why, did I n(}tj»fe!you gown$, and gooiily thing! i^ 
Bought you a whittle, aud ^'<5 whipftaUt fioc«, 
To be revenged o|i tkeir.villwp\Q5^ 

Madam, thefe humours do torfsent my b\^ 

My foul, poal:. &i»l«^Thou talk -ft of things 
Thou know'ft tuit what--My fprt balh filver wioga, . 
That mount me up un:tO the bigheft^heaveof ; 
To heaven, aye, there fit« my HofBttp^. 
BackM with a troo|> of i«ry cberubiivs, 

, . i?-* Formerly this PUy coniiftcd only of four A^i* * The divIl\on of 
this aft into two was'toa'de by Mr. Hawkins. 
»7S eyes, 1618. 23. 33. 

i?^ wbipjialk] or ^bipjiock, .psdNibly t« tb€ handle of 'a whjp^ rouiK^ 
<< which a ftrap of leather j« AifuaUy twiile<i, and is fgmetimes put for 
« the whip itfelf." So, in Pericles, A. 2 : . 
** For, by his rufty otitfide, he appears 
** To 'ave praftis*d more the wbip^ock than the launee,** 
And, in Ben Jonibn's New Irni, A. 3. S. i. 
Trundle fays : 

' «' -—I win ftep afide 
** Into the flables, and falute my mares." 
To which Pierce reply s : 

" Yes,' do, and fleep with 'em^ let him go bafc lufyipjlock/* 
Ocfctr examples are in Mr. Scecvens^s Note on Twejftb Nighty A. 2, S. 3^. 

Dancing 


Dancing about his ricwly-healcd wounds, 

Singing fweet hymns, and chaimting heayeUfy notes : 

Rare harmony to greet his *'' illnocence, 

That *'• died, aye died, a mirror in our djqra^ 

But fay, where fhall I find the men, ifie ttxMTitMB, '■' 

That flew Horatio ? Whither ftiall I run, 

To find them out;^ that murdered my fon f lEjmnt^ 

fielimperia at a wiudov^i 

Belimperkt. 
What means this outrage that is oifdrM me? 
Why am I thus fequefle?d from the court ? 
No notice ! fhaQ I not know the caufd 
Of thefe my fecret and fn^icious ills ? 
Accurfed brother! unkind murderer! . . 
Why bend'ft thou thus thy mind to martyr me ? 
Hieronimo, why '^^ writ I of thy wrongs ? 
Or why art thou fo flack in thy revenge ? 
Andrea, O Andrea ! that thon faw'ft 
Me, for thy friend Horatio, handled thus ! 
And him for me, thus caufelefs munkred ! 
Well, force perforce, I muft conftrain myfeltf 
To patience, and apply me to the time, 
Till heaven, as I have hop'd, (hall fet me. free. 

Enter ChriflopheU 

Chriftophel 
Come, madam Belimperia, this ^'» may not be, [Exeunt* 

Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar, and the Page* 

JLorenz0. 
Boy, talk no further — Thui far things go well. 
Thou art aifured that thou faw'fi: him ocad ? 

* Page. 
Or elfc, my lord, I live not. 

LorensiB. 
That's enough — . ' 

As for his refolution in his ^d, 

?77 innocency, 1618. 43. 33. '78 liv*d, 1618, 23* 33* 

>79 rite, 1618. 23. 35. .M9 xxwift^iii*. ii|^ 33, 
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to hirn widi whom he Ibjounii now. 

my ring, and give it Chnflopbel, 
im let my filler be^alwg'd, 
; her bitber firaight. — ■*■ [Exit Pa^ 

I did was for ■ polin', 

icid keep the murcfer fecret, 
a Dine-dayt wonder, bung o'er-bbwo, 
fiftn will I now cDlarge. 

BakbinaT. 
ic, Lorenzo ; for my lord the duke, 
,, enqutred for ber ye&er-night. 

ad my lord, I hope, you beard me by 

reafon why (he kept away : 

all one. My brd, you love her f 

I vour love beware ; deal cunningly; 
il[Mdon9, only footh me up ; 
hap to ftand on terms with us, 
■ fweet>hcart, and concealment fo, 
ler gently: under feigned jell 
I conccal'd, that elfe would breed *" unreft. 
he comes. 

Earn Bctin^iria, 
Ltreitta, 
ilcr— 

BtUmftria. 
no, thou art no brother, but an enemy, 
'ft thou not have us'd thy fifter fo ; 
&ight me with thy weapons drawn, 

Figeoniiiud, j6iS. 23. jj. 
'.] Vnrtft, far difpiui, is > word fVc^ently nlti by the eM 
I, in Tilts jMnmcut, A. s. S. 3 t 
id fo rcpofe fvcet gold, for tbeir aKrifi," 
[ewem'i Note on this line. 
119: 

en reft we hue a wUk in our mrifi." 

And 
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And with eztrpiuiEf abufe m^com^anrt 
And then to hurry me, like wliiriwiiid'a ragc^ 
Amidft a crew ot ihy coDfederatei, 
And clap me up wberc none might come ai 
Nor 1 ar any, to reveal my wrongt. 
What mailtling fury did poflcfs thy "• 
Or wherein is'c that I ofiended ihee? 
LoTtnze, 
Advife you better, Beiimperia, 
For I have done jou oo difparagement ; 
Unlefst by more difcreiion than deferv'd, 
I Ibughi to fave your honour ar.d mine ovra. 
Bilintptrla. 
Mine honour ! why, Lorenzo, wherun it'c 
That I ueglefl my reputatioa fo, 
Aj you ot any need to refcue it ? 
Lortnxa. 
His bighnels, and my father, were rdblv'd 
To come confer with old Hieronimo, 
Concerning certain matten ofeilate, 
Thai by the viceroy was determln'd. 
Beiimperia, 
And wherein was mine honour louch'd in (hat? 

Bajlba^aar. 
Have patience, Beiimperia, hear iljc reft. 

Me (next in fight) as mefleager they fent, 
To give him notice that they weie fo nigh ; 
Now when I came, coofoTted with the piinc^ 
And, unexpected, in an arbour there, 
Found Beiimperia with Horaiio. 
Btlimptria, 

How then?. 

Why then, remembering that old difgraee 
Which you for don Andrea had endur'd, 
And now were likely longer lo fuftain, 
By being found fo meanly accompanied, 

*»i wit, 16,8.13. 3j, 
Al 4 
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Thought rather, for I ■•♦ knew no readier mean, 

To thruft Horatio forth my Other's way. j 

BakhaTsar. ^ 

And carry you obfcurdy fomewhere clfe, 
Lefl that bis highneft ih'otild have found you there. 

Belimperia, 
Even fo, my lord ? and you are witnefs 
That this is true which he intreateth off-^^ 
You. gentle brother, fory'd this for my fake ; 
And you, my lord» were made his inftrument: 
A work of worthy worthy the noting too ! 
But what's the caufe that you conceal'd me fince ? 

Lorenxo, 
Your melancholy, fiflcr, flnce the news 
Of your firft favourite don Andrea's deaths 
My father's dd wrath hath exafperate. 

Balthazar, 
And better was't for you, being in difgrace. 
To abfent yourfelf, and give his fury place. 

Belimperia* 
But why had I no notiire of his ire } 

Lorenzo. 
That were to add more fuel to ^'5 your gj.^^ 
Who burnt like iBtna, for Andrea's lofs. 

Belimperia^ 
Hath not my father, then, enquir*d for me } 

Lorenzo^ 
Siiler, he hath, and thus excus'd I thee. 

[He nnhi^eretb in her ear^ 
But, Belimperia, fee the gentle prince. 
Look on thy love, behold young Baltnazar, 
Whofe paffions by thy preftnce are increas'd ; 
And in whofe melancholy thou may'ft fee 
Thy ''^^ hate, his love, thy flight, his following thee. 

Belimperia* 
Brother, you are become an orator, 
I know not I, by what experience, 

»•* know, 1618. 23. 33. *'S the, 1618. Z3. 33. 

*8« Thy hate is love, 1618. 
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Too politick for me, paft all compare, 
Since laft I faw you — But content yourfelf. 
The prince is meditating higher things, 

Tis of thy beauty then, that conquers kings: 
Of thofe thy trelfes, Ariadne's **7 twins. 
Wherewith my libcrtj' thou haft furpriz'd ; 
Of that thine ivory front, my forrow's map. 
Wherein I fee no haven to reft my hope. 

Belimperia, 

To love and fear, and both at once, my Iwd, 
In my conceit, are things of more import 
l^han women's wits are to be bufied with« 

Balthazar, 


iijl 


Tis I that love. 
Whom? 
Belimperia. 
But I, that fear. 
Whom? 
Belimperia. 
Fear yourfelf? 
Aye» brother. 
How? 


BiUmpetia, " 
Balthazafm ' 
Belimperia, 

Balthazar. 
Belimperia. 

Lorenwt. 
Belimperia. 

Ijoreftzo, 


Belimperia, 
As thofe that, '" what they love, are loath and fear to lofc. 

Balthazar, 
Then, fair, let Balthazar your keeper be. 

Belimperia, 
■•^ No, Balthazar doth fear as well as we : 


**7 twinnes, 1618. 23. 33. 
?»9 JV# omitted, 1 61 8. 23. 33, 


'" when, i6i8» 23. 3j. 
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Kfi tremuh metui paroidum junxere timorem^ 
£i *uaMumJioliiLc froditionis opus. [Exit^ 

Lorenzo^ 
'Nay^ an' you argue things fo cunningly^ 
Well go continue this difcourfe at court. 

Balthazar, 
Led by the '^load-ftar of her heavenly looks, 
■•* Wends poor opprefTed Balthazar, 
As o'er the mountains walks the wanderer. 
Uncertain to eliedt his pilgrimage* \^Exeunt^ 

Enter twa Portugueje^ and Hieronimo fiieeti them* 

I Fortuguefe. 
By your leave, fir. 

'** Hieronimo. 
• *^i neither as you think^ nor asyou thinkf 
Nor asyou think : you*re wide all-^ 
^hefi ^flippers are not mine^ the^ were myfon Horatio^ s^ 
My fon ! and whafs a fin f 
A thing hegot within a pair of minutes^ thereabout; 
A lump bred up in darknefs^ and doth ferve 
To balance thofe light creaturet we call women^ 
And, at the nine months* emdy creeps firth to light m 
What is therfyot in afin^ 
To make a father doat^ rarve^ or run mad? 
Being born^ it poutSy cries^ and breeds teeth. 

*9^ toad-/}ar2 So, in Shakfpeare's Midfummer^s Night*: Dreamy 
A* I- S. I : ** O happy fair ! 

** Your eyes arc lode-JianJ* 
Upon this pafiagc Dr. Johnfon obferves, " This was a compliment not 
** unfrequent among the 9ld poets. The lode-far is the leading or guid- 
*« ing ftai, that is, the Pole-Jtar, The magnet is, for the fame reafon, 
** oiled the lode-Jiortf, either becaufe it leads iron, or becaufe it guides 
** the failor, Milton has the fame thought in V Allegro-; 
** Tow*rs and battlements he fees 
** Bofom'd high in tufted trees^ 
*' Where perhaps fome beauty lies, 
** The Cynofurc of neighboring eyes, 
*• Pavies calls Elizabeth ** lode-ftone to hearts, and lode-Hone to alleyes.*^ 
See alfo Mr. Stcevens's Note on the above paflage. 
isi lrVtnds\ See Note l6 toTancredand Gifmund/t, vol. II. p* 174, 
^^^ This t}>eech omitted aiib in the fecond edition. 
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HP&H is there yet in a fin T 
He muft he fed^ he taught to gOy andfpeak. 
Aye J or yet ; ixify might not a man love a calf as nsxUt 
Or melt in paffion oW afrijking kid^ as for ^fistf 
Methinks a young hacon^ 
Or a fine little finooth horfi-coU^ 
Should move a man as much as doth a fin | 
For one rfthefi^ in very little time^ 
WiUgrow to fime good ufi \ vohereas afin^ 
The more he grorjjs infiature and inyearsy 
The more unjquar'd ^'' unhevekd^ hea/>/>earSf 
Reckons- his parents among the rank offoolsy 
Strikes care *'♦ upon their heads ixfith his madriots^ 
Makes them look old hefore they jpeet ixtith age : 
This a fin ; and what a lofi ^vere thisy confider*d tnjy? 
Oby hut my Horatio grew out ef reach cfthofe 
Jnfatiate humours ; he lov*d his loving parents : 
He was. my comfirt^ and his ptother^s joy^ 
The very arm that did hold up our houfi^^ 
Our hopes werejtored up in him. 
None hut a damned murderer could hate him* 
He had not feen the hack rf nineteen years y 
When his ftrong arm unhorsed the proud prince Balthazar i 
And his great mindy too fill of honour y 
Took him us to mercyy that valiant hut ignohle Portingalim 
Welly heaven is hearuen fiill! 
And there is Nemefisy andfirieSy 
And things called whips y 
And th^ fimetimes do meet with murderers: 
They do not ahvi^s Ycapey thai s fime comfort. 
•^9 ^t *^y and then time fields ouy andfieals^ andfieats^ 
Till violence leaps filthy like thunder 
Wratf in a ball rf firCy 
Ana fi doth bring confufion to them alL 
Good leave have you : J pray you gOy 
For m leave off\ if you can leave mcfi^ 

Hicronimo* 
Good leave have you ; nay, Ipray you, go. 
For ril l^ave you, it you can leave me io, 

J93 unlcaviU'd, 1623. 33. '54 cares, 1613. 33. 

2 Portttguefi^ 
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I 

2 Pof'tugue/?, 
Pray you, which is the *♦* next way to my lotd the dukcV ? 

Hioronima, 
The next way from me. 

2 Portuguefe. 
To his houfe, we mean. 

Hieromme, 
O, hard by ; 'tis yon houfe that you fee. 

2 .Poi'tugtiefe, 
You could not tell us if his fon were there 

Hicrottimom 
Who, my lord Lorenzo ? 

I Portugufje, 
Aye, fir. \He goes In at one door^ and comes out at amthirw 

Hieronimo, 
O forbear, for other talk for us far fitter were; 
Bur if you be *^ importunate to know 
The way to him, and where to find him out. 
Then lift to me, and Til refolve your doubt : 
There is a path upon your left-hand fide, 
That leadeth from a guilry confcience 
Unto a foreft of diftruft and fear, 
A darkfome place, and dangerous to pafs ; 
There (hall you meet with melancholy thoughts, 
**' Whofe baleful humours if you but uphold. 
It will conduft you to defpair and death ; 
Whofe rocky cliffs when you have once beheld, 
Within a hugy dale of lalling night, 
'*' That kindled with the world's iniquities. 
Doth caft up filthy and detcfted fumes. 
Not far from thence, where murderers have built 
An habitation for their curfed fouls. 
There in a brazen cauldron, fix'd by Jove 
In his fell wrath, upon a fulphur flame, 
Yourl'elves (hall find Lorenzo bathing him 
In boiling lead and blood of innocents. 

'95 mxt omlnfiy i6i8. 2^. 33. \9^ importunr, 1618. 23. 

*^7 Whole palpful humours iiyoc but behold, 1618. 23. 33. 
»s* Thai'i, 1618. Z3. 33. ' ♦ 
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1 Partuguefe, 

Hfly ilfty hd« 

Hiertmimo^ 
Ha, ha, hai Why'haylui, ba?r Fairewel, good ha, ha, ha. 

2 Pwintgimfe. 
Doubtlefs this man is paffing lunatkk, 

Or imperfedion of bis age c)ot-h itiake him doat* 

Come, lec*8 away, to &ek my lord the duke. \RxeunU 

Enter Hieronimo "with apoinard in one hand^ and a rope in tbt 

other, 

Uieromimo. 
Now, fir, perhaps I corpc and fee the king; 
The king fees me, and fain would hear my (uic 
Why is not this a flrange and *'• feld feen thing, 
That flanders-by with tqj^a ihould ftrtke me mute ? 
Go to, I fee their ihifta, and fay no more. 
Hieronimo, 'tis time for thee to trudge : 
Down by tbe dale that flows with purple gore 
Scandeth a fiery tow'r ; there fits a judge 
Upon a feat of fleet, and molten brafs, ' ^ 

And 'twixt his teeth be hokls a fire-brand, 
That leads unto the lake, were heli doth (land: 
Away, Hieronimo, to him begope, 
He'll do thee juftice lor Horatio's death. 
Turn down this path, thou ihak be with him ftraigfat.j 
Or this, and then thou need'll not take thy breath, 
This way, or that way : foft and fair, not fo j 
For if I hang or kill ra3rfelf, let's know, 
Who will revenge Horatio's murder then ? . 

No, no^ fie, no ; pardon me, I'll none of that. / 

[Hejiings a way the dagger and haltcfm 
This way FU take< and this way comes the kmg. 

\He takes them up again^ 
And here I'll have a fling at him, that's flat ; 
.And, Balthazar, I'll be with thee to bring— 
And thee, LoreoKO— ^here's the king, nay, flay; 
And here, aye here : there goes the hare away. 

»99 Jtld\ Secf Note 7 to Cotnclia^ yoL II. p. 24*. 
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Eater lUng, Embaflador, Cafiile, md Lorenzo^ 

King. 
Now, ifaew the embaffador, what our ▼iceroy ftitb ; 
Hath he receiv'd the articles we fent } 

• Hieronimo. 
Juflice ! O jufticc to Hieronimo. 

Lorenzo* 
Back) feefl thou not the king is bufy ? * 

HUronimc* 
O, i^hefo? I ' 

Who is he that interrupts our bufinefs ? '\ 

Hieronimo* 

Not I : Hieronimo beware, **^ go by, go by* 

Kmhqffa/lor. 

Renowned king, be hath received and read 
Thy kingly proffers, and thy promis'd league ; 
And as a man extreamly over joy'd 
To hear his fon fo princely cntcrtain'd, 
Whofe de^th he had fo forerafnly bewaii'd ; 
This for toy farther fatisfa^ion 
And kingly love, he ktnclly lets thee know i 
FiHl, for the marriage of hi« princely ion 
With Bclimperia, thy beloved niece. 
The news are more delightful to his foul. 
Than myrfh or incenfe to th'offended heavens \ 
In perfon therefore will he come himfelf. 
To fee the marriage rites folemniz'd, 
And in the prefence of the court of Spain 
To knit a fure *°* inextricable band 
Of kingly love, and everlading league, 
Betwixr the crowns of Spain and Portingale % 
There will he give his crown to Balthazar, 
And make a queen of Belimperia* 

aoo go fy, g9 by.'] This line Is ridiculed by Shakfp^are^ tke IndufticM 
to The Timing of the Shrew, and by other Poets o£ the timet. 
*^' inexecrable, fecond edition* 
iRer^licable, 1618. 23. 33. 

Kinj^. 
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Brother, how like wu this our viceroy's love? 

Caftik. 
No doubt, my lord, it is an argument 
Of honourable cate to keep his friend. 
And Wond'rous zeal to Balthazar his (on % ' 
Nor am I leaft indebted to his grace. 
That bends his liking to my daughter thu8« 

E.mhaJfador. 
Now laft, dread lord, here hath his highnefs fent, 
( Akho* he fend itot that his fon return) 
His ranfom due to don Horatio. 

Hieranimo* 
Horatio ! who calls Horatio ? 

And well remembered, thank his majefly : 
Here, fee it given to Horatio. 

Hierammo* 
Juflice! O jufticc? ! juflice ! gentle king. 

Who is tbaty Hieronimo ? 

Juftice, O juftice ! O my fon, my Ion ! 
My fon, whom nought can ranfom or redeem. 

Loren%0* 

Hieronimo, you are not well advis'd. 

Hieronimo. 

Away, Lorenzo, hinder me no more. 
For thou hafl made ite bankrupt of my blifs;; 
Give me my fon, you (hall not ranibm him. 
Away, 1^11 rip the bowels of the earthy 

[He diggeth vjtth his iaggar* 
And ferry over to the Elyfian plains. 
And bring my fon to Aiew his deadly wounds. 
Stand from about me, I'll make a pick-ax of my polnard. 
And here furrender up my marfl^alihip; 
For rU go mar(hal up *°* the fiends In hell, 
To be avenged on you all for this. 


*^* my, 1618. 23. 33. 
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£/^« 
What means this outrage? . 
Will none of you reflrain his futy ? " _ 

Nay, fofc and fair^ you (hall not oeed to firWci 
Needs mufl; he go that the deviU drive. \ExU4 

King. 

What accident hath *°^ hapt Hieronimo ?— • 
I have not feen him to demean him fo* 
• Loren%0^ 

My gracious lord, he is with extreme pride^ 
ConceivM of young Horatio his ion, 
And covetous of having tp bimfelf 
The ranfom of the young prince Balthaztt'^ 
DiAradty and In a manner lunatiok. 

King. 

Believe me, nephew, we are forty fbr't. 
This is the love that fathers bear their fons :-«• 
But, genrle brother, go give to him this gold* 
The prince's ranfom ; let him have his due. 
For what he hath, Horatio (hall not want* 
Haply JEiieronimo hath need thereof. 

But if he be thus *®^ helplefsly dlftraa, 
•Tis requifite his office be refign'd, 
And given to one of more difcretion. 

king. 

We (hall increafe his melancholy fo, 
•Tis beft ^^^ that we fee farther in it liril, 
Till when, ourfelf will exempt the place. ^^ 

And, brother, now bring in the embafTador^ 
That he may be a witnefs of the match, 
'Twixt Balthazar and Belimperia $ 
And that we may pre&c a certain time. 
Wherein the marriage (hall be Iblemniz'dt 
That we may have thy lutd the viceroy here.- 

*®3 hapt to, 1618. 23. 33. *°* haplefsly^ z6i8. 23. 33*' 

*®s that omicced^ 1618. 23.. 33*' 

Embaffadord 
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Therein your highnefs highly (ball content 
His majefty, that longs to hear from hence« 

'King.; 
On then, and hear ^^ you lord embai&dor. [tjceunU 

Enter Jaquei and Pedro. ***' 

Jaquesk 

IwondeTy PeJro, why our mqfttr thus 
At midnight fends us with our torches lights 
When man^ and Bird, nnd beafi^ are all at reft^ 
Sanfe thofe that ''Match fir rape and bloody mArderi 

Pedro. 

O Jaques^ know thou that our mafter^s mind 
Is much^^ di/lraught find his Horatio died^ 
And^novi his e^ed years Jhouldjleep in reji^ 
His heart in quiet, like a dejperate man. 
Grows lunatick and childifh, for his/on : 
Sometimes as he doth at his table fit. 

He /peaks ess if Horatio ft ood by him. '^ 

Then ftarting in a rage, falls on the earth. 
Cries out^ Horatio! where is xoy Horatio f 
So that with extream grief, and cutting fortovt^ 
There is not left in him one inch ofman^ 
See, here he comes* 

Ent^r Hieronim&% 

Hieronimo. 
Ipty thro^ every crevice of each watty 
Look at each tree, andfearch thr^ every brah^ 

ao« your, 1618. 13. 33. 

*®7 This Scene printed in Italicks is rejciftcd by Mn Hawkins^ for tte 
fame reafons as the former. 

ao8 djflraugbt] Diftraugbt is diftrtiaed. So, in Ja:k DrtmCs EnUf^ 
talrancnty 1616, Sign. G 3: 

** Alas, kind youth, how came he thus djftraught f** 
In the Second Part oi Antonio and Me/Iida, A. 3. S. 2 : 
** Alasj my fon's dlftraught. Sweet boy appeafe 
** Thy mutining affeftions. 
^uphues and his England, 41 : " Iffida Co dijraugbt of her wits, with 
** thefc newes, fcU into a frenlie.'* 

Vol. III. N Seat 
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, Beat w the lufimy ft amp our grand'dame earthy 

Di*ve in the water., and ft are up to heaven : 
let cannot I heboid ny fin Horatio, 
. How now, wbo*s there f Jprights I Jprights ! 

Pedro. 
Jf^e artyottr fervanis that attend you^ ftr. 

Hieronimo. 
What make you with your torches in the dark f ^^ 

Pedro. 
Tou hid us light tbem^ and attend you here* 

Hieronimo. 
jVi>, «09 you are deceit^ d^ not l^you are deceived: 
tVas Ifo mad to hid you light your torches now ? 
Light me your torches at the mid cf noon, 
when as the fun-god rides in all his gloiy ; 
Ught me your torches then* 

Pedro. 
Then we "^^ hum da^'light. 

Hieronimo. 
"Let it he hurnty night is a murderous ftut^ 
^that would not han^e her frtajons to he feen : 
j4nd yonder pale-Jacd Hecate there, the moon. 
Doth give confent to that is done in darknejs : 
^nd all thofe ftars that ga%e upon her face 
Are *'° aglets on her Jkeve^ pins on her train : ' ' 
And thofe that Jbould he powerful Und dinnne^ 
' Dofteep in darkncfs when they moft Jhould Jhinf* 

*°9 — burn day'ligbtJ] To burn day-Iighf was a proferbial phrafe ufed 
■when any aft was done which would be wholly ufciefs. 9t6 Merry 
JVives of ff^ndjor, A. 2. S. i, and Romeo anJ yu/iet, A. i. S. 4. 
Again, in Churchyard's fForthlneJi of Tf^alesy p. 96. edit. 1776 s 
*' To Ludloe now my mufe muft needes returne, 
*' A feafon fhort no long difcourfe doth crave : 
** Tyme rouleth on, / dot but day-light burncy 
** And many things indecde to doe I have.** 
The Curtain Dranucr of the Worlds 1612, p. 46 : " Oh thou Invaluable 
" Jewell I how art thou in this age caft upon the dunghill ? how doft 
** thou burnt out thy day-light to thefe thy regardkfs children ?" 
! ai° <afg"'«'j] An aglet, Mr. Pope fays, is the tag of a point. See 
Taming of the Shrew, A. I. S. 2. Thia is alfo one of the explanations 
p in Barret's Alvearie, who alfo fays, ^n aglet is a Jewell in one*s cap. 

« Scgmentum aureum. Monile ex auro vel gemmis conieftum. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro. 

Pravoie them not, fairfir^ vjitb tempting nvords^ 
The heepvens are gracious y and your miferies and firrow 
Make you Jpeak you hnmn not what* 

Hieronimo. 

Ft Bat ft / thou iyefty and thou doft nought ' 
But tell me I am mad: thou fyejl^ 1 am not mad: 
J know thee to be Pedro^ and he Jaques; 
VU prove it to thee ; and nvere I mad, how could tf 
Where wasjbe the fame nighty nxjhen my Horatio 'was murdet^dt 
She Jhould have fione : fearch thoU the hook : 
Had the moonjhone in my hoy* s face ^ there was a kind efgrace^ 
That I inowy nojf J do know had the murderer /ten him^ 
His weapon would hc6vefaHkny and cut the earthy 
Had he been ftan^d if nought hut hlood and death : 
Alacky when mifchief doth it knows not what^ 
What Jbaa nxfefay to mifchief f 

Enter IfabeUa. 

liabelia* 
Dear Hieronimo^ come in a doors. 
Ofeek not means fo to increaje thy forrow^ 

Hieronimo. 
Indeed^ I/aheUay we do nothing here ; 
/ do not cry J qfi^ Pedro and Ji^ues : 
Not I indeed^ we are very merry ^ very merry ^ 

Ifabella. : 1 

How f he merry here^ he merry here f 
Is not this the place y and this the very tree^ 
Where my Horatio diedy where he was murdered f 

Hieronimo. • "^ 

WiaSy do noifa^ what: let her weep it outy 
This was the treey I Jet it of a kernel; 
And when our hot ^ain couU'not let itgroWy 
. But that the infant and the humane fop 
Began to wither y duly tvnce a motning 
Would 1 he fprinkling it with fountain water: 
At loft it grewy andgreWy and horCy and bore: 

N « Tm 
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Till at length it grew a gallows f audiiid bear $ur fin : 
It h&re tb^ fruit and mim : O wicked^ wicked plant ! 

[One knocks within at the door. 
See who huch there f 

Pedro. 
// is a painter f fir* . 

Hietonimo* 
Bid him come In, and paint fime comfort^ 
For furely therms none linfes hut painted comfort i 
Let' him come in^ one knows not what mq^ chance : • 
God*s will that IJhouUfit this tree. 
But evenfi mafiers\ ungrat^ul firvants^ reared from nought^ 
And then they hate them that did bring them up* 

Enter the Painter. 

Painter. 

God blefs youyjir. 

Mieroninio. 
Wherefore ? why^ tl^ou fcomful ndUain ! 
HoWf where, or by. what means Jbould I be bkft T 

Ifabella. 
ff^hat wouhPft thou havijgoodfiUonfj f 

Painter. 
Juflice, madam. 

Hieronimo. 
, O ambitious beggar, would* ft thou hanH thai^ 
* That lives not in the world? 
Why, all the unJehed mines cannot btff 
An ounce ofjuftice, *tis a jewel fi ineftimdble* 
I tell thecy God hath engrojfed aU jujlice in his hands. 
And there is none but what comes from him^ 

Painter. 
O then I fie, that Godmuft right me fir my murdered fim 

Hieronimo. 
How! was thy fin murdered f 

Painter. ^ 

A^yfir, no man did hold afinfi dear* 

Hieronimo. 
Whaty not as thine ? that^s a lye^ 
A$ ma^ as the earth I Ihadafim^ 

^^ 7 Whofi 
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Whifi leaft ujpvaJued hair Md weigh 
A tboufimd cfthyjbtts ; and he was murder'dm 

Pinter. 
Alas^fir^ I had no mare hut he. 

Hieronimo. 
Nor If nor I: hut this fame one rfmine 
Was worth a legion. But aU is one^ 
fedro^ Jttques\ go in a doors ^ Ifahellaf go^ 
And this good fellow here^ tmd /, 
WiU range this hideous orchard if and down^ 
Like twojbe lions t earned of their young. 

Go in a doorSf Ifq^. [Exeunt. 

[The painter and he fet down. 
Come^ leis talk wijefy nowm 
Was thyfon murdered? 

Painter* 

Hieronomo. 

So was mine. 
Hew dqfi thou take it f art thou notfometime mad t 
Js there no tricks that come hefore thine eyes f 

Painter. 
O lord^ yesf fir. 
^ Hieronimo* 

J Art a paititer T canfipednt me a tear^ a wound f 
I Agrodny orxifgh f canft faint mejitch a tree as this f 
^ Painter. 

Siry I amfureyou have heard of mjf pmnting ; 
Mp nam^s Bazardo. 

Hieronimo. 
BaTiordo f l/ore God an excellent JeHow^ Lookyou^fr, 
Jfoyoujee f Pd han>eyou pajint me m^gaUety^ 
Inyour oil colours matted^ aud draiw mefinn 
' Tears younger than I am: doyoufee^Jir? let five 
Tears go : let them go like the marjbal of Spain, 
Mjf tw^e Ifaffella ftan^ng hy me^ 
With afjpeaking look to rn^fin Horatio^ 
Which Jbould intend to this^ orjome/uch likepurpofi ; 
God hkfs thee^ my fweetfon ; and m^ hand Uaning itpon his head 
thus f fir I doyoujee? may it he done? 

N 3 Painter, 
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Painter. 

f 

Vety weUf fir* 

Hieronimo* 
Vay^ I pray mark me ^ fir: 
Ithen^fir^ tuouU I hawjfoufaatt m Ms tree^ this very tree: 
Canfi paint a doleful crjff 

Painter. 
Seemifigif^ fa. 

Hierommo. 
^^9 ttfifotdd cty ; hUaU is 9Me* 
WeU^ fir^ paint me a youth run thro* asuL tbrs^ 
With nnllai-^s* JkvorJs^ hanging i^on this tree^ 
Cunft thou draw a nsurdtrer 7 

Painter, 
TU VMsrrantyouiifa ; 
I han^e the patteYn of the mofi notorious viBains^ 
That ever liv^d in all Spain. 

JHEieronimo. 
O, let them he worfi^ vjorfi : firetch thine art^ 
"' And let their beards be rf Jud^i*s ^wjr cqIout^ 

»*' j4nd let their beards be ef yitdas*s awn colour,"] It is obierved, that 
** in an age when but fmall part of the nation could ready ideas were fre* 
** quently borrowed from reprefentatios in painting ot tapeftrj.^' Leland, 
in his Colle^ansa, aiTerts, that.paiatcrs conftantly repreiented yuJas the 
traitor with a red bead. Dr. Plot's Oxford/hire^ p. 153. fays the fame. 
This conceit is thought to hare arifen in England from our ancient grudse 
to the red-haired Danes. See the Notes of Mr; "Stecrens and Mr. Tolkt 
to Merry fVives §f I^Findfor^ A. I. S. 4: 

To the inftances there produced may be added the following : 
Middleton's Chafte Ma-d of Cheafjidey 1620: . " What has he givtn 
<^ her ? what is it Goffip ? A fair high fti^nding cup, and the two great 
<< poftle fpoonsj oi\e of them gilt. Sure that was Judas with the red 
« bearjr 

Beaumont and Fletcher's Sea f^oyetge p. T04 : 
'< M ethought a fweet young man, 
** In years fome twenty, with a downy chirn^ 
*' Promiiing a future beard, and yet no red one, 
** Stole (lily to my cabin at! unbrac'd, 
*' Took me In h s arms, and kifs'd me twenty times.*' 
Ram Allfy, or Merry Tricks, edit. 1636, Sign. E 3 ; 
Runne to the Counter 


'' Fetch me red-bearded Serjeant, ile make 

" You Captaine thinke the Devill of Hey is come, 

^* To fetch you, if he once fallen on you.** 


And 


\ 


THE SPA,NISH TRAGEDY. xfq 

And let their e^-hraws jftty over : in a^ cauft okfirve tJbat ; 
Then, fir ^ after fi)me violent noffi. 
Bring meprth in myjbirt, andnt^ gorjon under nrjf arm^ 
With m^ torch in nr^ hand^ aud n^fioMrdreai^dup thtiSf 
And with thefi"Ui}ords : 

What noife is this ? who calls Hierooimo ? 
Mc^ it be done f 

Painter. 

Yea^ firm 

Hicronimo. 

WeU^ fir^ then iring mefin-th, bring me thro* alley and allej^ 
Jlill with a difiroBed countenance going alongy and let my htur heamo 
vf ntjf nigbt'cap. 

Let the clouds /cotmI^ nufke the moon dark^ the Jlars extitdt^ the 
tuinds blowings the bells eoUing^ the owls fijrieking^ the toads croak-- 
ingy the minutes jarring^ and the clock firiking twelve. 

And then at lafi^fir^ftartingy behold a man hangings andtotfring^ 
as you know the wind will wave a man^ attd I with a trice to cut 
him down. 

And looking upon him by the advantage of my torch^find it /d be 
«fy fin Horatio. 

There you mt^fijew apajpon^ there you mayjbew apetffion. 
Dripuo me like old Priam of Troy, 
Crying the houfi is afire^ the hou/e is afire. 
And the torch over my head: make me curfe^ 
Make me rave^ make me cry^ make me maJj 
Make me well again, make me curfe hcll^ 
Invocate, and in the end leave me 
Jn a trance y andfi> finrth. 

Painter. 

And is this the end f 

HieroDimo.' 

O no^ there is no end: the end is death and madnefi ; 
And 1 am never better than vohen I am mad ; 
Then metbinks I am a brave fellov) ; 
Then I do wonder Sy but reafon dbufeth me ; 
And therms the torment y therms the hell: 
At the laftyfiry bring me to one of the murderers i 
Were be eujlrong as HeHor^ thus would I 

N 4 Tear 
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Tear ondArag him up and down. 

[He beats the Painter in, then comes out agaln^ 
with a book in hi^ hand^ 
FittdzSa^ mibu 

Aye, heaven will be reyengM of ^veiy ill j 
Nor will they fufier murder un-repaid : 
Then (lay, Hieroniroo, attend their will, 
For mortal m?n may not appoint *'* their time. 

Per fceluifempcr tutum eft Jcekrihus iter, • 
^trike, and fttik^ home, where wrong is otfer'd jhc^ i 
For evils unto ills condudors be. 
And death's the worft of refolution ; 
For he that things with patience to. contend, 
To quiet life, his life fhall cafily end. 

Fata ft mifiroijuvant^ hahes fahtem ; 

Fata ft nfitam negant^ babes ftpukhrum. 
If deftiny thy miferies do cafe, • 7} 

Then haft thou health, and happy (halt thou be, , 
if deftiny deny thee life, Hieronimo, 
Yet **^ihalt thou be affurcd of a tomb; 
If neither ; yet let this thy comfort be, 
Heaven covereth him that hath no burial. 
And, to conclude, I will revenge his death : 
But how ? not as tl^e vulgar wits of men. 
With open, but inevitable ills, " '-"x 

As by a fecret, yet a certain mean. 
Which under kindfhip %vill be cloaked beft. 
Wife men will take their opportunityj 
Clofely, and fafely, fitting things to time. 
But in extreams advantage hath no time: 
And therefore all times fit not for revenge, '^ * **) 

Thus therefore w\ll I reft me in unreft, 
Dillembling quiet in unquietnefs ; 
Not feeming that I know their vilhitiies, 
That my (implicity may make them think, 
That ignorantly I will let ^^^ all flip j 

a" a time, 1618. 43. 33. ^'^ thovi Ihalt, 1623. 33. 

a'4 11,1618.23.33. 

For 
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For ignorance I wot, and well they know, 

Rtmdium makrum mors tft. 
Nor aught avails it me K> menace them, 
Who, as a wintry Aorm upon a plain, 
Will bear me down with their nobility. 
No, no, Hieronimo, thou mull enjoin 
Thine n^es to obfeiration, and thy tongue 
To miloer fpeeches ihan thy fjurit afibrds "*, 
Thy heart to patience, and thy hands to reft. 
Thy cap to courtdy, and thy knee lo bow, \ 
Till to revenge thou know, when, where, and how. 

How now ! what noile 'i what coil is that you keep ? 
E.mttr a Sermoil. 

HereaTea*"lbrt ofpoor^itioners, 
Thai ate imponunaie ; and it (hall pleale you, fir. 
That you fhould plead their **' cafes to the king. 

Thai I fliould plead their federal adions i 
Why let them enter, and let me fee them. 

Enter three C'tixeiu anJait eU Man, 

So, I tell you this, for learning, and for law. 
There's not any advocate in Spain 
That can prevail, or will take half the pain, 
That he wilt, in puifuit of equity. 
HitTBuinu, 

Come near, you men that thus importune me;-> 
(Now muft I bear a &ce of gravity) 
For "* thus I ufed before my ma^allhlp. 
To plead in caufes as Corrigidor,— 
Come on, liti, what's the matter i 

*ll rpirici »ffbord. 1618. 13. 33. 

»'*/or/l See Noie to Gammr Gurim's ffeiJIt, vo], II. 

*'' cWmi 1613. 3J. *" Ihii, 1618. ij. 33. 
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z Citisseiis 


Hieronimo. 

I Cltixenm 

Hieronimo* 


Sir, an a£tion» 
Of battery? 
Mine of debt. 

Give place. 

2 Citixen. 
Noy iir» mine Is an action of the cafe; 

J Citizen* 
Mine ah I^eBionefirma\>y leaie. 

Hieronimo. 
Chntent you, firs, are you determined 
That I (hould plead your ieveral actions ? 

I Citizen* 
Aye, fir, and here's my declaration. 

z Citizen* 
And here is my *'• band, 

3 Citizen, 

And here is my leafe. \Jh^give himp^s. 

Hieronimo* 
But wherefore ftands **° yon filly man fo mute, 
With mournful eyes and hands to heaven uprear'd ?— 
Come hitheri father, let me know thy caufe* 

SeTtex. 
O, worthy fir, my caufe but (lightly known, 
May move the hearts of warlike Myrmidons, 

*'9 bani\ This was . altered to bond in the farmer edition. Btmd 
was, however, the manner in which the word was formerly written^ and 
1 imaipne pronounced. See feveral inftances in Mr. Steevcns's Note on 
7ifc# ^irndy of Error Sy A. 4. S. 2 : 

A|^iny Cnorchyard's ClsaUengey p. 152: 

*^ Since faith could get no credit at his hand, 
** I fcnt him word to come, and fuc my band" 
Beaumont and Fletcher's Noble Gmtitmofiy voL VIII. edit. 1 778, p. 3S9. 
'' Take up at any ufe ; give bofid, or land, 
** Or mighty ftatutes." 
aao fiand you, 1^18. 23. 33. 

And 
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And melt the ^*' corfick rocks with *^ ru^ifid least. 

Hieronima* 
Say, father, tell me what's thy fuiti 

Senexm 
No, fir ; could my woes . 
Give way unto my moft dlftre&ful word^. 
Then (hould I npt in paper (as you fee) 
With ink bewray what blood began in me. 

. HierMtmo. 
What's here? Tlfe bumble fu^atim rf^bn Sofmli^fir 
his miardired fon* 

Spiex. 
hj^ fir. 

Hieronimom 
No, fir, it was my murdered ion : Oh p^y (on, 
Oh my fon, oh my Ton Horatio ! 
But mine, or thine, Bazuho, be content. 
Here take my handkerchief, and wipe thine qreSy 
Whiles wretched I in thy mifhaps may fee 
The lively pourtndt of my dying felf* 

[HeilrawethatUalMynaJ^iM^ 
O no, not this, Horatio, this was tbipe : 
And when I dy'd it in thy deareft blood. 
This was a token 'twixt thy Ibul and me. 
That of thy death revenged I (hould be. 
But here, take this, and this— what, my purfe ? 
Aye this, and that, and all of them are thine : 
For all as one are our extremities. 

I Citizen. 
Oh, fee the kindnefs of Hiercmimo ! 

z Citizen. 
This gentlenefs (hews him a gentleman. 

Hieronimo* 
See, fee, oh (ee thy (hame, Hieronimo ; 
See here a loving father to his fon ; 

**^ corfick'] The GloiTary to Gawin Douglas's Virgil^ explains the 
word corjfy to be big-Udled \ corfick is t^ere£Djr& i*y^% i^*t*y i^^* In 
Churchyard's CbalJcnge, p. 37. we have the fubtftaat^YC eorfoksf for 
JkveliingSf protuberances* 

*' And cwTiUs rofe, that made a ronniiig fore.'' 

aa» rueful, 16 18. 23. 33. 

4 Behold 
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Behold the ibrrows and the fad laments^ 
That he delivereth **^ for his foii*s deoeafb. 
If **^ love*s eSc&s fo fbivc in Icflcr thing?. 
If .love enforce fuch moods in meaner wits. 
If love ^^' ezprefs fuch power in poor eflates : 
Hieronimo, when as a raging fea. 
Toft with the wind and tide, o'eitumcfb then 
The upper billows, courfe of waves to keep, 
Whilil lefler waters labour in the deqi : 
Then (hamefi thou not, Hieronimo, to negle^ 
The *** fweet revenge of thy Horatio ? 
Though on this earth juftice will not be found, 
I'll down to hell, and in this paffion 
Knock at the difmal gates of Pluto's courts 
Getting by force (as once Alcides did) ^' 
A troop of furies, and tormenting hags. 
To torture don Lorenzo and the reft. 
Yet left the triple-headed porter (hould 
Deny my paiTage to the (limy ftrond. 
The Thracian poet thou ftialt counterfeit :— 
•Come *•• on, old father, be my Orpheus ; 
And if thou **^ can'ft no notes upon the harp. 
Then found the burden of thy fore heart's grief 
Till we do gain, that Proferpine may grant 
Revenge on them that murdered my fon. 
Then will I rend and tear them thus, and thus, 
Shivering their limbs in pieces with my teeth. 

[Tears the papers. 
X Ctizen. 
O fir, my dedaradon ! [Exit Hieronimo, andthty after^ 

2 Gthsem. 
Save my bond. 

^ Enter Hieronimo. 

3 Gtizau 
Save my bond. 

**5 deliTered) i6i8. 23. 33- •*♦ love, 161 8. 

»*5 enforce, i6i8. 13. 33. **• fw-ift, 1618. 23. 33. 

**7 i&'J omitted^ i6i8. **• en omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 

»»» tattji*m notti\ i. e. fays Mr. Hawkins, " underftanilcft not, haft 
<' no knowledge of, or power in." So, Spenfer and otXers. 

r^ Citizen. 


1 ' 


THE SPANISrljE TRAGEDY. loe 

2 CUhseiu 
Alas ! my leafe, it ooft me ten pounds 
And you, my lord, have torn the fame. 

Hicrmimo. 
That xrannot be, I gave '^^ it never a wound ; 
Shew me one drop^of blood fallen from the fame : 
How is it poilible I (hould flay it then? 
Tuih, no, run after^ catch me if you can. 

[Exeunt aS but tbf old man. 

Bazulto nmains ttll Hieioiilmo aiers agmuf who Jiaring bim in 

the fic€ ^aketb. 

Waremmon 

And art thou come, Horatio, from the depth. 
To aik for juftice in this upper earth. 
To tell thy father thou ait. unreven|fd» 
To wring more tears from Iiabella*s eyes, 
Whofe lights are dimn'd with overlong laments ? 
Go back, my fon, complain to .£acus. 
For here's no jaftice; gentle boy, be gone, 
For juftice is exiled from the earth : 
Hieronimo will' bear thee company. 
Thy mother cries on righteous Rhadamant, 
For juit revenge againft the murderers* 

BazuUo. 

Alas, my lord, whence ^rings this troubled (peech ? 

Hierouimoi 

But let me look on my Horatio. 
Sweet boy, *3' how art *3» thou changed in death's black (hade ! 
Had Proferpine no pity on thy youth, 
But fufferM thy ^ir crimibn-colour'd Ipring, 
l^ith withered winter to be blal^ed thus ? 
Horatio, ^^^ thou ait older than thy father : 
Ah, ruthlefs Fate ! that ^vour thus transforms ! 

Baxulto. 

Ah, my good lord, I am not your young fon. 


*3® them, 1618. as- 33. *^* bow omitted, 16 18. 

*3a thou art, t6a3. 3j. •'* older, 16x8. 23. 33. . 


Hkronimo. 
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Hteronimo. 

What, not my fon ? *'♦ thou then a fury art, 
Sent from the empty kingdom of black jiight. 
To fummon me to make appearance ' 
Before grim Minos and juft Rhadamant, 
To plague Hieronimo that is remifs. 
And feeks not vengeance for Horatio's death. 

Bazulto* 

I am a grieved man and not a gboft, 
That came for juftice for my murder'd fon. 

niefonl?no* 

Aye, now I know thee, now thou nam'fl thy fon : 
Thou ar| the lively image of my grief. 
Within thy face, my forrows I may fee : 
Thy eyes are *" gum*d with tears, thy cheeks- are wan. 
Thy forehead troubled, and thy muttering lips 
Murmur fad words abruptly broken off, 
By force of windy fighs t,hy fpirit breathes. 
And all this forrow rifeth lor thy fon : 
And felf-fame forrow feel I For my fon. 
Come in, old man, thou ihalt to liabel: 
Lean on my arm : I thee, thou me fhalt flay, 
And thou and I and fhe will fing a fons ; 
Three parts in one, but all of difcords tramM ; 
Talk not of cords, but let us now be gone, 
For with a cord Horatio was flain. [Exeunu 

Enter king ofSpain^ the Dukey Viceroy, a/r^Lorenzo, Balthazar, 

Don Pedro, and Belimperia. 

Ktngf, 
Go, brother, 'tis the duke of Caflile's caufe } 
Salute the Viceroy in our name. 

Cafiik. 

^ SO- ^ 

Ftceroy* 

Go forth, don Pedro, for thy nephew's fake, 
And greet the duke of Cailile. 

»34 thca thoo, 1633, «$ dimM, 16x8. aj. 33. 
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Pedro. 
It flidl be »3« fo. 

IQng. 
And now to meet *37 thefe Portingales ? 
For as we now are, fo fometimes were theie, 

Kings and commanders of rhe weflern Indies.f*« | 

Welcome, brave Viceroy, to the court of Spain^ j 

And welcome all his honourable train. | 

*Tis not unknown to us, for why you come^ 

Or have fo kingly croft the raging feas i \ 

'*• SufEceth it m this, we note the troth, \ 

\ And more than common love you lend to us* 
So is it that mine honourable niece 
(For it befeems us now that it be known) 
Already is betrothM to Balthazar ; 
And, by appointment and our condeicent, 

To-morrow *^* are they to be married* \ 

To this intent we entertain thyfelf, ] 

Thy followers, their pleafure, *'•* and our peace* 
Speak, men of Portingale ; (hall it be fo f 
It aye, fay fo : if not, iky flatly no* ' - 

Fictroyn \ 

Renowned king, I come not as thou think*ft, 
With doubtful followers, unrelblved men, . I 

But fuch as have upon thine articles j 

Confirmed thy motion, and contented me* 

Know, fovereign, I come to folemnize ' t 

The marriage of thy well-bebved niece. 
Fair Belimperia, with my Balthazar, 
With thee, my fon, whom fith I live to fee. 
Here take my crown, I give it her and thee : 
And let me live a folitaiy life, 
In ceaielefs prayers. 
To think how ftrangely heav'n hath thee preferv'd^ 

Xjng. J 

See, brother, fee, how nature ihives in him ! \ 

Come, worthy Viceroy, and accompany 

*** be fir, i6i8. be done, fir, 1623. 

*37 the, i6i8. 23. 33. *38 fufficad, 1618. 13. 33, 

*3> they are, 1633. »40 plcafupcs, 1643. 33% 
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Thy friend, with thine extremities : 
A place more private fits this princely mood* 

Viceroy. 
Or here, or where your highnefs thinks it good. 

[Exeunt all but Caflile and Lorenzo* 
Cajiile. 
Nay, ftay, Lorenzo^ Irt me talk with you : 
See'fl thou this totcrtaihment of thcfe kings i 

Loren7i4f» 
I do, my lord, and joy to fee the fame* 

Caftik. 
And knoweft thou why this meetbg is ? 

Lor^nxo» 
For her, my lord, whom Balthazar doth love. 
And to confirm the promis'd marriage. 

Caftik. 
She is thy fider. 

Lorenxc. 
Who, Belimperia ? Aye, my gracious lord t 
And this is the day that I have long'd fo happily to fee« 

Caftik. 
Thou would'ft be loth that any fault of thine 
Should intercept her in her happinefs. 

Lorenzo, 
Heav'ns will not let Lorenzo err fo much. 

Caftik. 
Why theft, Lorenaso, liften to my words : 
It is fufpeded, and reported too. 
That thou, Lorenzo, vjrrong'ft Hieronimo, 
And in bis fuits towards his majefly 
Still keep'ft him back, and feek*ft to crofs his fuir. 

Lorenzom 
That I, my lord ? 

Caftik. . 
I tell ihetj fon, myfelf have heard it faid, 
/ When (to my forrow) I have been a(hamM 
/ To anfwer for thee, though thou *♦* art my fon. 
\ Lorenzo, know'ft thou not the common love, 


*** wcrt, 1618.23.33'. 
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And4cindners that Hieronimo hath won 
By his dcferts, within the court of Spain ? 
Or fecft thou not the king my brother's car© 
In his behalf, and to procure his heahh ? [ 
Lorenzo, ffiould'fl thou thwart his paffionsi 
And he exclaim againll thee to the kingy 
What honour were't in this aiTembly, 
Or what a fcandal were't among the kingd, | 
To hear Hieronimo exclaim on thee ? 
Tell me, and look thou tell me truly *^* too, 
Whence grows the ground of this report in court ? 

My lord, it lies not in Lorenzo's power 
To ftop the vulgar, *♦' liberal of their tongues x 
A fmall advantage makes a water-breach, 
And no man lives, that long contenteth all* 

CaftiU. 

Myfelf have feen thee bufy to keep back 
Him and his fuppUcations from the king. 

Yourfelf, my lord, have feen his paflions, 
That ilUbefeem'd the prefence of a king : 
And for I pitied him in his diflrefs, 
I held him thence with kind and courteous words^ 
As free from malice to Hieronimo, 
As to my foul, my lord. 

^ Caflik. 

Hieronimo, my ion, miiftakes thee then. 

ZjOrenzo* 

My gracious father, believe me, ib he doih* 
But what's a filly man di(lra<5t in mind, 
To think upon the miirder of his fon ? 
Alas ! how ea(y is it for him to err f 
But for his iatisfadion, and the world's, 

«4» tco omitted, 1618. 13. 35. 

*♦' libtraf] Libtra/, in our ancient writers, is as here frequently ulc4 
•o iignfy licentiouu So, in Fielcl^a ffcman's a IVeatbttxQck: 

*^ Next chat, the fame 

" Of Your negleft and tibtral talking tongue, 

« Which breeds my honour an eternal Wrong.** 

Vol. Ill, O Twere 
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"Tiicrc good, my lord, that **♦ Hieronimo and I 
Were reconciled, if he mifbonftrue me« 

Caftik. 
LorenzOf thou haft faid, it ihall be fo:— 
Go one of you, and call Hieronimo. 


/ 


f 


Enter Balthazar and Belimperia. 

Bak&azar^ 
G)mey Belimperia, Balthajuir's content, 
My forrow's eafe, and fovercign of my blifi, 
Sith **5 heav'n hath ordained thee to be mine, 
Difperie thofe clouds and melancholy looks. 
And *** clear them up with thofe thy fun -bright eyct, 
Wherein my hope and heaven's fair beauty lies* 

Belixf^ria, 
My looks, my lord, are fitting for my love ; 
Which, new begun, can (hew no brighter yet. 

Balthazar. 
New-kindled flames (hould burn as m6rning fun. 

Belin^eria* 
But not too faft, led heat and all be done. 
I fee my lord, my father. 

Balthazar, 
Truce, my love, I will go falute hinw 

Cafiile. 
Welcome, Balthazar, welcome brave prince. 
The pledge of Caftile's peace;— 
And welcome Belimperia — How now, girl ? 
Why com'ft thou fadly to falute us thusi 
Content thyfelf, for I am fatisfied ; 
It is not now as when Andrea liv'd. 
We have forgotten, and forgiven that, 
And thou art graced with a happier love :»- 
But, Balthazar, here comes Hieronimo. 
m have a word with him. 


*♦* that omitted, 1623. 33. 

*V heav'n hath thee ordained> 1623. 33. 

*46 chcarc, 161 8. 23. 33. 
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£nter Hleronimo and Servaut. 

Hierottima* 
And whcrc*8 the duke i 

Servanim 
Yonder. 

Even fo : what new device hath they dcvifed tro ? 
**^ Pocas palabras, mild as the lamb : 
**' Fft, I will be revengM i no, I am not the roan. 

Cafiik^ t 

Welcome, Hieronimo* 

Lorenxo. 
Welcome, Hieronimd. 

Balthazar^ 
Welcome^ Hieronimo. 

Hierontmo* 
My lords, I thank you for Horatio* 

CafliU. 
Hieronimo, the reafon that I fent 
To fpeak with you^ is this* 

What, fo (hort? 
Then Til be gone, I thank you {ox\ 

Caftile. 
Nay, ftay, Hieronimo :-*-go call him* ion. 

Lorenzo, 
Hieronimo, vay father craves a word with you* 

Hieronimo. 
With me, fir ? why, my lord, I thought you had done. 

Lonn%o» 
No J would he had I 

CaftiU. 
Hieronimo, I hear 
You find youri'elf aggrieved at my fon, 
Becaufe you have not accefs unto the king;J^ 
And fay 'tis he that intercepts your fuits, 

*♦? Vocai falabirasf'\ Thefe words are given to the Tinker In the 
Indudion to the Taming of the Shrew, in order to ridicule them. 
»4« Hifiylwiinercving'd,'] 1633. 

O 2 Bieron'm^, 
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Hieronimom 
Why, 18 not this a miferable thing, my lord ? 

Cafiile. 
Hieronmio, I hope you have no caufe ; 
And would be loth that one of your deferts 

Should once havereafon to-fufpedl my fon, ' 

Conlideriidg how I think of you mylelf. .< 

Hierommo. 
Your fon Lorenzo ! whom, my nbbte lord ? 
The hope of Spain ? mine honourable friend ? j 

Grant me the combat of them, if they dare; 

[Drtfws out his fwcri. 
ni meet him face to £ice to tell me io. 
Thefe be the fcandalous reports of fucb, 
As love not me» and hate my lord too much. 
Should I fufped Lorenzo would prevent, 
Or crofs my fuit, that lovM my Ion fb well f 
My lordj I am aiham'd it ihould be faid. 

Lorenzo, 
Hieronimo, I never gave you caule. 

Hieronimo, 
My good lord, I know you did not. 

Cqftiie. 
There paufe|| 
And for the fatisfai^ion of the world, 
Hieronimo, frequent my homely houfe, 
The duke of Caltile, Cyprian's ancient feat ; 
And when thou wilt, ufe me, my ion, and it^* 
But here before prince Balthazar and me» - 
Embrace each other, and be perfefl friends* , 

Hieronimo^ 
Aye marry, my lord, and fhall ; 
Friends, quoth he, fee. Til be friends with you all : 
Efpecially with you, my lovely lord ; 
For divers caufes it is fit for us, 
That we be friends, the world is fufpicious, 
And men may think what we imagine not. 

Balthazar. 

Why this is friendly done, Hieronimo. 
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And thus I hope old grudges are forgjot* 

Hicronmo, 
What elfe? it were a ihame it ihould not be fo. 

Caftile. 
Come on, Hieronimoy at my requeft, 
Let us intreat your company to-d^y. [Exfuut^ 

Hltronimo. 
Your lordfliip'a to command.— Pha !— 
Keep your way. 

^^^Jjifi / cbi mifo piu Carrexze ehe non Ju&k 

TraMto mi ba^ tradir mi i^uoie. [Exlt» 

Enter Ghofr, and Revenge. 

** Awake, Eridho, Cerberus, awake, 
** SoUicit Pluto, gentle Proferpine, 
*^ To combat Acheron, and Erebus in heU» 
" For ne'er by Styx and Phlegeton, 
" Nor ferried Charon to the fiery lakes, 
*^ Such fearful fights, as poor Andrea fee. 
V Revenge I awake. 

Revenge. *5o 

*' Awake, for why I 

** Awake, Revenge, for thou art ill advis'd 
«* To deep ; awake ! what, *5x thou art warn'd to watch ? 

Revenge* 
** Content thyfelf, and do not trouble me. 

G6ofi* 
** Awake ! Revenge 5 if love, as love hath had, 
•* Have yet the power or prevalence in hell : 
J^* Hieronimo with Lorenzo is join*d in league, 

*4» Me, chi mi fa ? Pui correzza chc non fulc 

Tradito viha otrade vule. Quartos. , 

*S® Rev. ,i4wakefor why? omitted, 1618. X3. 33. 
»S* ibou omitted, i6i8. 23. 33. 
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** And intercepts our paflage to revenge : 
•* Awake! Revenge, or we arc *** woe be»gonet 

RevMge, 
•• Thus worldlings ground what they have dream'd upon. 
** Content thyfelf, Andrea, though I fleep, 
^ Yet *^^ is my mood iblliciting their fouls : 
** Suffice it thee that poor Hieronimo 
** Cannot forget his fon Horatia 
** Nor dies Revenge, although he fleep a while : 
'* For in unquiet, quietnefs is *^^ feignM, 
'* And flumbVing is a common worldly wile* 
<* Behold, Andrea, for an inflance, how 
** Revenge hath flept, and then imagine thou, 
•* What^tis to be fubjed to deftiny. 

Enter a dumb Jbonu. 

Ghojt. 
*< Awake! Revenge, reveal this myftcry. 

Revenge, 
" The two firft, the nuptial torches bore 
« As *^^ brightly burning as the mid-day's fun : 
^^ But after them doth Hymen hie as faft, 
*^ Cloathed in fable, and a faifron robe, 
^^ And blows them our, and quencheth them with blood, 
*^ As difcontent that things continue io* 

Gboft. 
** Sufficeth me thy meaning's underfiood, 
*• And thanks **• to thee, and thofe infernal powers, 
** That will not tolerate a lover's woe : 
«* Reft thee, for I will fit *57 to fee the reft. 

Revenge* 
*^' Then argue not, for thou haft thy requcft. [Kxeuntm 

^S» tvoe be'gotu,'] See Note 29 on Cornelia^ vol. II. p. 289. 
*5' in, 1618. 23. 33. *54 found, 1618. 23. 33. 


5$ bright, 1618. 23. 33. **5 unto, 1618. 23. 33. 

»S7 unto, 16^18. 23. 33. as8 Thtti, i6i8. 
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'^S 


ACT 


V. 


^^ 


I 


Eater Belimperia an J Hieronimo. 

BeUmperia* 
S this the love thou bear'll Horatio ? 


Is this the kindnefs that thou counterfeit^ ? 
Are thefe the fruits of thy inceffant tears ? 
Hieronimo, are thefe thy paflions, 
Thy proteftation?, and thy deep laments, 
That thou wert wont to weary men withal ? 
Oh unkind father ! oh deceitful world ! 
With what excufes canil thou fhew thyfelf ? 
With what difhonour, and the hate of men, 
From this di(honour, and the hate of men ; 
Thus to negle6t the *^' lofs and life of him, 
Whom both my letters, and thine own belief, 
AlTures thee to be caufelefs flaughtered ? 
Hieronimo, for ihame ! Hieronimo, 
Be not a hiftory to after-times 
Of fuch ingratitude unto tby fbn : 
Unhappy mothers of fuch children then. 
But mondrous fathers to forget fo foon 
The death of thofe, whom they with care and coft 
Have tendered fo, thus carelefs fhould be loft, 
Myfelf a flranger in refpeft of thee, 
So lov'j his life, as flill I wifh their deaths. 
Nor fhall his death be unreveng'd by me. 
Although T bear it out for fafhion's ^*° fake: 
For here I fwear, in fight of heaven and earth, 
Shouldft thou negled the love thou fhouldft retain, 
And give it over, and devife no more, 
Myfelf (hould fend their hateful fouls to hell, 
That wrought his downfal, with extremeft death. 

Hieronimo, 

But may it be, that Belimperia 
Vows fuch revenge as fhe hath deign'd to fay ? 


»59 life and lofs, i6i8^ 23. 33. 
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Why then I fee that heav*n applies our drift, 
And all the faints do (it folUciting 
For vengeance on thofe curfed murderers. 
Madam, 'tis true, and now I find it fo: 
I found a letter, written in your name, 
/ And in that letter, how Horatio died. 
Pardon, o pardon, Belimpcria, 
]VIy fear and care in not believing it ; 
Nor think, I thoughtlefs think upon a mean, 
To let his death be unrevengM at full: 
And here I vow, fo you but give confent. 
And will conceal my refolution, 
I will ere long dctennine of their deaths, 
That caufelefs thus have murdered my fon. 

Belimpcria^ 

Hieronimo, I will confent, conceal. 
And aught *** that may cffedt for thine av^l 
Join vvith thee to revenge Horatio's death. 

Hieronimo. 

On, *** then j whatfoever I devife, 
Let me intreat you, grace my practices : 
For why, the plot's already in ray head. 
Hore they arc. 

Enter Balthazar and Lorenzo. 

Balthazar, 
How now, Hieronimo ? what courting Belimperia } 

Hierouitno, 
Aye, my lord, fuch couiticg as I promife you. 
She hath my heart : but you, my lord, have hers. 

LorenTio* % 

But now, Hieronimo, or never, we are to intreat your help. 

Hiercnimo, 
My help ? why, my good lords, alfure yourfelves of me ; 
For you have given me caufe, aye, by my *^3 faith have you. 

Balthazar, 
It pleas'd you at th' entertainment of the embaflador. 
To grace the king fo much as with a (how: 

a6i what, 1633. *6* Qthen, 1618. ^3. 35* 

?^3 honour, 1618. 23. 33. 
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Now we^e your ftudy To well furniftiei], 
As for the paffing of the firfl night's fpoit, 
To entertaiD my father with ihe like, 
Of any fuch like pteafin^ motion, 
Allure jourfclf it woulacontent them well. 
iliermimii. 
Is this all ? 


Aye, this is all. 

Hier<mim». - 

Why thcD 111 fit you, fay no more : 
'** When I was young, I gave my mind. 
And ply'd myfelf lo fmitlefs poetry : 
Which though it profit the piofeflbr nought* 
Yet "* is it paffing pleafmg to the world. 
Lorenzo. 

And how for that ? 

Bhrottim«. 

Many, my good lord, thus : 
Andyec meihinks you are ton quick with us," 
When in Toledo, there I iJudied, 
It was my chance to wriie a tragedy. 

See here, my lords, [Sbivis thim a ieoi. 

Which, long forgot, I found this other day: 
Now would your lordlhips favour me fo much 
As but to grace me with your acting it, ' 

I mean eiich one of you to play a part, 
AlTure you it will prove moll palling ftrange. 
And wondrous plaufible to the affembiv. 

What, would you have us play a tragedy? 

7^* Whty.I'wa, j6u^g, &c.] B=n Joofon, who, » hith been f.y, 
/ptrformtd Ihc part of Hieroiiimo, listh twrrowed thjj ihouehL. Sec 
' £vity iKim in bts liunavr, A i. S. i; 

" Mylclf wai once i ftudeni, and, indeed, 
" Fed With the fclf fame humour he is now, 
" DrtaminE on noughj but idle poetry, 
« That fruitleft ii;d unptofilalilc art, 
" Good unio ntBir, but ieaA lo the PiufefTon." 
««i it i., 163J. 
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Hieranimo* 
Why, Nero, thought it no difparagement. 
And kings and emperors have ta'en delight. 
To make experience of their wits in plays* 

Nay, be not angry, good Hieronimo, 
The prince but aiked you a queftion. 

Balthazar. 
In faith, Hieronimo, and you be in eameft, 
m make one. 

Lorenzo. 
And I another. 

Hieronimo. 
Now, my good lord, could you iutreat 
Your filler Belimperia to make one : 
For what's a play without a woman in*t ? 

Belimperia* 
Little intreaty (hall ferve me, Hieronimo ; 
For I muft neeos be employed in your play. 
, Hieronimo* 

Why this is well : I tell you, lordlings, 
It was determined to have been adted 
]9y gentlemen and fcholars too ; 
Such as could tell what to fpeak. 

Balthaxar* 
And now it (hall be *** play'd by princes and courtiers, " 
Such as can tell how to fpeak ; 
\{\ as it is our country manner. 
You will but let us know the argument. 

Hieronimo, 
That (liall I roundlv. ' The chronicles of Spain 
Record this written or a knight of **' Rhodes : 
He was betrothM, and wedded at the length, 
To one Perfcda, an Italian dame, 
Whofe beauty ravifh'd all that her beheld ; 
Efpecially the foul of Solyman, 
Who at the marriage was the chiefed gue(l« 
By fundry means fought Solyman to win 

, »•« faid, i6i8. 23. 33. ^^7 of the Rho«ks, 16x8. 
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Fer(eda*8 love, and could not gain the fam6: 
Then 'gan he break his paffioti to a friend. 
One of his Ba(haw3, whom he held full dear ; 
Her had this Balhaw long folicited. 
And law (he was not otherwife to be won, 
But by her hufband's death : this knight of Rhodes, 
Whom prefently by treachery he Hew, 
She ilirrM with an exceeding hate therefore, 
As caufe of this flew Solyman : 
And to efcape the Bafhaw's tyranny. 
Did ftab herfelf : and this **^ the tragedy, 

LorenTio. 
Aye, fir* 

JBeltrnfteria* 
But fay, Hieronimo, what then became of him. 
That was the Bafhaw ? 

Hieronimo, 
Marry, thus ; mov'd withremorfc of his mifikeds, 
Ran to a mountain top, and ^^ hung himfelf. 

Balthazar. 
But which of us is to perform that part ? 

Hitronimo* 
O, that will I, my lords, make no doubt of it, 
I'll play the murderer, I warrant you ; 
For I sdready have conceited that. 

BaltbaTiar, 
And what (hall I ? 

Hieronimo^ 
Great Solyman, the *'® Turkifh emperor. 

Lorenzo* 
And I? 

Hieronimo* 
Erafto, the knight of Rhodes. 

BeUmperia* 
And I ? 

Hieronimo* 
Perfeda, chafte, and refolute. — 
And here, my lords, are feveral abftra^ts drawn, 

*«8 this is, i6i8. »3. 33. ^^9 hang'd, i6i8. tj. 33, 

- »»® that, i6i8. 
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For each of you to note your parts, 
And a6): it as occafion's offered you. 
You muft provide a Turkiih cap, 
A black muilachio, and a fauchion. 

\Ghes a paper to Balthazar, 
You with a crofs, like *'* to a knight of Rhodes. 

\Gin;es another to Lorenzo. 
And, madam, you muft attire yourfelf. 

\Gtves Beliniperia another^ 
Like Phebe, Flora, or the huntrefs *'% 
Which to your dlfcretion ifhall feem bcft. 
As for me, my lords, Til look to one, 
And with the ranfom that the Viceroy fent. 
So furnifti and perform this tragedy, 
*'3 As all the world Ihall fay, Hieronimo 
Was Hberal in gracing of it fo. 

BaltbaTMr^ 
Hieronimo, methinks a comedy were better. 

Hieronimo* 
A comedy ! iie! comedies are fit for common wits: 
But to prefent a kingly troop wit hall, 
Give me a flately- written tragedy ; 
Tragcedia cothurnata^ fitting kings, 
Containing matter, and not common things. 
My lords, all this muft be perform 'd, 
, As fitting for the firft night's revelling. 
The Italian tragedians were fo (harp of wit. 
That in one hour's meditation, 
They would perform any thing in a£kion. 

JLorensio* 
And well it may, for I have feen the like 
In Paris 'mongft the French tragedians. 

Hieronimo, 
In Paris ! mafs, and well remember'd, 
There's one thing more that refts for us to do* 

Balthazar, 
What's that Hieronimo ? forget not any thing. 

a7i /o omitted, 1618. *7a the buntrejs] i. e. Diana. Hawkins. 

»73 Ttat, 1623. 33. 

Hieronimo^ 
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V 

, * Hieronimo* 

Each one of us mud sd his part 
lb unknown languages, 
That it may breed *'"* the*jmore ^rariety: 
As you, my lord, in Latinjt;-! in Greek,-— • 
You in Italian, — and for beeaufe I know 
That Belimperia hath pradited the French, 
In courtly French (hall all her phrafes be* 

Belimperia, 
You mean to try my cunning then, Hieronirao. 

Balthazar. 
But this will be a mere confufion, 
And hardly ihall we all be underflood, 

HieronimOn 
It muft be fo : for the conclufion 
Shall prove the invention, and all was good : 
And I myfelf in an oration, 
And with a flrange and wonderous (how beiidcs. 
That I will have there behind a cunain, . 
A(rure thyfelf, (hall make the matter known : 
And all (hall be concluded in one fcene, 
For there's no pleafure ta'en in tedioufnefs, 

Balthazar. 
How like you this? 

Lorenzo. 
Why thus, my lord, we muft refolre 
To footh his humours up. 

Balthazar. 
*'5 On then, Hieronimo, farewell till fbcn* 

Hieronimo. 
You'll ply this gear? 

Lorenzo. 
I warrant you* \UxeuntaUhutlXv^xommOm 

Hioronimo. 
t;e W"hy fo : now (hall I fee the fall of Babylon, 
Wrought by the heavens in this confudon. 
And if the world like not this tragedy, 
Hatd IS the hap of old Hieronimo* [£.riV. 

*74. tbt omitted, i6i8. 23. 33. 37S O then, 163 j. 

a76 I, why, 1633. 
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Enter ICibella ivM a -aoeapon^ 

I/ahella. ^ 
Tell me no more : O monftrous h^6micides 1 
Since neither piety, nor pity moYA , 
The king to juilice or compaiHoiiy 
I will revenge myfelf ypon this pkce. 
Where *'^ thus they murder'd my beloved fon, 

[She cuts d(nx}n the qrhour* 
Down with thefe branches, and thefe loatbfome boughs. 
Of this unfortunate and fatal pine, 
Down with them, Ifabella, rent them up. 
And bum the roots from whence the reft is iprung* 
I will not leave a root, a ftalk, a tree, 
A bough, a branch, a bloflbm, nor a leaf. 
No, not an herb within this garden plot* 
Accurfed* complot of my mifery ! 
Fruitlefs for ever may this garden be. 
Barren the earth, and blifslefs ^'^ whofoever 
Imagines not to keep it unmanur\i. i 

An eaflem wind commix'd with noifome airs 

Shall blaft the plants, and the young iaplings : \ 

The earth with ferpents fhall be pcfter'd, '■ 

And paflengers, for fear to be infd6t, 
Shall iland aloof ; and looking at if, tell. 
There, murder'd, died the fon of Ifahel. 
Aye, here he died, and here I him embrace. ^ 

See there his ghoft folicits *'' with his wounds V' 

Revenge on her that fhould revenge his death. -A 

Hieronimo, make hafte to lee thy fon ; 
For (brrow and defpair hath cited me. 
To hear Horatio plead with Rhadamant : 
Make liafte, Hieronimo*; ***^ to hold excus'd 
Thy negligence in purfuit of their deaths, 

a 7 7 Where they murdered, 1618.23. ,'j 

Where they have murdered, 1633. 
a78 blefslefs, 1618. 23. 33. 
*79 folicited with his wounds, 1618. 23. 33. 
*8o to hold exclude, 1618. 43. 33. 
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Whofe hateful wrath bcreav'd him of his breathy— - 
Ah nay ***, thou doft delay their deaths, 
Forgiv'ft the murderers ot thy noble fon. 
And none but I beilir me to no end : 
And. as 1 curfc this tree from farther fruif, 
So (hall my womb be curfed for his feke ; 
And with this weapon will I wound the breaft, 
The haplefs breaii that gave Horatio fuck* 

[Shejlabs herjeffi 

EnUr Hieronimoy he knocks up the curtauu 

Enter the Duke of Caftilc. 

CafttJe. 
How now, Hieronimo, whcrc's *** your fellows. 
That you take all this pain ^ 

Hieronime. 
O, fir, It is iax the author's credit, 
To look that all things may go well : 
But, good my lord, let me intrcat your pace 
To give the king the copy of the play : 
This is the argument of what we ilfow. 

Cajlile. 
I willy Hieronimo. 

Mieronimo* 
One thing more, my good **^ lord. 

Capile. 
What*s that? 

Hieronimb* 
Let me in treat your grace, 
That when the train **^are pafl into the gallery. 
You would vouchfafe to throw me down the key. 

Caftile. 
■ I will, Hieronimo, \Zxit CaHlle^ 

Hieronimo* 
What, are you ready, Balthazar ? • 

Bring a chair and a cufhion for the king. 


»8i ha, i6i8. 23. 33. ■ asi thy, i6i8. 23. 33. 

»'3 good my, 1633. 2*4 is, 1618. 23. 33. 
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Enter Balthazar 'vuitb a chairm 

Well done, Balthazar, hang up the title : 
'Our fcene is Rhodes : what, is your beard on \ 

Balthazar. 

Half on, the other is in my hand. 

Hiertmimo* 

Difpatch for (hame ! are you fo long ? [Exit Balthazar. 
Bethink thyfelf, Hieronimo, 
Recall thy wits, recount thy former wrongs. 
Thou haft receiv'd by murder of thy fon. 
And laftly, tho' not leaft, howlfabel, 
Once his mother, and my deareft wife, 
All *■' woe-begone for bim, hath flain her^lfl 
Behoves thee then, Hieronimo, to be reveog'd : 
The plot is laid of dire revenge ; 
On then **% Hieronimo, purfue revenge ; 
For nothing wants, but ading of revenge. [Exiu 

Enter Spanilh King, Viceroy, Duke of Caflile, and their 

train* 

King. 
Now, Viceroy, (hall we fee the tragedy 
Of Solyman the Turkiih emperor, 
Performed of pleafure by **' your fon the prince, 
My nephew, don Lorenzo, and my niece r 

Viceroy. 
Who, Belimperia? 

Kmg. 
Aye, and Hieronimo our marihal, 
At whofe requeft they *** deign to do*t themfdves : 
Thefe be our paftimes in the court of Spain. 
Here, brother, you Ihall be the book-keeper. 
This is the argument of that they (how. [Gives him a h^ok. 


*'s tvoe-'begone] See Note 29 to Cemelidy vol. II. p. 189. 
*•• On them, i6t8. 43. 33. *'7 qiir, x$i8.i3 33. 

*" dcnic, x6l8. 
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Gentlemen^ this pU^ of Hieronimo, in fundry Languages^ was 
thought good to he Jet down in Englifi^ more largely, fir thi 
edpir ui5erjianding to every piAUck reader m 

inter Balthazar, Belimperia, and Hieronimo* 

Balthazar* 

Id as haw, that Rhodes is ours, yield he^ireas the honour, 

•^ And holy Mahomet our facred prophet; 

And be thou gracM with every excellence. 

That Sohrman can give, or thou defire. 

But thy defert in conquering Rhodes is lefi. 

Than in referving this fair ^^' chriilian nymph 

Perieda, blifsfullamp of excellence, 

Whofe eyes compel like powerful adamant $ 

The warlike heart df Solyman to wait4 

Seei Viceroy, that is Balthazar your fon^ 
That reprefents the emperor Solyman : 
How well he a6ts his amorous pailion ! 

I^iceroy, 
Aye, Belimperia hath taught him thati 

Cafiik. 
That's becaufe his mind runs all on Belimperia* 

Hieroninto* 
Whatever joy earth yields, ^^ betide y(to majcflyt 

Balthazar. 
Earth yields no joy without l^erieda's love* 

Hieronimo. 
^^' Let then Perfeda on your grace attend* 

Balthazar. 
She (hall not wait on me, but 1 on her, 
prawn by the influence of her lights, I yield : 
But let my firiend the Rhodian knight come forth^^ 
Eraftus, dearer than my life to me, 
That he may fee Perfeda my beWd. 

^'9 chriftian.fmkttit, iSn^ ^t^ betinde| l^ltt 

ft^* Then let, 16x8.23.31. 

Vol. III. P Enf^, 
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Enter Lorenzo. 

■• ■ . . 

Here comes Lorenzo— X.ook upon the plot^ 
And tell me, brother, what part plays he f 

Belimferia, 
Ah, my Eradus, welcome to Perfeda. 

Ijyren%o, 

Thrice happy is Eraftus thatthou liv*ft: 
Rhodes' lofs is nothing to Eraftus' Joy, 
Sith his Perfeda lives, his life furvivcs* 

Balthazar^ 
Ah, bafliaw, here is love betwixt Eraftuft 
And fair Perfeda, fovereign of my fod, 

Hierimimo. 
Remove Eraftus, mighty Solyman, 
And then Perfeda will be quickly won. 

Balthazar* 
Eraftus is my friend, and while he lives 
Perfeda never will remove her love. 

• Hieronimo* 
Let not Eraftus live to ^grieve great Solyman. 

Balthazar, 
Dear is Eraftus in our princely eye. 

Hieronimo, 
But ifhe be your rival, let him die. 

Balthazar, 
Why, let him die; fo love commandeth me? 
Yet grieve I that Eraftus fhould fo die. 

Hieronimo, 
Eraftus, Solyman (aluterh thee. 
And lets thee wit by me his highnefs' will. 
Which is, that thou ftiould'ft be thus employed. [StdBs him, 

Belimperia, 
Ah me, Eraftus \ — See, Solyman, Eraftus tlain* 

Balthazar, 
Yet livcth Solyman to com/brt thee. 
Fair queen of beauty, let not favour die, 

But 
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fiut with a gracious eye behold his grief^ -^ 1 

^at with Perfeda's beauty is incteas'd^ I 

If by Perfeda*8 grief be not releasM^ j 

Tyianty deliil folliciting vain fuits ; \ 

Relentlefs are mine ears to thy laments^ 

As thy butcher is pitilefs and bafe, \ 

Which fdzM on my firafhis, harmlefs knight ) I 

Yet by thy power thou thinkeft to command* 
And to thy power Perfeda doth obey : 
But were flie abfe, thus flie Would revei^ . . 
Thy treacheries on thee, ignoble prince i [Siahs him. 

And on herfelf (he would be thus rerenif d* \8^abs berfef. 

Well faidy old madhal, this was braird]^ done* 

Harommom. 
But BeBnaperia ^y% Perfeda well* 

Ftcerey. 
Were this in earneil, Belimperia ? 
Vou would be better to my ion thanib* 

now what follows ^* for Hteronimo? 
'^ Hitronimo. .^. j\ 

^ Many, this follows for Hieronimo i 
^ilere break we off our fundry languages^ 
And thus conclude I in out vulgar tongue ; 
Haply you thbk (but bootlefs ^^' are your thoughts) 
That this is fabuloufly counterfeit, / 

And that we do as all tragedians do» 
To die to-day, (for faihioning oiir icene^ 
The^katfa of Ajax, or Tome Roman peer) 
And in a minute fUrting up agsun. 
Revive to pleafe to-morrowV audience : 
No> princes ; know, I am Hieronimo, 
The hopelefs father of a haplefs fon, 
Whofc tongue is •'^ tun'd to tell his lateft tale^ 
Not to excufe grofs errors in the play. 




is* fir omitted, ifitt. 13. 3J. *9I be> tiii. Iji }J4 
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I iee your looks urge inffance of thofe words-^ . 
Behold the reafon urging me to this. [Hejhewj his dead fon^ 
See here my (heur, look on this f])e^cle ; 
Here lay my hope, and here my hope hath end : 
Here lay my heart, and here my heart was iluin : 
[Here lay my treafure, here my treafure loft : 
Here lay my blifsi and here my blifs bereft : 
Bat hope, heart, treafure, joy, and blifsr 
All fled, faird,r died ; yea, ail decay'd with this. 
Fiom forth the(e wounds came breath that gave me life. 
They murder'd me, that made thefe fatal marks* 
The caufe was love, whence grew this mortal hate; 
The hate, Lorenzo and young Balthazar, 
The love, ray fon to Belimperia: 
But night, the roverer of accurfed crimes, 
With pitchy iilcnce hu(h'd ^^^ thefe traytors harms. 
And lent them leave, for they had ^^ fbrted leifurei 
To take advantage in my garden-plot. 
Upon my fon, my dear Horatio: 
There mercilefs they butchered up my boy, 
In black dark night, to pale dim cruel death. 
He (hrieks, I heard; and yet methinks I hear 
His difmal outcry echo in the air; 
With foonefl fpeed I haded to the noife. 
Where hanging on a tree I found my foi>y 
Thro' girt with wounds, and ihKighber'd as you (eer 
And griev'd I, thiirk you, at this fpedacle r 
Speak, Pbrtingale, whofe lofs *•' ref^nbles mine^ 
It thou can'fl weep upon thy Bakhazar, 
'Tis like I *'* wail'd for my Horatio.— « 
And you, my Iprd, whofe reconcifed fon 
March'd in a net, and thought himfelf unfeen^ 
And rated me for brain-Uck lunacy,* 


aps the traitorous, 1623. 33. 

a96 Jortcd\ Tt Jort i$ n cbufi or Jeleit, As, m the Third Part of 
Henry VI, A. f . S. 6 : 

" For I will/or/ a pilchy day for thee.** 
Ford's Love't Melancholy : 

" Wc Ihall Jor/ time to takt more notice of him," 
*97 refemble, 1618. 23. «s» waile, i633» 

With 
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**• Wiih— God amend that mad Hieronimo : 
H^w can you brook our play's cataflrophe f 
'Aai here behold this bloody handkerchief. 
Which at Horatio's deaih 1, wecjMQg, dipt 
Within the river of hii bleeding woundg, 
Ii as pro[.iiiiouj, fee, I have '" rcferv'd, 
■ And never hath it left my bloody i°' heart, 
SoUiciiing rcmemb'rance of my tow, 
With thefe, O thefe accurfed inurderere; 
, Which now perform'd, my heart is faiisty'd. 
Atid to ihis.end the Balhaw I became, 
That might revenge me on Lorenzo's life ; 
Who therefore was appointed to the part. 
And was lo reprefent the knight of Khodei, 
That I mighi kill him more conveniently : — 
So, Viceroy, was this Balthazar thy fon, 
That Solyman, which Belitnperia, 
III perfon of Perfeda, murderd. 
Solely appointed to that tragick part, 
Th:it (he might flay him that ofTeaded her. 
Puor Belimperia mifs'd her part in this ; 
For tho' the (iory faith, flie (hould have died, 
Yet 1 of kiiidiiefs, and of care to her, 
pid othsrivifc determine of her end ; 
But love of him, whom they did hate ^- 100 m 
Did urge her rcfolution to l* fuch. — 
And, princes, now heboid Hieronimo, 
Anchor and a^or in this tragedy, 
BL-nrlng his latefl fortune in ni; iiH ; 
And will a$ refolute conclude his part 
As any of the ai^ors gone before. — 
And, '''' gentles, thus I end my play; 
Urge no more words, I have no more to £iy. 
{He runiutb 
King. 
O hcirken. Viceroy — Hold Hieronimo-— 
Brother, my nephew and thy fon are flajn, 

?M Which, i6ig. 13. 3j. .3" ["ftcv-d, i( 

3=' blcedinK, 1613. jj. I" fo, 1613, jj 

WJ gciidics, i6i3. 33. 
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We are betrayed— -my Balthazar is flain. 
Break ope the <Kx>r8-^runy fave Hieronimo. 

iThiy hriak in^ and boU Wermm^^ 
Hieronimo, do but inform the king of theie events, 
Upon mine honour, thou (halt have no harm. 

Hterotizfiufm 
Viceroy, I will not tnift thee with my life. 
Which I this d&y have offered to my ion.—* 
Accurfed wretch! why '^fia/ft diou ^m thsit was refolv*d 
to die? 

Sang. 
Speak, traitor ! damned bloody murderer, fjpeak ! 
For BOW I have thee, I will make thee fpeak* 
Why haft thou done this undeferving deed i 

Ficerty. 
Why haft thou murder'd my Balthazar? 

Caftile. 
Why haft thou butchered both my children thus ^ 

Hieronimo. 
But areyoufure that they are dead? 

Caftile. 
Aj^^Jlain too fore, 

Hieronimo. 
What^ and youths toot 

Viceroy. 
Aye^ aU are dead\ not one of them foroi*ve* 

Hieronimo. 
jVtfV, then I care not-^ome^ and vjeJhaU he friends: 
Let us Jojf our heads together * 
See J here*s a goodj^ noofe will hold them all. 

Viceroy, 
Odamt^d devil! haw^^/eaa^o he is! 

S04 fUidtft, 1623. 33. 

^^i fecun'] ** In the fenfeof the Latin, y«f»r»j—feciinis admodum de 
" belk animi fecuri homo, A negligent iecunty ari£ng from a contempt of 
<* the object oppofcd." 

Dr. Warburton's Note on Troilus and CreffiJa, A. 4. S. 5. See alio 
Dr. Farmer's Note on the fame paflage. 

2 Hieronimo. 
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Hieronimo. 
&cure ! vjby iifi thou wonder at it f 
J lell thfi, Viciraji, tbls ili^ I bttve fien Tpvenge, 
And in tbdt fight am grotun a firouikr monartb^ 
Than ever fate under the crown if Spain. 
Mad I at ma!iy li'uei as there htflars^ 
Ai maay hetrOens to go io as tbofe lives, 
rdgiiM tbem all, aye, and myjbul in boot. 
But Iiootddfee thee ride in this red fool. 
Caftile. 
5^fli, inbo lUfrt thy emfideraies in this f 

Viceroy. 
That •a/as thy daughter Beliaperia ; 
For iy her hand tny Sallhazar waijlaia : 
Ifaroi btrjabhim. v, 

O good words— As dear to me was my Horatio, 

As yours, or yours, or yours, my lord, to you ; 

My guililefs U>i\ w» by Lorenzo flaio, 

And by Lorenzo aad that Balthazar 

Am 1 at lal( revenged thoroughly; 

Upon whofe fouls may heavens be yet ''* aveng'd 

"" With greater far than thefc afBioiont. 

Methinks, 

s°* reTeBg'd, i6ig. ij. 33. 

»°r fViih gjiaiP- far than ihtfi mgUaiais.'} In the fecond edition, iu- 

ftead of -nhal is priiued in Itilicks, the Dialogue goet on in this mmner : 

Cafiili. 

But who were thy confederates in this ? 


That was thy daughter Bel-imperia ; 

For by her hand my Balthazar was flaia: 

I f»w her ftab him. 

X!,g. 

Why fpeak'ft thoo not ? 

Hliralm. 

Whjt lefler libcity can kings aSbtd 

Than hiTmlcfs filence I then affbnl it me : 

SuSceth, I mar not, nor I will not tell thee. 

King. 

Fetch foTfh the tortures.— 

Traitor a ihou art, I'll make thee telL 

Hicr„!n«. 

Indeed, ihou may'ft, torment me as his wretched fon 

Hath done in murd'iing my Horatio ; 

P4 
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Metbinks^ fince I grtw '°" iffuoardtofitb reven^^ 
I cannot look tvitb Jiont en^gb en tUatbm 

King. 
Wl^at<^ dift '^ thou mock itSyJlaroe f bring tortures firib^ 

Hieroniroo. 
7><7, doy do, and mean time fU torture you: 
You bad afony as I take it^ andyour fin 
Sbould bave been married to your daughter : ba, was't notfi ^ 
Tou had a fin too^ be ivas my liege's nephew ; 
He VMS proud and politick^^Had be liv^d^ 
He might hd eomc to wear the crown of Spain:. 
I think ^tfrnasfi^'^Twas I that kilPd him: 
Lookyouy tbisfajfu band was it tbatJitAlM 
His bearl'^doyoufie this band? 
For one HoratiOf if you iver knew hint f 
A youth ^ one that they banged up in his father* s gardetty 
One that didforceyour njoliant fon toyield^ 
While your vaiiantfon did take bimprijimer. 

Viceroy. 
Be decf n^ fenfes^ I can hear no more. 

King. 
Fall heaven^ and cover us with tbyfad ruins,^ 

Caftile, •-*> 

RoH^U the world witbiit t/jy pitchy clouds 

Hieronimo. 
Now do I applaud ^bat I have aHed. 
310 Nunc mors cede manus. 


But never /halt thou force me to reveal 

The thhng which I have vow'd inviolate, 

And therefore, in defpite of all ^hy threatSj^ 

Pleas'd %vith their deaths, and eas*d with their revenge^ 

Firft take my tongue, &c. 

3^8 inward] i. e. intimate. So, in the Malecontent, A« 4. S. 3 S 

<< Come, we muft be Inivarti, thou and I all one." 
The Rev&ngin Tragedy y A. 2 : 

*f My lord, moft iure on't ; for 'twas fpoke by one, 
** That is moft /«wflr</with the duke's foji's hift." 

309 /Ao« omitted, 1623. 33. 

310 Nunc mers cade manus, 161 8. 
Nunc mens c^de manus, 1623. 33. 

No^jti 
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JViwu to exprefs the nature ^mj^ party l^ 

Firfi i^ie /wy tongue^ andqfierMard nv^ heart. 

[He bites out his tonguCf 
King. ^ 

O monftrous refolutlon of a wtctch f — 
See, viceroy, he h^th bitten fofth his tongue, 
{lather than to reveal what we required. 

Cafiik. 
Yet cgn he write. 

And if in this he fafisfy us not, 
Yfe will deyife th* extremefl kind of dp$th 
That ever wsis invented for a wretch. 

[Ife makes fignsfor a knife to mendbhpen^ 
Quelle. 
O, he lypuld have a knife to mend his pen. 

Viceroy. 
Here, and advife thee that thou write the troth.— 
Look to my brother, fave Hieronimo. 

\He witk the Jtnifi Jtahs the duke and himfeKi 
Ktng. 
What age hath ever heard fuch monftrous deeds ? 
My brother, and the whole fucceeding hope 
That ^^ Spain expedled after my deceafe — 
(jo bear his body hence, that we may mourn 
The Ipfs of our beloved brother*-s death, 
That he may be entomb'd whatever befal : 
I am the next, the nearefl, lafl of all. 

Viceroy. 
An4 thou, don Pedro, do the like for us : 
Take up our haplefs fon, untimely flain : 
Set me with him, and he with woful me, 
fjpon th^ main-maft of a fhip unmannM, 
And let the wind and tide hale me along 
To Sylla's parking and untamed gulph; 
Or to the loathfome pool of Acheron, 
To weep my want ^" for my fweet Balthazar : 


3»^ Of, 1618. 23. 33. 


3^a of, 1623. 33. 
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Spwn hath no refuge for a Portiiigale. [Exemit. 

fie tmmpHi found a dead march; the king ^/ Spain 
mmrmng tfter his hrother's hody ; and the king rf 
Portingale hearing the hody of hiifin. 

£»^r Ghoft and Rerenge* 

Qhofin 
Aye, now my hopes have end in their effefls, 

When blood and forrow finifh my defires. 
i Horatio murder'd in his father's bower; ^ 

Vile Serberine by Pedringano flain ; • 

falfe Pedringano hang'd by quaint device ; * 

Kair Ifabella by herfeU" mifdone ; - 

Trince Balthazar by Belimpcria ftabb'd r 

The duke of Caftile, and his wicked fon,* \<^^^\f 

Both done to death by old Hieionimo;^ 

My Bdimperia fallen, as Dido fell ; * 

And good Hieronimo (lain by himfelf i"^ 

Aye, thefe were fpedtacles to pleafe my foul.- 

Now will I beg at lovely Proferpine, 

That by the virtue of her princely doom, 

I may confort my friends in pleafing fort, 

And on my foes work jufl and (harp revenge. 

Ill lead my friend Horatio thro' thofe fielas. 

Where never-dying wars are ilill indur'd. 

ril lead fair Ifabella to that train 

Where pity weeps, but never feeleth pain. 
• I'll lead my Belimpcria to thofe joys 

That veflal virgins and fair queens poflefs. 

1*11 lead Hierglnimo where Orpheus plays. 

Adding fweet pleafure to eternal days* 

But fay. Revenge, (for thou muft help, or none) 

Againll the reft how (hall my hate be fliewn ? 

Revenge* 
This hand (hall hale them down to deepefi hell, 

Where 3** none but furies, bugs ^^\ and tortures dwell. 

Ghoft. 

3>3 nopght, 1618. 23. 33. 

^* 4 bugs] Terrors. So, la ^rden nf Fever/ham : 

*? Nav then let's go llccpe ; when bugs and feaces, 
** Sliall kill our courages with their fancies workc." 

Churchyard'^ 


THE SPANISH TRAGEDY^ 

Gbofi. 
Then, fweet Revenge, do this at my rccjueft, 
liet me be judg^^ and doom them to unrefL 
Let loofe poor Titius from the vulture's gripe,: 
And let don Cyprian fupply his room : 
Place don Loreniso on Ixion's wheel. 
And let the lovers* cndlcfs pains furceale ; 
Juno forgets old wrath, and grants him eafe* 
Hang Balthazar about Chimera's neck. 
And let him there bewail his bloody Iqvc, 
Repining at our joys that are above. 
Let Sefberine go roul the fatal ftone. 
And take from Sifiphus his endlefs moan. 
Falfe pcdringano, for his treachery, 
I^et him be dragg'd thro* boiling Acheron, 
And there live, dying ftill in endlefs flames, 
3lafphemi|ig Cods and all their holy names. 

Revenge, 
Then hafte we down to meet thy friends and foes j 
To place thy friends in eafe, the reft in woes : 
For here, tho* death '^^ hath end their mifery. ' 
J'll there begin their endlefs tragedy. 

Churchyard's CbaOenge, p. i8o: 

'* And ii\ their place came fearful buggtSf 

>* As blacke as any pitche : 
<^ Wtf h bellies big and fwagging dugges, 
** More lothfome then a witch." 
Churchyard's /f^or/i&/«« 0^ lf^/«, p i6. edit. 1776 j 
" A kynd of found, that makes a hurling noyfe, 
**' To feare young babes, with brute of bugga and toycs, 
JM doth, i6;i3. 33, 
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Containing the lamentable Murder of Horatio 
and BbLLiMP£BiA: 

With the pitiful Death of old Hiekonjmo. 
To ijie Tune of, ^ten Dida. 
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YO U that have loft your former joys, 
And now in woe j'uui lives d'> lead : 
Feeding on nought but liiie annoys. 
Thinking your urici;, all gnels exceed : 
Ailii'e yourfclves it it not lb ; 
Lo here a fight of greaitt woe. 

Haplsfi 
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Haplefs Hlcronimo was my name, 
On whom fond fortune Imiied long : 
But now her flattering fmilcs I blame. 
Her flattering fmiles hath done me wrong. 

Would I bad died in tender years : 

Then had not btea this caule of tears. 

I Marlhall was in prime of years, 
And won great honour in the field : 
Until that age with filver'd hairs. 
My aged head had overfpread. 

Then left I war and flaid at home : 

And gave my honour to my fon. 

Horatio, my fweet only child, 

Prickt forth by fame's afpiring wings : 

Did fo behave him in the field. 

That he prince Balthazer captive brings. 

And with great honour did prefent 

Him to the king incontinent. 

The duke of Caftile's daughter then 

Defir'd Horatio to relate : 

The death of her beloved friend, ^ 

Her love Andrea's woeful fate. 

But when fhe knew who had him flain. 

She vow*d (he would revenge the fame. 

Then more to vex prince Balthazer, 
Becaufe he flew her chiefeft friend i 
She chofe my fon for her chief flower, 
Thereby meaning to work revenge. 

But mark what then dki ilraight befall i 

To turne my fweet tQ bitter gall. 

liorenzo then to find the cauie. 
Why that his fifter was unkind : 
At iafl he found within a paufe, 
How he might found her fecret mind* 

Which for to bring well to effect : 

To fetch her man he doth dired« 

Who 
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Who being come into his fight. 
He chreatneth for to rid his life : 
Except ftraightways he fhould recite. 
His Mer's love, the caufe of ilrife. 

Compel'd therefore t' unfold his mind: 

Said with Horatio (he's combin'd. 

The villain then, for hope of gain. 

Did llraight convey them to the place 

Where ihefe two lovers did remain, 

Joying in fight of others face« 
And to their foes they did impart 
The place where they ihould Joy their hcartf 

Prince Balthazer, with his comperes. 
Enters my bower all in the night. 
And there my fon (lain they uprear. 
The more to work my greater fpight* 

Bur as I lay and took repofe : 

A voice I heard, whereat I rofe* 

And finding then his fenfelefs form. 

The murderers! fought ro find. 

But miiling them I flood forlorn^ 

As one amazed in his mind. 
And rent and puil'd my filver'd hair, 
And curs'd and damn'd each thing was therein 

And that I would revenge the fame, 
I dipt a napkin in his blood : 
Swearing to work their woeful bain^ 
That fo had fpoil'd my chiefeft good^ 

And that I would not it forget : 

It always at my heart I kept* 
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To the feme Tvwic. . . 

nn HEN, Ifabclla, my dear wife,* 
•*" Finding her fon bcreav'd of breath, 
And loving him dearet than life 
Her own hand.fbaight doth work her death* 
And now their d^ths doth meet in one : 
My griefs are com^, my joys are gone. 

Then frantickly I ran about. 

Filling the air with mournful groans, 

Becaufe I had not yet found out 

The murtherers to eafe to moans. 
I rent and tore each thing I got, 
And (aid, and did, I knew not what. 

Thus as I pad: the flreets, hard by 
The duke of Cadile's houfe, as then 
A Letter there I did efpy. 
Which (how'd Horatio's woeful end. 
Which Bellimperia forth had flung, 
From prifon, where they kept her ilrbng. 

Then to the court forthwith I went. 
And of the king did juilice crave, 
But by Lorenzo^ bad intent, 
I hindred was, which made me rave. 
Then vexed more I flamp'd and frown'd, 
And with my poniard ript the ground. 

But falfe Lorenzo put me out. 

And told the king then by and by, 

That frantickly I ran about. 

And of my fon did always cry. 

And faid 'twere good I would refign : 
My marihal-fhip, which griev'd my mind. 


The 
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The duke of Caftile hearing then. 
How I did grudge ftiU at his fon. 
Did fend for me to make us friends : 
To flay the rumour then begun. 

Wheceto I (Iraightn^ay gave confent : 

Although in heart 1 never meant*' 

Sweet Bellimpcria comes to me. 
Thinking my fon I had forgot. 
To fee me with his foes agree. 
The which I ntvtr meant, God wot : 

But when we knew each other's mind. 

To work revenge a mean I find. 

Then bloody Baitazar enters in , . 

Entreating me to ihow fome /port 
Unto his father and the king: 
That to his nuptial did refort. 

Which gladly I prepared to ihow, 

Becaufe I knew 'twould work their woe. 

And from the Chronicles of Spain, 

I did record Eraftus life, 

And how the Turk had him fo flain ! 

And ilraicht revenge wrought by his wife. 

Then for to ad this Tragedy, 

I gave their parts immediately. 

Sweet Bellimperia Baitazar kills, 
Becaufe he flew her deareft friend^ 
And I Lorenzo's blood did fpill. 
And eke his foul to hell did fend. 

Then died my foes by dint of knifed 

Buc Bellimperia ends her life. 

Then for to fpecify my wrongs. 

With weeping eyes and mournfol hztt^ « 

I (hew'd my Ion with bloody wounds^ ^ 

And eke the murtherers did impart; 

And faid my fon was as dear to me 

As thine, or thine, though kings you be* 

7 But 
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I 

But when the^ did behold this thiogi 
Now I had flaiA their only fons ; 
The duke, the viceroy, and the kiog, 
Upon me all they Uraighc did run. 

To torture me they do prepare, 

Unlefs I (hould it fliaight declare. 

But that I would not tell it then. 
Even' with my teeth I bit my tongue, 
And in deipite did give it them, 
That me with torments fought to wron^ 

Thus when in age I fought to reft, ' . 

Nothing but forrows me oppreft. 

They knowing well that I could write, 
Unto my hand a pen did reach, 
Meaning thereby I. fhould recite. 
The authors 6f this bloody fetch. ' 

Then fained I my pen was naughr, • 

And by ihrange ilgns a knife I (ought. 

But when to me they gave the knif<?i 
I kill'd the duke then (landing by, 
And eke myfelf bereav'd of lire. 
For I to fee my fon did hie. 

The kings that fcorn'd my griefs before. 

With nought can they their joys rcllore. 

Here hare you heard my tragick tale. 
Which on Horatio's death depends, 
Whofc death I could anew bewail, % 

But that in it the murderers ends. 

For murder God will bring to light. 

Though long it be hid from man's fight. 

Printed at LouAn^ for H* Gajbu^ 
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EDITIONS. 

OF this Play Mr. Hawkins (ays there are many Edition?^ 
viz. i6o3« iSiCf 16189 162 J, 1631; and one without a date 
** printed hy £dward Allde, amended of fuch grofs blunders 
^ as pafled in the firft.** None of theie feveral Editions have 
come under my notice except thofe of 1623 and 1633; but, 
by comparing the collation of Mr. Hawkins with thefb copies^ 
I can fo far Mar tefiimony to that Gentleman's accuracy^ as to 
think myfelf warranted to follow his Edition of this Play as 

Sinted m the Origin ^ the JEngli/b DramOf vol. XL Mn 
awkins printed from AUde's Edition, compared with thofe of 
1618, i6a3»and 1633. 

The foregoi^ Ballad is printed from a Black Letter Copy 
in the valuable CcXkS&on of Thomas Pcaribn, Efq^ It ftems^ 
to have been written after die Play^ 
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THOMAS DEKKAR wrote in the re^g^ of James the 
Firfl. He was, fays Langbaine ', more famous for 
the contention he had with Ben* Jonfon for the Bayes, than 
|br any great reputation he had gained by his own writings* 
He was, however, not deftitute of genius ; .and. among L^ 
contemporaries, ieveral of whom joined with him In writing, 
was much efleemed, efpecially by Richard Brome, who alWa)^ 
gave him the title of Father. We know very few particiQar$ 
concerning him. Oldys fays he was in the King's JBench 
Prifott frgm, the year 1613 to 16:6, if not longer. Wproa)?, 
therefore, conclude that, like the generality of hi^ poetiad 
friends, he was in indigent circumilances. At what time he 
died we do not know with certainty ; but the fame writer fays 
lie was alive in 1638, and at that time full threefcore years of 
age. From a paifage in the Dedication to Matck me in London^ 
publifhed in 1631, it may be conjedtufed that he was older 
than Oldys imagines, as he there fays, '^ I have beene a prieft 
*' in Apollo's Temple many years, my voyce is decaying with 
** my age.**. He was a voluminous writer, and befides a great 
number of Pamphlets, of which a lift is hereafter given of as 
many as can at prefent be difcovered, he wrote the following 
Plays : 

I. *' The Pleafant Comedie of Old Fortun^atus. As it 
** was plaied .before the Queens Majeilie this Chriftmas, by 
*' the Right Honourable the Earle of Nottingham, Lord High 
** Admiiall of England his Servants, 4to. 1600." 

a. ** Satiro-mailix, or the Untruiiing of the humorous 
*' Poet. As it hath bin prefented publik'ely, by the Right 
" Honorable the Lord Chamberlaine his Servants, and pri- 
** vately by the Children of Paules, 1602, 4to. 1610, 4to.' 

3. The Honeft Whore, with the Humours of the Patient 
M^n and the Longing Wife, 1604, 4^^* ^^^S* 4^^* 1616, 
4to. 1635, 4to. ^ , 

4. Wellward Hoe. As it hath beene divers times a<Eled 
by the Children of Paules. Written by Thomas Decker and 
John Webftcr, i6©;, 4to. 

» P. 112. 
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I* Notdiwftrd Hoe» Sundiy timet aded b;^ tbe Ctuldrea 
of raule8« By Thomas Decker and John Wdxfter, 16079 4(0. 

6. The famous Hifioiy of Sir Thomas Wyat. With th^ 
Coronation of Queen Mary, and the coming-in of King 
iPhitip. As it was plaied by the Queens Majeuies Senrants. 
Written by Thomas Deckers and John Webfier, 1607, a^o. 

7. The Whore of Babylon. A^led by the Princes Ser- 
vants, i6o;r9 4to* 

8. *^ If it be not good, the Divel is in it. A new Play. 
^ As it hath bin lately a£l:ed with great applaufe, by the 
^' Queenes Majefiies Servants : at the Red Bull, 1611, 410." 

9* *'\ The Secund Part of the Honeft Whore ; with the Hu> 
^ mors of the Patient Man, the impatient Wife : the Honeft 
^ Whore, perfwaded by fhong Arguments to turne Curtizan 
*f againe : her brave refuting thofe Arguments. And lafUy, 
^ the Comicail Paflages of an Italian Bridewdl, where the 
•* Scene ends, 1630, 410.*^ 

ID. ^ A Tragi-Comedy : called^ Match met in LonJkn^ 
. f* A^ it hath beene often prefeuted ; £rfl, at the Bull in St. 
^< Johns-ibeet; and lately, at the Private Houfe in Druty^ 
^ Lane, called the Phob nix, 1631, 4to.'* 
' II. The Wonder of aKingdome, 4to, 1636. 

He alfo joined with Monger in writing The Virgin Martyr \ 
with Rowley and Ford, in f^be Witch ^ i^^nontw ; Middletoil 
and Rowley, in The Roaring Girl ; and with Ford, in The Sun's 
DarUt^* 

' A complete Lift of the feveral Pamphlets publifhed by a 
Writer who {o frequently employed the prefs, is fcarce to be 
expefted. The following is more perfed than any one which 
hath yet appeared : 

1, ** The Wonderfull Ycare, 1603. Wherein is (hewed the 
^* Pi6ture of London, lying ficke of the Plague. At the ende 
<* of all (like a merry £pik>gue to a dull Play) certaine Tales 
** are cut out in fundry fa£ions of purpofe to fhorten the 
** lives of long winter nights, that lye watching in the darke 
** for us, 4to. 1603.'* > 

Re-printed in Phcenix BritannicuSy X732, vol. I. p. 27. . 

a. *^ The whole magnificent Entertainment given to King 

** James, Qgeen Anne his Wife, and Henry Frederick the 

^< Prince, upon the day of his Majeities triumphant paiTage 

4 • •• (from 
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** (from the Tower) through his honourable Citie^ and cham- 
** ber of London, the i jth of March, 1603, ^ well by the 
** Eneliih as by the (bangers, with the Speeches and Songs 
** dehrered in the feveral pageants ; and thofe Speeches that 
** before were publilhed in Latin, now newly let forth in 
** Englilh by Thomas Dekker, 410. 1604." 

5* ** Newes from Hell; brought by the Divel's Carrier, 
** 4to« 1606.*' The running title is, ne Di*uefs Anfijoert to 
Pierce Pem^kjfe. 

4. ** The feven deadly Sinnes of London drawn in feren 
*^ jfeTerall Coaches, through the (even levendl Gates of the 
** Citie. Bringing the Plague with them, 4to, 160&'' 

5* Jefts to make you menyer, 4to. 1607. 

6. A Knight's Conjuring done in Earned, difcovered in Jeft, 
4to, 1607. 

7. The dead Term, or Weftminfter Complaint, 8rc. 410. i6o9. 
8. ' TheGuls Home Booke, 4to, 1609. This treats of the hu- 

nMurs and faihions of the Times among the Gallants and Paul's 
Walkers; alfo at the ordinaries, play-houies, and taverns, &c. 
See an Extrad from it in the laft Edition of Sbakfpeare, 17^8. 

9. Troja nova triumphans, at the receiving Sir John Swin- 
nenon, iLnt, into the City of London, 4to. i6ia* 

10. *^ The Bdman of London ; bringing to light the moft 
*^ notorious Villanies that are now pra£tifed in the Kingdome, 
** 4th Edition, 1616, 410." \ 

There was an Edition of this Pamphlet as early as in i6o8. 

XI. ** Dekkar his Dream, 4to. 1620." 

I a. ''Villanies difcovered by pandle-light, and the helpe 
** of a new Cryer» called, O Perfi O. Being an addition to 
<' the Bel-man 8 fecond Night Walke : and laying open to the 
*' world of thofe abufes, which the Bel-man (becaufe he went 
'* i' th' darke) could not fee. With Canting Songs, and other 
^* new Conceits never before printed. Newly corre£ted and 
** enlarged by the Author, 1620, iito.** 

1 3. Thomas of Reading ; or. The Six Wonhys Yeomen of 
the Weft : now fix times correded and enlarged, 1632. 

He was alfo the Author of a Pamphlet, the title-page of 
which was wanting in the only copy I have ieen of it. The run* 
ning titles of the different parts of it are, AStraage Horfi^racei 
fbe Divirs IqftlfiUand fefiament ; and The JBankrouts Banquet, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 

GASPARO TREBATZI, Duke of Milam 
Casthuchio. 

SiKEZI. 
PlORATTO^ , 

Fluelio. 

HlPOLlTO. 

Matheo. 

FirsTiGo, Brother to Viola. 

Candi DO, the Patient Man. 

George, his Servant. 

Dr. Benedict. 

Friar Ansel mo. 

Ceambo. 

Puff. ^ 

Rqger, Servant to Bellafront. 

women. 

Viola, Wife to Candido. 

Infelicia. 

Bellafront, the Honeft Whore. 

A Bawd. 
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HONEST WHORE. 


ACTUS PRIMUS. SGENA PRIMA. 

Knter at om door afuaeraly a corwet lylhg on the htarje^ yicutcheoms 
and garlands banking on the fides ; attended by Gtfyaso 
« Trebauiy dtde tfmUm^ Caftnid^lo, Sinezi, Pioraooi Fluelkv 
aad others at another doou 

Enter HipoliCo in difiontented appearance : Matheo, a gentlenuut^ 
his friend^ k^ouring to hold him hackm 

Duke. 

BE H OLD, yon comet Ihew8 his head again ! 
Twice hath he thus at crols-turns thrown on us 
' Prodi^^ous looks ; twice hath he troubled 
The waters of our eyes. See, he's turnM wild ; 
Go on in God's name, 

M 
On afore there, ho. 

Duh. 
Ktnfmen and friends, take from your manly fides 
Your weapons, to keep back the defperate boy 
From doing violence to the innocent dead^ 

HipoUtOm 
Ipr'ythee, dear Matheo. 

Matheom 
Come, y'are mad. 

* TrtJigious] That is, portentous, lb deformecl ts to be taken for « 
foretoken of evil. See Dr. Johnfoa's and Mr. Stccrens's Notes «n Kinr 
John, A. 3, S. I. * 
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I (to arreQ tbee, murderer : in down, 
ViUusit let down thai Sanvw, 'tii all mine. 
Duk. 

I io bdcech you all, far toy blood'i fakt. 
Send bence your milder fpiriis, and lei wrath 
T<Mn in flwfederacy with your weapooa' pnataf 
If he proceed to vex ut, let your fwordi 
Seek out hit bowclt ; funeral grief louht wocdi. 

Set on. 

Set down the body. 

O! my lord, 
Y'arc wrong : i* ih' open Areet } you lee fhe'i dead. 

1 know Oie ia not dead. 

Frantiok young man, 
Will [hou believe thefe gentlemen ? pny fpeak. 
Thou dolt abuie my chud, and mock ll the tears 
That here are flied for her : if to behold 
Thofe tofes wither'd that fei out her checks ; 
That pair of flars that gave her body light, 
Daiken'd and' dim for ever; all thme riven 
That fed her veiiu with warm and crimfon llreami. 
Frozen and dried up: If ihefebcfieoiof death, 
Then ia Ihe dead. Thou, unreligioui youth, 
Art not alham'd lo empty all chele eyes 
Of funeral tears (a debt due to the dead, 
Ai nitth i( to the living Ibam'It thou not 
To hafe them Hare oa ifaee ?— Hark, thou art curs'd 
Even to thy face, by thole that fcarce can fpeak. 
Hif*Uta. 

My lord. 

What would'fi thou have? it Ibe not dead ? 

Hipelil: 
Oh, you ha' kill'd her by your cruelty. 
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Dnh* 

Admit I had, tbou kitt'ft htx now again ; 
And art mote fayage than * a barbarous Moor. 

liCt me but ktfs her pale and bloodlefi fip, • 

Duke. 
0&, fie, fie! 

HifoUic. 
Ofy if not touch her, let me look on her. 

As you regard your honour. 

Honour ! finoak. ' 

Matbeo* 
pr, if you lov'd her living, (bate her now. 

puke. 
Aye, well done, fir ; you play the gentleman ; 
^teal hence ; 'tis nobly oone ; awUy ; V\\ join 
My force to yourfs, to flop this violent torment. 
Pafs on. \^Exeu»t with fiuuralm 

Matheo, thou da'ft wound me more. 

Mtuheo. 
I give you phyfick, noble friend, not wounds* 

Bjtkt. 
Oh, well (aid, well done, a true gentleman : 
Al^k ! I know the fea of lovers rage 
Comes ra(hing with fo ftrong a tide, it beats 
And bears down all refpedts of life, of honour, 
Of friends, of foes. — Forget her, gallant youth. 

Hifolito. 

Forget her? 

Dule. 

Nay, nay, but be patient : * 
For why, deatjii's hand h^th fued a {lri6t divorce 
Twixt her and thee. What's beauty but a coi fe ? 
What but fair fand-dufl are earth V pureft forms ? 
'Queens' bodies are but trunks to put in worms. 

* -—a barbarvui Moor.] I fufpe^ there is an alluiion here to thech^ 
^^r of Aaron fbt Moor, in Titus Andronicus. 

Mai/jeOm 
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Speak no more femences, my ^{ddd. Jord, bat flip hence; 
you fee they are but fits ; Vl\ rule htm* I warrant ye.^ Ay^ 
la, tread gingerly, your grace is here fomewhat too long al- 
f eady. 'Slood, the jed were now, if, having ta'en forae kaqcks 
o^the pate already, he (hould get loofe again, and, like a mad 
ox, tofs my new black cloaks into the kennd. I moil humpur 
his lordihip.— My lord Hipolito, is it in your llomach to go to 
^nner ? 

Where is the body ? 

Mather. 
The body, as the duke fpoke very wifely, b gone be woxm'd. 

Hifoiifo. 
I cannot refl ; Fli meet it at next turn. 
Ill fee how my love looks. [Matheo hoUs him tn^s arms. 

Matheo. 
How your love looks ! worfe than a fcarecro#. Wreftfe 
not with roe: ^ the great fellow gives the fall for a ducat. 

HipolitOm 

I (hall forget myfelf. 

Matheo, 

Pray do fo ; leave yourfelf behind yourfclf, and go whi- 
ther you will. 'Sfoot, do you long to have bafe rogues that 
maintain a faint Anthony's fire in their nofes (by nothing but 
two-penny ale) make ballads of you? If the duke had but fo 
much metal in him, as is in a cobler's awl, he would ha' been 
a vex'd thing ; he and his train had blown you up, but that 
their powder has taken the wet of cowards: you*ll blood 
* three potdes of Alicant, by this light, if you follow 'era ; and 
then we ihall have a hole made in a wrong place, to have 
furgeons roll thee up, like a baby in fwaddliug clouts. 

HipoUto* 

What day is to-day, Matheo ? 

3 ihegriot fellow gives the Jail f%r a ducmJ] See As you /ike Ih A. I. 
S. 2. 

4 three pottles of Alicant^'] This wine appears to have been a favottrice 
liquor at the time Dekkar wrote. Blount, in his Gloffifgrapbisy fays, 
it is called from '' Alicante, the chiefefV town of Murqia in Spain, where 
^ great ftore of mulberries grow, the juice whereof makes the true AHcant 
«* wine." 

Matheo* 
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Yea, many » this Is an: eafy queftion : why to«day ,if , kt lae 
fee, Thurfday. , ' ' . 

/ - HifoUt&» . . 
Oh, Thurfday! 

Here^sacoll for a dead commodity! *4£bQt« women, when 
they are alive, are but dead commodities ; for you ihsdi hasp 
one woman lieuipon tnany men's hand^B* 

She died on Monday, then« 

And that's the moft villainous day of all the week ID 
clie in : and (he was well, and eat a mefs of water-gruel, on 
Monday morning; 

Ayef it<:annot be 
Such a bright taper (hould burn out {o fobn« 

Matbeo. 

O ! yes, my lord* So foon ! why, I ha' known them at 
dinner have been as %vell, and had fo much health, that jthey 
were glad to pledge it; yet, before three o'clock, have t^a 
found dead drunk. 

HipoUto. 

On Thurfday buried ! and on Monday died I 
Quick hade, by'r hidy: fure her winding (heet 
Was laid out 'fore her body ; and the worms. 
That now miitl feaft with her, were even befpoke, 
And folemnly invited, like flrange guefts. 

Maiheo. 

Strange feeders they are, indeed, my lord, and like your 
jefter, or young courtier, will enter upon any man's trenchet 
without bidding. 

HipoUto. 

Curs'd be that day for ever, that robb'd her 
Of breath, and me of blifs ! henceforth let it ftand 
Within the wizard^ book (the kalendar) 
Mark'd with a marginal finger, to be chofen 
By thieves, by villains, and black murderers. 
As the bed day for them to labour in. 

I If 
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If henceforth this adulterous hnpfy world 
Be got with child with treaioiiy ftcrilege^ 
Atbeifm, rapes, treacherous inendih]p» pepuiyi^ 
Slander (the beggai's fin). Set (thefinoTiodf]^ 
Or any other damnM impieties^ 
On Monday let them be deiimeiL 
I fwear to thee> Matheo, by my (boly 
Hereafter weekly on that day 1*11 gleir 
Mine eye-lids down, becaufe they fiiall not gize 
On any female cheek : and being lockM up 
In my clofe chamber, there IH mediiate 
On nothing but my Infelice's end^ 
Or on a dead man^ fcuU draw out mine €fwn» 

Matbio. 
' You'll do all thefe good works now every Monday, be** 
caufe it is fo bad : but I hope upon Tuefilay morning I fliall 
take you with a wench. 

If ever whilft frail blood through my veins ruOi 
' On woman^s beams I throw afEe£lion| 
' Save her that's dead : or diat I loofely fly 
To th' ihore of any other wafting eye. 
Let me not profper, heaven. I will be true. 
Even to her duft and afhes : could her tomb 
Stand, whilft I liv'd ib long, that it might rot^ 
That ihould fall down, but ihe be ne'er forgot* 

If you have this ftrange monflei', honei^, inyour bdly^ 
why fo^ jig- makers and chroniclers (hall pick (bmethiiu; out 
of you : but and I fmell not you and a bawdy^houfe out 
within theie^en days, let my nofe be as big as an BnglKh bag-^ 
pudding. 1*11 follow your lordfhip, though it be to the place 
aforenamed. \JEiuimti 

s jfg'mahn'} L e. ballad-makers. See Note 35 to Edward H, voL II. 
P* 35*- 
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SCENE II. 

jE«/fr Fuftigo in fim fantafitck fia-fuit at mifi dwr^ a Porter 

meets him at another, 

Fufiig9. 

H, 
O W aoW| Porter, will flie come ? 

Porter. 

1£I may trufl a woman, fir, ihe will come. 

FufligOm 

There's for thy pains ; Godamercy, if ever I fland ki 
need of a weoch that will come with a wet finger. Porter 
thou ihalt earn my money before any Clariffimo in Milan ; 
yet fo, God fa* me, (he*8 mine own fifler, body and foul, as I 
am a chriftian gentleman. Farewel, I'll ponder till ihe come : 
thou hail been no bawd in fetching this woman, I aiTure the^ 

Porter. 
No matter if I had, fir j better men than Porters are bawds. 

Fuftigo. 

God, fir, many that have born offices. But, Porter, art 
fure thou went'A into a true houfe ? 

Porter. 

1 think fo, for I met with no thieves. 

Fuftigo. 
Nay, but art fure it was my fifter Viola ? 

Porter. 
I am fure by all fuperfcriptions it was the party you q^er'd. 

Fuftigo. 
Not very tall? 

Porter. 
Kor very low, a middling woman. 

Fuftigo. 

•Twas Ihe, faith, 'twas Ihcj a pretty plump cheek, like 
mme. 

Porter. 
At a blufli, a little very much like you. 

Fuftigo. 
Godfo, I would not for a ducat ihe had kicfc'd up her heels, 
for I ha' fpent an abomination this voyage, marry, I did it 

amongft 
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sroongft failors and gentlemen.— There's a fittle modicum 
more. Porter, for making thee flay : farewel, honeil Porter. 

Forter* 
I am in your debt, fir, God prefenre you* \B^iu 

Enter Viola. 

Fi^igif. 

Not fo neither, good Porter; godilid, yonder (he. comes.— 
Slder Viola, I am glad to fee you flirring : 'tis news to hare 
me here, is't not, fifler I 

Fiola. 
Yes,- truft me: I wonder'd who ihould he fo bold to fend 
for me.*— You are welcome to Milan, brother. 

FuJUgo. 
Troth, filler, I heard you were married to a rety rich chuff, 
£nd I was ver>* forry for it, that I had no better cloaths, and 
that made me fend: for you know we Mibners lore to ilrut 
upon Spanifh leather.—- And how does all our friends? 

Viola. 
Very well ; you ha* travelled enough now, I trow, to fow 
your wild oats. 

Fufifga. 

A pox on *em ; wild oats ! 1 ha' not an oat to throw at a 
horfe. Troth, filler, I ha* fow*d my oats, and reaped two 
hundred ducats, if 1 had 'em here. Marry, I muft entreat 
you to lend me fome thirty or forty, till the (hip come: by 
this hand, I'li difcbarge at my day, by this hand. 

Ficla. 
Thefe are your old oaths. 

Fr^^'ga, 
Why, fifter, do you think Til forfwear my hand ? 

riola. 
Well, well, you (hall have them. Put yourfelf into better 
faihion, becaufe I mult imploy you in,a ierious matter. 

Fupgc, 
rU fweat like a horfe, if I like the matter. 

FiOi'a, 
You ha* cad off all your old fwaggering humours ? 

Fupgff. 
I had not fail'd a league in that great fifli-pond (the fea) 
but I caft up my very gall. 

Viola* 
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I am tiie more ibrrj^ for 1 mufl employ a true fw^ggerer, 

• Fuftigo. 

Nay, by this trod, ilfler, they (halt find I am' powder an4 
touch' box, if they put fire once into me; 

Viola. 
i^hen lend me your ears. 

Fuftigo. 

Mine ears are your's, dear lifter* 

riohi 
\ am tnarried to a man that has wealth enough, and wit 
enough* 

Fuftigo* 

A linen draper, I was told, Mer. 

[Hola. 

Very true, a ^ave citizen ; I want nothing that a vnft 
can wiOi from a hufband : but here^ the fpite^ he has not 
all things belonging to a man. 


FuffigOm 

Oods my life, he^s a very ^ mandrake; or elfe (God blefi 
us) one o'chefe whiblins, and that's worfe; and then all 
the children that he gets lawfully of your body, fitter, are 
baftards by a fiatute* 

Fioh. 

O, you run over me too faft, brother. I have heard it often 
(aid, that he who cannot be angry is no man. I am fure 
my hufband is a roan ^ in print for all things elfe, lave only 
in this, no tempeft can move him* 

^ mandrake \] " A plant bearing yellow roun^ applet ; the root of it 
" 1% great and white like iL radilh rdoty and is divided into two or niore 
** parts, growing fometimcs like the legs of a man." Blount's Ghfi» 
grafibiom 

See Mr. Steevens*s Note on the Second Part of Henry IV. A. 3. S. a. 

7 in print'] Exa^ly, perfe£tly. So, in Laugh and lie dawnct w th% 
JVorldts Folly y 1605. Sign. D. 3 : — ^' his Iqolu were fo demure, .hit 
** words were fo in frinty his graces To in order, and his conceits fo ia 
«« tune, &c." 

See alfo the Notes of Mr. Steevens and Mr. Tyrwhltt 9^ Lt^fft Lahaur 
Lofti p. 419. edit. 1778. 
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Fufitgo. 

'Slid^ would he had been at fea with us, he (hould ha' 
been movM and mov'd a^ain; for TU be fwoniy la, our 
drunken (hip rcel'd like a Dutchman* 

Vida. , . . 

No lofs of goods can increafe in him a wrinkle; no crab- 
bed language make his coimtenance four; the flubbornoefs 
of no fervant fiiake him ; he has no more gall in him than 
a dove^ no more iling than an ant; mufician will he never 
be, (yet I find much mufick in him) but he loves no frets ; 
and is fo free from anger, that many times I am ready to bite 
off if.y tongue, Becaufe it wants that virtue which ail women's 
tongues have, to anger cheir hufbands : brother, nine can by 
no thunder turn him into a fharpnefs. 

Belike his blood, filler, is well brewM then. 

Viola. 
I proteft to thee, Fuftigo, I iove him moft affectionately ; 
but I know not — I ha' fuch a tickling within me-^fuch a 
firangje longing ; nay, verily, I do long. 

Fufiigo. 
Then y*ar# with child, Mer, by all figns and tokens ; nay, 
I am partly a phyfician, and partly fomething elfe. I ha 
read ' Albertus Magnus, and Anftotle's problems. 

Vi0\d. 
Y'are wide a'lhe bow-hand ftill, brother : my longings are 
not wanton, but wayward : I long to have my patient huf> 
band eat up a whole porcupine, to the intent the bridling 
quills may flick about his lips like a Flemifh muilachio, and 
be (hot at me : I fliall be leaner than the new moon, unlels I 
can make him horn-mad. 

- Fujttgo. 

'Sfoot, half a quarter of an hour does that : make him a 
cuckold* 

Viola, 
Poh, he would count fu^h a cot no uokindnefs, 

^ A\hm«% Magnus^ i. «. d# Sccrctis Malieruiii. 1^ 

Fujllgo. 
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The hone((er citizen he. TWn'make him drunk and 
cut off his beardfc 

PiAu 
Fie, fie ; idle, idle ; he's no Fr<cnchman, to fret at the lofi 
of a little ^^fcalMhair* No, brother, thus it (hall be; you 
muft be fecret* 

^ • Fuftigo. 

As your midtvife, I protell, liiler^ or a barber-furgeon. 

Repair to the Tortcife here in St. Chriftopher's flreet, Twill 
fend you money ; turn yourfelf into a brave man : inftead of 
the arms of your miftrefs, let your fword and your military 
fcarf hang about your neck. 

lufiigo. 
J muft have a great norfeman's French feather too, fitter. 

Viola. 
O, by any means, to {hew your light head* elfe your hat 
will fit like a coxcomb : to be brief, you mufl be in all points 
a moft terrible wide-mouthM fwaggerer. 

FuftigOm 
Nay^ for fwaggering points let me alone. 

Viola. ^ 
Refort then to our (hop, and (in my huiband's prefence) 
kifs me, fnatch rings, jewels, or any thing ; fo you give it 
back again, brother, in fecret. 

Fujltgo. 
By this hanfl^ fitter. 

9 vuJu biiH drunk dful cut (i§ his beard.'] To cut o^ the hair of any per- 
Ton was, in our Author's timcy a mark of difgrace, and efteemed a very 
, great indignity. From the following pafTage in a Pamphlet, called, " The 
•* admirable deliverance 0/266 ChriJiianSf by John Reynard^ Englifiman, front 
<• the captivitit of the Turkes^ who bad been Gally-^/laves many years in AleX" 
" andriay 1608. Sign. B. 2. it feems to have been a praftice made.ufc by 
the Turks towards their prifoners, ** hither were thefc Chriftians brought ; 
** the iirll villany and indignitie that was done unto theni, was the 
^*Jhaving off" all the hayre both of heade and beardy thereby to rob tbepiofthofs 
*< ornaments nuhich all Cbrifiians make much of, becaufe they befi beamU them,* 

*<^ jcatd hair\ i. e. fcattered, or difperied hair. Mr. Lambe, in his 
Notes on Ftoddon Fields obferves, that the word Jcale is ufed in the North 
in the above-mentioned fcnfir. See alfo Mr. Steevens^s Note on Coriolanus, 
A. r. S. I. 
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riola. 
Swear as If you came buf new from knighdng* 

Fufttgo* 
Nay, ril fwear after 400 a year. 

Swagger worfe than a lieutenam among frefli-Watcr foldiers ; 
call rre your love, your ingle, yoUr cbtifin, or fo; but filler, 
at no hand. 

No, no, it fliall be coufiti ; or rather cuz, that's the gulfing 
word between, the citizens' wives and thoir old dames that man 
*cro to the garden ; to* call you one o'niine " aunts, lifler, were 
as good as call you errant whore : no, no, let me alone to 
couzen you rarely. 

nolo. 

He has heard I hare a brother, but never faw him, therefore 
put on a good face. 

Fuftigo. 

The beil in Milan, I warrant. 

Take up wares, but pay n6thing; rifle my bofom, my 
pocket, my purfe, the boxes for money to dice withall ; but, 
brother, you mufl give all back again in fecret» 

Fujiigo, 

By this welkin that here roars, I will, or elle let nie never 
know what a fecrct is. Why, filler, do vou think 111 ** coney- 
catch you, when you are my coufin? god's my life, then 

i< aunti] ^unt was a cant word for a woinan oPno yirtae, generally 
for a bawd. So, in Dekker's Stl-matCs Nigbt-vaUus^ Sign. G : ''Be 
f' not To guldy be not fo dull in underftanding : do thou but foUowe 
<< aloofe thofe two tame pigeons, and thou (halt find, that her new 
^* uncle lies by \i all that night, to make his kins-woman otie of mine 
*' aunts,** See alfo Mr. Stcevcns's Note on lVint6r*s Tale, A. 4. S. 2. 

*^ coney 'Cat ch^ Consy-catch is to cheat or defraud. So a coney^catcbtr 
was the common name of a cheat, otjharptr. In Blunt Mafter Comftable^ 
1602, A. 4- Curvetto fays: ♦'Felony? you co«y-<ra/rAiag- flave." To 
which Friico replies i *^ Cony-catcbing will pear an afllon. I'll conyeatck 
" you for this.'' Robert (yreen, who Dr. Johnfon obfervcs, was one of 
the iirll amongil us who made a trade of writing Pamphlets, publilhed 
feveral defcribing the difcrcnt modes of ebeatingf or cott^-catcblngy uicti 
in his time. 

I were 
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1 were a ftark afs. If I fret not his guts, *» b«g me for a 

fool. 

Viola. 
Be drcumfpedy and do fo then. FareiveU 

Fufiigo. 

The Tortoife, lifter ? FU ftay there ; forty ducatt. {Exit, 

Fhla. 
Thither Fll fend : this law can none deny. 
Wo men muft h ave their lon^^n^ or ihg;; die. \ExU. 
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S C E , N E III. 

■ 

Gafparo the Duke^ DoBor Benedidt, /ivtf Servants^ 

Duke. 

GIVE charge that none do enter, lock the doors ; 
And, fellows, what your eyes and ears re^ire^ 
Upon your lives truft not the gadding air 
To carry the leaft part of it.^-Tbe ^aft, (he hour*glafs» 

Here, my lord. (J 

Duke. 
Ah, 'tis near (pent 
But, do6tor BenedidI, does your art fpeak truth ? 
Art fure the foporiferous ftream will ebb| 
And leave the cryftal banks of her white body 
Pure as they were at firft, juft at the hour I 

DoHor. 
Juil at the hour, my lord* 

^^ heg m« for a fool,"] Sir William Blackftooe, in hii CommentarUsp 
voL I. p. ^03. {vp : ** By the old common Uw there is a writ Je iihts^ 
** 'm^uirettM, to enquire whether a man be an idiot or not : which muft be 
'< tried by a jury of twelTe men ; Snd, if they find him fnrus idioea, the 
'< profits of his lands, and the cuftody of his perfbn, may be granted by 
<< the kingtoibme fubjc^ who has intercft enoagh to obtain them.'' 
And he obfenres that this power, thonrrh of late very rarely exerted, is 
fiill auuded to in common fpeech by that ufual expreffion of Pegging a man 
Ibr a fool* 

R 4 Duk^ 
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Duie. 

iJftcurtain her. 
Softly, fweet Do^or. What a coldifli heat 
Spreads over all her body ! . 

The vital fpirits that by a fleepy charm 
Were bound up Faft, and threw an icy ruH 
On her exterior parts, now 'gin to break : 
Trouble her not, my lord. 

Duie. 

Some flools* You call'd 
For mufick, did you not ? oh, ho, it (peaks. 
It (p^ks. Watch, firs, her waking, note thofe fands* 
Dodor, fit down : a dukedom that fhould weigh mine 
Own down twice, being put into one fcale. 
And that ibnd defperate boy Hipolito 
Making the weight up, (hould not (at my hands) 
Buy her i'lh' t'other, were her flare more light 
Than her*8, who makes a dowry up with alms. 
Do6tor, I'll ftanrc her on the Appennine, 
Ere he (hall marry her. I mufl confefs, 
Hipolito is nobly bom : A man. 
Did not mine enemies blood boil in his veinsi 
Whom I would court to be my.fon-in-law ; 
But Princes, whofe high fpleens for empire fwelly 
Are not with eafy art made parallel. 

2 Servanf^ 

She wakes, my lord! 

Duke. 

Ix>ok, Do6tor Benedi6^. 
I charge you, on your lives, irraintain for truth 
Whate'er the Doctor or myfelf aver ; 
For you (hall bear her hence to Bergamo, 

Infiiicia, 

Oh god, what fearful dreams ! 

Lady. 

Ha! ' 


Dvh. 
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Duke. 

Girl ! 
Why, Infelicia ! How is*t now ? ha, (peak. 

I'm welL— What make* this Dodor here ?— * 
Tm well. 

Duii. 
Thou wert not fo e'en now. Sicknefs'd pale hand 
Laid hold on thee even ** in the deadft of feafling j 
And when a cup, crown'd with thy lover's health. 
Had touch'd thy lips, a feniiblfi cold dew 
Stood on thy cheeks, as if that death had wept 
To fee fuch beauty alter'd. 

Infelicia. 
I reroerobcr 
I fat at banquet : but felt no fuch change.' 

Duke. 
Thou haft forgot then how a mefTenger 
Came wildly in, with this unfavoury news^ 
That he was dead. 

Ififilicia. 
What meifenger ? who's dead ? 

Duke, * ' r. 

Hipolito. Alack, wring not thy hands ! 

ItHelicia. . 

I faw no meflenger ; heard no fuch news* 

' DaBor. 

Trufi me you did, fweet lady. 

Duki. 
La' you now. 

z tServottt. * 

Yes, indeed, mad^un. 

Duke. 
Lol* you now; 'tis well, God knows, 

Infilicia, 
You ha' (lain him, and now you'll murder me. ' 

« 

|4 .— in the dea^ rf/sqfiiH£ ;] i. e. in the mdfi ; taken firom the vulgar 
Axpreffion concerning higbt; laying, in the dead of nighty £qx the middk 
^ it. S. P. 

Tk 4 Dffie* 
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Dmkr. 
Good In Felicia, vex not thus th\'ielf : 
Of this the had report before did drike 
So coldly to thy heart* that the fwitt cuirents 
Of life were all frozen up ^— 

It if untrue, 
Tis mod uptrui:. O n^oft unnatural father ! 

Duif. 

And we had niuch ado, by an's t^eil cunningf 
To tetch life back ag^in. 

Moil certab, lady. 

Why la' you now ; youV not believe tne. Friendsy 
Siveat we oqc all? b^d we not much to d(^? 

2 Servani* 
Yes indeed, my lord, much. 

Duke. 
Ppath drew fuch fearful pi<^ures in thy faoey 
That, were Hi^lito alive agaiq, 
^' I'd kneel and woo the noble gentleman 
To be (by huftand. Now I fore repent 
My (harpnefs to him, and his. family. 
Nay, do not weep for him : we all rouft die- 
Doctor, this place where (he fo oft hath feen • 
His lively preience^ haunts her : does it not I 

BoHor. 
poubtl^fs, my lord» it does/ 

Jbuki. 
It does, i^t 'does. 
Therefore, fweet girl, thoti 0)alt to Bergatpo. 

Even where ybu will : in any place there'« woe* 

Duke. 
A coach is ready ; Bergamo doth (land 
In a moil whulfome air ; fweet walks ; there's deer. 

n pd hutl] All the editions read PllkittL 


Ay^ 
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A}^, tbou (halt hunt and fend us venifon, V 

Which, like fome Goddefs in the CNrprian grorcs^ 

Thine own fair hand (hall ftrike.— oirs, you fhall tfach her 

To ftand, and how to (hoot : aye, (he (hall hunt. 

Caft off this forrow. In, girl, and niepare 

'X\a% night to ride away to Bergamo. 

O moft unhappy maid ! [£«d!» 

Follow it dofe. 
No words that (h^was buried, on your 1ive*» 
Or that her ghoil walks now after (he is dead ; 
I'll hang you if you name a funeral. 

1 Servant. 

I?ll fpeak Greek, my lord, ere I fpeak that deadly wonL 

2 Strvam, 

And 111 fpeak Weleh, which is harder thap Greek. [Exema. 

Dukt. 

Aw9j^ look to her.— Doctor Benedi^, 
'Did you obferve how her complexion alter'd 
Vpun his name and death ? O ! would 'twere true! 

It niay» my lord. » 

Dukf. 

May ! How ? I wi(h his death. 

DaSor. 
And you may have your wi(h : fay but the wcfid^ 
And^it a ftrong fpell to rip up his grave. 
I have good knowledge with Hipo4to: 
He calls me firiend ; 111 creep into his bo(bm, 
jfknd fiing him there to death : poifon can do% 

Duie. 
Perform it; 111 create thee half mine heir. 

It (hall be done, altho' the hA be fouL 

Duke. 
Gitatnefi bides lin ; the |;uilt upon my foul. [ExemiL 
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SCENE IV, 
EsUer CaflrttcluQf Pioratto, 4mn/ FIucUq. 

Ca/lnfcbio, 

SIGN'IOR Pioratto, fignior Fluello, (hall's be merry? 
fimirs play the wsg now ? 

Ayr, any thiog that may beget the child of laughter. 

Cafiriubio. 
Truth, T have a pretty fportive conceit new aepi into my 
brain, will move excellent. mirth* 

Piorafto, 
Ijcx\ baV, let's ha't ; aofl »here ihall the fcene of mirth lie ? 

CafirticJbio, 

At ligniiBr Candido's houie, the patient roan; nay, the 
monflrous patient man : thiey fay his blood is immoveable ; 
that he has taken aH patiepce from a mai)» and afl conflancy 
from a woman. 

Fluelh. 
That makes fo many whores now-a-days. 

Caftrmcbio^ 
Aye, and fo m^ny knaves too. 

Fiormtto. 
Well, fir. 

Cfiftrucbh. 
To conclude ; the report ^pt^^ he's fb mild, ib a&ble, fb 
futfering, that nothing indeed can move him. Now, do but 
think what fport it will be to make this fellow (the mirror of . 
patience) as angry, ^s vest, and as mad as an Eogiiih cuckokL 

Fluelh. 
O! 'twere adqiiirable mistb, that: butboiy w^^t be done, 
Sgnior I ^ 

Qajtruchlo. 
Let me alone ; I have a trick, a conceit, a thing, a device 
wtH iflSng him, 'faith, if he have but a thimbleful ofbbod in'9 
idly, or a fpleen not fo big as '' a tavern token. 

Pioratto^ 

17 a tavern token] During the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and from 

thcn^forvard to that of Charles the Second, very little brafs or copper 

*" money 
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Piaratto^ 
Thou ftir him! thou more him! thou anger him! Alas I' 
I know his approved temper. Thou vex him ! wh^ he has a 
patience above mati'S jnjupes ; thou maylft footer raife a fpteca 
I a an angel than rough humour in him« Why, I-ll give you • 
indance for it ': this wonderfully temper^ (ignior Candido upon 
a time invited home to his houfe certain Neapolitan lords, of 
curious tafte, aqd no-mean palates; '^conjuring his wife of 
'all loves, to' prepare cheer fitting for fuch honourable trencher*' 
men. She (juu of a woman's nature, covetous to try the ut- 
termoft of vexation, and thinking at lafl to get the (Yartof his 
humour) willingly negleded the preparation, and became On* 
furnifh'd not only of dainty, but of ordinary dirties. He (ac- 
cording to the mildnefs of his breafl) entertain'd the lords, and 
With courtly difcourfe beguiled che time, as much as a citizen 
inight do. To conclude ; they were hungry lords, for there 
came no meat in ; their ftomachs were plainly gull*d, and theit 
teeth deluded, and (if anger could have fetzed a man) there 
was matter enough, 'faith, to vex any citizen in the world, if 

he were not too much* made a fool by his wife* « 

' . Fluelh. ' 

Aye, 111 fwear foPt : 'sfoot, had it been my cafe, I ihould 
bave ha' play'd mad tricks with my wife and family; firft, 1 
would ha' fpitted the men, (lewfd th^ maids^ and baked die 
miflrefsy and fo ferved them in. 

PiaratiOm 

Why, 'twould ha' temjier'd any blood but his; 

money was coined by authority. For the convenience of tra4e, viAaal- 
lea and other tradeunen, wkhout any reftri^ion, were therefoce per* 
mitted to coin fmall money, or tokens as they were called, which were 
ufcd for change. Thcfc tokens were very fmall pieces, and probably at . 
firft coined chiefly by tavern-keepers ; from whence the ezpreffion a 
tavern token might have been origiriaUy derived. Amongil other canC 
phrafes to delcribe drOnkennefs, it appears from Pbtiocotbontfia, 1635^ 
p. 6p. that to' (wallow a tavern token was one. So Cob, in Every Man in 
bis Humour^ A. i. S.4. fays, in anfwer to Mailer Matthew's queftioni 
« Was he druiik ?" " Drunk, fir ? you hear not me fay fo. Perhaps 
'* he fwallow'd a tavern token, gr fome fiicb device, fir, I have nothing t^ 
"do withal." 

" colouring bit wifi of tU iovci] Set Note 95 to Gammer Gttrtm's 
NadUf vol. II. p. 76. ' ^ 

And 


26t THE HONEST WHORE^^ 

And thou to Tex him ! thou to anger him 
"With fonie poor (hallow jeCi ! 

Cafimcbio. 
S^blood, figntor Pioratto (you that difparage my conceit) I*B 
wage a hundred ducatt upon the head oii*t, that it moTes, frea 
UiDy and galls him. 

PioraH9m 
Done: *tis a layj '•join golls on'p, Witnefs fienxor 
Fluello. 

Cq/intcbi§m 
Witneft r 'ti« done. 
Come follow me : the honi^ is not fa^ offt 
111 thniil him from his humour, vex his htt^^ 
And win an hundred ducats by one jeft. {Exeunt^ 


S C E N E V. 

JEiiftr Candido*s Wlfi^ George, and two ^Prentices in thejbof, - 

COME you, put up your wares in good order here: do 
you not think, you, one piece ca(^ this way, another that 
way, you had need have a patient mafler indeed ? 

Qeorgem 
Aye, 111 be fwom, for we have a curfi mifirefs* 

Wifi. 
.. You mumble ! Do you mumble ? I would your mafler or 
I could be a note more angry : for two patient rolks in a houfe 
i2x>tl all the fervants that ever ihall come under them. 

I ^Prentice. 
You patient ! aye, fo is the devil when he is horp-m^* 

Enter Caflrucbio, Fluello, and Pioratto. 

AU three. 
Gentlemen, what do you lack } what i&\ you buy ? 8ee fin^ 
ibollands, fine cam bricks,' fine lawns. 

*» jwi^i/Zi] i. c hands. Sec Nott z*j to Tkt Mtffor ff ^w Uro u gb^ 
voL XI> p* 163. 

Gt9rg€* 
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WTiat h'l you lack? 

2 'Prtmice. 
What is'i you buy ? 

Ci^Tiahia, 
Whete'i £gnior Candido, thy mailer f 

Gtarge, 
Faith, llgtuoT) he's a Uitle ncgociated ; he'll appear prefently. 

Caflmchio. 
Fellow, let'i fee a lann, a choice one, firrah. 

The belt in all Milan, geoilemen, and this ii the {uecc. I 
fan fit you, gentlcmeD, with fine callicoes too for <loublets; 
ihe only fwcet falhion new, tnoft delicate and courtly: a meek 
gentle catlico, cut upon two double a&bk taflatas : ah, took 
neat, feat, and unmaichable. 

FkeUo. 
A notable volubte-tongu'd villain. 
Fiaratte. 
I warrant this fellow wag never begot without much prating. 

Caflruchic. 
What, and is this fbe, fay'ft thou ? 

Aye, sai the pureft ftie thai ever you finf;er'd fince tou wefc 
a gentleman : look how even ftie is ; look how clean flie is ; 
ha ! Ri even as the brow of Cynthia, and as clean as youi font- ' 
and-heir^ when they ha' fpeni all, 

Puh ! thou talk'ft — Pos on't, 'tis rough. 

How ! Is (he rough f But, iV you bid poi on't, fir, 'chIU 
take away the roughnefs prefcntly. 
Fhrlb. 
Ha, fignior,hRs he fitted your French curfe? 

Look you, gentlemeti, here's anotlier; compare then, I 

Eray : campara Firgiliu/n cum Homero, compat^ virgliiB with 
arlotn. 

Cafinichh. 
Puh! I ba'ftenbctKr; and as you term them, eyenerai^d 
. icleaECr, ■ 
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Gtorg€m 
Tou may fee Tarther for your mind, bat craft me you (hall 
not find better for your body. 

Enter Candido* 

Cqftruchio. 
O ! here he comet : let's make as tho^ we pafi. 
Come, come, we'll try in fome other (hop. 

CanMdom 
How pow f what's the matter ? 

George* 
The gentlemen find fault with this lawn ; fall out with it, 
and without a caufe too. 

Candida, 
Without a caufe! 
And that makeii you to let 'em pafs away. 
Ah, may I crave a word with you, gentlemen ? 

Fluello. 
He calls us. 

Cafiruchh. 
Makes the better for the jed. 

* Candida, 
I pray come near. Y'are very welcome, gallants ; 
Pray pardon my man's rudenefs, for I fear me 
He's talk'd above a 'prentice with you. — Lawns ! 
Look you, kind gentlemen — this !— no :— Aye, this : 
Take thi., upon my honefl- dealing faith. 
To be a true weave ; not too hard, nor flack. 
But e*en as far from falihood, as from black. 

Caftrucbic, 
Well, how do you rate it ? 

Candida* 
Very confcioiubly $ eighteen fhilCngs a yard. 

Caftruchiom 
That's too dear. How many yards does the whole piece 
contain, think you ? 

Candida, 
Why, fome fcvx^nteen yards, 1 think, or thereabouts. How 
J&uch would ferve your turn, I pray ? 

7 CafirucUa* 
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Caftrmchh. 
Why, let me fec-^would it were better too ! 

Candida, 
Truth, 'tis the bed in Milan, at few words. 

C4ifiruchio» 
Well ; let me have then-^a whole penny-worth. 

Candido* 
Ha, ha ! y'are a merry Gentleman. 

Cafirucbio^ 
A penn'orth, I fay. 

Candida* 

Of lawn!. 

Capruchio* 
Of lawn ? aye, of lawn, a penn'orth. ^Uood do'ft noC 
hear ? a whole penn'orth : are you deaf? 

Deaf! no, fir : but I mu(l tell you, 
Our wares do feldom meet fuch cuftomers. 

Cafiruehio^ 
Nay, and you and your lawns be fa fqueamifh^ fare foil 
well. 

Can-do* 
Pray ffaty; a word, pray fignior ! for what pttipofe i« b^ 
I befeech you ? 

Cafiruchio, 
* 'Sblood, what's that to you ? Ill have a pean*ortIu 

Candida. 
A penny-worth I why you (hall : Til (enfe you piefeiU^ 

2 *Prentice» 
'Sfoot, a penny-worthy miftrefs ! 

Mifirejs. 
A penny-worth ! call yon thefe gentlemen? 

Cq/lruci^io. 

No, no; not there. 

Candida, 
What then, kmd gentleman ? what at this coiner hatt ? 

No, nor there neither ; 
111 have it juft in the middtei or ^e noti 
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Jaft in die middle !— ^ha— 'you fhall too: what^ 
Have yoo a fingle penny ? 

Ca/lrufbi>, 
Yes, heie s one. 
^ OMuUdoi 

' Lend it me, 1 pray. 

An excellent followed jell. 

What, will be fpoil the lawn now ? 

CanJido4 
Patience, good wife. 

mjk. 

hjt^ that patience makes a fool of ydu. Gentlemen, yoa 
might ha' found fome other citizen to have made a kind gull on, 
bebdes my hufband. 

Candiih* 

Pray gentlemen take her to be a woman ; 
JDo not re^d her language — O ! kind foul. 
Such words will drive away my cuilomers. 

Cuflomers with a murrain ! Call you thefecuftomen? 

Candidom 
Patience, good wife. 

• ^ mfe. 

Pax o^ your patience ! 

- George * 

"^foot, miftrefs, I warrant thefe ^re fbme cheating com- 
panions. 

Candida^ 
Loo(c you, gentlemen, there's you ware; I thank you, I have 
your money here ; pray know my (hop, and let me have your 
cuftom. 

Cuilom, quoth'a ! 

CandidQ. 
Let me take more of your m jney. 

\ Wtfe. 

. ,Ygh had need fpt 

Fiorou»^ 
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PivrattOm 
Hark in thine egr ; thou'il lofl an hundred ducats. 

Cafiruchio. 
Well, well, I know't: is't poflible that Homo 
Should be nor man, nor woman? not once mov'd; 
No, not at fuch an injury, not at all[ * 
Sure he's a pigeon, for he has no gall. 

Fluello. 
Come, come, youVe angry, tho* you fmother it : 
Y'arc vex'd, i'faith — confels. 

Why, gendemeuy i 

Shouta you conceit me to be vex'd or mov'd ? 
He has my ware, I have his money for't ; 
And that's no argument I am an^ry : no. 
The befl logician cannot prove me lb. 

Fluelh. 

Oh ! but the hateful name of a pennyworth of lawll^' 
And then cut out i' th' middle of the piece, 
Pah ! I guefs it by myfelf '; tVould move a lamb, 
Were he a linen*draper; t'would, i*faith. 

Candida* 

Well, give me leave to anfwer you for that. 
We're fet here to pleafe all cuftomers, 
Their humours and their fancies — otfend hone: 
We get by many, if we lole by one. 
May be his mind flood to no chore than that ; 
A penn'orth ferves him : and 'mongft trades 'tis found^ 
Deny a penn'orth, it may crofs a pound. 
Oh ! he that means to thrive, with patient eye 
Muft pleafe the devif,lf he come to buy. 

Fluello. 

O wond'rous man, patient 'bove wrong or woe ! 
How bleA were men, if women could be fo ! 

Candido, 

And to exprefs how well my breafl: is pleas'd. 
And fatisfied in all-^Oeorge, nil a breaker. [Ex,. GeorgeJ 

I'll drink unto that gentleman who lately 
Bellowed his money with me* 

Vol. hi. S ^'ifi. 
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Wife. 
God's my life,- 
We (hull have all our gains drunk oi^t in beakers, 
To make amends iot pennyworths oi Lawn. 

Enter George, 
Candida* 
Here, wife, begin you to the gentleman. 

Wlfi. 
I begin to him ! 

Candida* 
George, fill up again : 
^was my fault, n\y hand fhook. {Exit George* 

Pioratto. 
How flrangely thi^ doth (how ! 
A patient man link*d with a wafpifti (hrew. 

Fluello. 
A filvcr and gilt beaker ! I have a trick to work upon that 
beaker ; fure 'twill fret him : it cannot choofe but vex him, 
Signior Caftruchio^ in pity to thee, I have a conceit will favc 
thy hundred ducats : 'twill do't, and work him to impatience« 

Caftruchio. 
Sweet rluello, I (hould be l^ouhtiful to that conceit. 

Fluello. 
Well, 'tis enough. 

Enter George, 

Cfitndid^M 

Here, fineotleinen, to yoa, 
I wi(h your cudom ; y*are exceeding welcome. 

CafirMchio. 
** I pledge you, figoior Candido— Here yoa, that muft re- 
ccive an hundred ducats* 

Piwratfm 

*^ I pleJlgeyMy JipMr Ootirdil The fblloiring account of the fbrmt 

prcictibed in Heakh-^iokiog in oor Author's time, is taken (rom ** Tb€ 

<* Ir'fiLHMitb^ orjktEmiijfi HiuamJCnt," by Baraaby Ricji, 1623, p. 24. 

Ah 

** )kh coQotenance with a grave a(jpe6k» hoe crarn for audience : filent^ 
^ being once obtained, hce begianes to breath out the name peradvcoture 

"of 



THE HONEST WHORE. 

Pioralu. 
ni pledge ihem deep, i'/aith, Caitiuchio. 
Signior Fluello. 

FImHo. 
Come t play'c off: to me, 
I am your laA roan. 

George, fupply the cup. 

Fluelh. 
So, fo, good honefl George ! 
Here, SJgnior Candldo, all this toyoa. 
CanriiJo. 
- Oh, you mull pardon mc, I ufe it not. 
FlutUe, ■ 
Will you Dot pledge me then I 

CaadiJa, 
Yes, but not that: 
Great love U fhown ia little. 

Blurt on yout fcntcnces — "Sfoot, you Ihall pledge m 

CaadiJe, 
Indeed I fliaU not. 

- Fliulh. 
Not pledge me i "Sblood I'll carry away the beaica 

Caiuiido. 
The beaker! Oh,thatatyourpleafurc,fir. 

FImU*. 
Now by this drink I will. 

"of tome honou table perfoaagc, thit ii noitbj of a liMierte 
« [o haVE hii name polluted at fo unfilling a time amoogft i c 
" Druakards: but hu health ii dninke to, and he that pled 
"likewifeoffwithhiicap, kilTehiifiuEen, and bowing himfel 
'• of a rerctent acceptance; when (he Leader fees hit iTallovei 
" pared, bee fupi up hlsbioith, turncjthe bottorn of the cup uf 
" in ofteotation of hii denteritie, gire) the cup a phillip to in 
'•Tvimp. Andihostbefirftfeencitaaed. 

" The cDp being newly replenifhed to the breidih of an hail 
" ii the pledger muft now begioiie hii, part, and ihni it g 
•' throughout the whole company, prorided alwayo by a caoon 
" by the Founder, there muH be three at the Icail ftill unco 
" the health hath bad the liill palTage : which !■ no Iboner ■ 
" inoihe> begins againe, and hee dtinkei an Health to hia L< 
" vrtb, or pecadventure U hii iigbt'biii'd mi/lrn." 

» 3 C 


r 


^76 THE HONEST WHORE. 

Caflrucbio*. 
P]eJge him, hell do't elfe. 

Fiuello, 
So : I ha' done you right ** on my thumb nail. 
What, will you pledge mc now ? 

Candid, 
You know me, fir, I am xiot of that (in* 

Fiuello* 
Why, then farewcl : 
ni bear away the beaker, by this light. 

- Candida* 
That's as you pleafe, 'tis very good. 

Fluelh. 
Nay, it doth pleafe mc ; and as you fay^ 'tis a very good 
one : farewell, fignior Candido. 

Pioratto* 
Farewel, Candido. 

Candida* 
Y'arc welcome, gentlemen. 

Cafirucbiot 
Heart not mov'd yet ? 
I think his patience is above our wit. [Exeunu 

George. 
I told you.before, miflrefs, they were all cheaters. 

Why, fool ! why, huiband ! why, madman ! I hope you 
will not let them fneak away fo with a filver and gilt beaker, 
the bed in the houfe too : go, fellows, make hue and cry after 
them. 

Candido, 

Pray let your tongue lie dill, all will be well : 
Come hither, George, hye to the conftable, 
And in calm order wifli him to attach them ; 
iMake no great flir, becaufe they're gentlemen. 
And a thing partly done in merriment: 
'Tisbut a iize aboVe a jcft, thou knoweft ; 
Therefore purfue it mildly. Go, begone; 

*■ M my thumb nail] See Note 6 to Gtmmtr Gurtott\ Needk, toL II. 
p. 8. ♦ . . 

The 


THE HONEST WHORE. l^f 

The Conftablc's hard-by^ bring him along ;— make hafle again. 

wife. 
O y'are a goodly patient woodcock ; are you not now ? 

[Exit George. 
See what your patience comes to. Every one faddles you, 
,and rides you ; you'll be (hortly the common llone-horfe of 
Milan : a woman's well holp'd up with fuch a " meacock. I 
had rather have a hufband, that would fvvaddle me thrice a day ; 
than fuch a one, that will be guU'd twice in half an hour. 
Oh| I could burn all the wares in my (hop for aager ! 

Candida^ 
Pray wear a peaceful temper ; be my wife. 
That IS, be patient : for a wife and hufband 
Share but one foul between them : this being known, 
Why (hould not one foul then agree in one ? [Exit. 

Hang your agreements : — But if my beaker be gone-^ 


Oh 


SCENE VI. 

Enter Caflruchio, Fluello, Pioratto, attd George^ 

Candida* 


! hefe they come. 

George* 
The Conflable, fir, let 'em come along witl^ me, becaufe 
there (hould be no wond'ring : he flays at door. 

** meacock] i, c. a timorous, daftardly creature. See Taming of the 
Shfewy A. 2. S. I. and Mr. Steevens'i Note thereon. 

Again, Hall's Cbrenicle, Henry IV. fol. 6 : " — depravynge and rail- 
'* yng on Kyng Richarde as an innocent, a meicoch, and not worthy to 
<* beare the name of a kynge." 

Eupbuesf p. 41 : ** But happely thou wilt fay, if % refufc their curtefie 
'< I Ihall be accounted a mecockf a milkfop, taunted and rctaunted, &c.*' 

Taflton's Netues out of Purgatory , P* ^9 •* **— becaufe he was a 
** meacockcy and a milkfoppe, not darmg to draw his fword to revenge her 
<* wrongs." 

Churchyard's if^ortbittes of JValesy p. 39. edit. 1776: " Let us thcre- 
** fore giye the charge, and cncet upon yonder e^eminate and meycockt 
*< people." 
... S3 Caftrucbio^ 


i;! THE HONEST WHORE. 

Cafiruchio* 
Conftable, goodnun Abram. 

Vcm^ fignior Candido, 'fblood, why do you attach ut f 

'Sheart! attach us! 

Nay, fwcar not gallants; 
Your oaths may move your fouls, but not move me ; 
You have a filver beaWer of my wife's. 

Fluella. 
You fay not true : 'cis gik. 

Candidom 
Then you fay true. 
And being gllt^ the guilt lies more on you. 

Caftruchio. 
I hope y'are not angry, fir. 

CanMda^ 
Then you hope right ; for I am not angry. 

FiwrattOn 
No, but a little mov'd. 

Candida. 
I movM ! 'twas you were movM, you were brought hither. 

Cafiruchio* 
But you (out of your anger and impatience) 
Caus'd us to be attached. * 

Candido* 
Nay, you mifplaceit. 
Out of my quiet fufierance I did that, 
And not any wrath. Had I ihown anger, 
I (hould have then purfued you with the law. 
And hunted you to (hame ; as many worldlingi 
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds^ 
The morels the pity ! Many lofe their lives 
For fcarce (b much coin, as will hide their palms : 
Which is moft cruel. Thofe have vexed fpirits " 
That purfue lives. In this opinion ref^, 
The k>is of millions could not move my bceaft. 

Fbitlk. 
Thou art t,blef^ man, and with peace doft deal ; 
Suck t meek ipirit can ble& a commonweaL 
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Cdndid&» 
Gentlemen, now *ri8 upon eating timife ; 
Pray part not hence, but dine with me to-day, 

Caftruchio. ^ 

I never heard a carter yet fay nay 
To fuch a motion. I'll not be the firft. 

Fioratto. 
Nor I. 

Fluello. 
Nor I. 

Candidoi 
The conftable fhall bear you company ; 
George, call him in ; let the world lay what it can, 
Nothing can drive me from a patient man. \ExemU 

Enter Roger w//^ ajlool^ cujbion^ hoking-glafs, and *' chafing^ 
dl/b, Thoje Being fet dcroon^ he pulls 6uf of bis pocket a viol 
•with 'white colour in it ; and invo boxes, one with twhifey 
another red painting ; he places aH things in order ^ and a candle 
hy them^Jinging 'ivith the ends of old ballads as he does it. At 
Ifiji Bella front, as he rubs his cheek with the colours^ whijlks 
nmthin* 

Roger • 
Anon, forfooth. 

BeUafront* 
What are you playing the rogde about ? 

Roger, 
About you, forfooth : I'm drawing up a hole In your white 
iilk flocking. 

Bellqfrontm 
Is ray glafs there ? and niy boxes of complexion ? 

Roger. 
Yes, forfooth ; your boxes of complexion are here, I 
think; yes 'tis here ; here's your two complexions. — And if I 
had all the four complexions, I (hould ne'er fet a good face 
upon't. Some men, I fee, are born under hard-favour'd 
planets, as' well as women. Zounds, I look worfe now than 
I did before ; and it makes her face gliHer moil damnably. 

*3 (bafing'difh,'] To heat the poking-ironj. 

S 4 There*! 
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There's knavery in daubing, I hold my life ; or clfc this is 
only female Pomatum. 

Knter Bellafront, not fill ready^ nuithQut a gown ; Jke Jits dffoon ; 
'uoith her hodkin curls bcr hair^ then colours her lips. 

BeUafront, 
Where's my ruff and ** poker, you blockhead ? 

Roger. 
Your ruff, your poker, are ingend'ring together on the cup- 
' board of the court, or the *' court cup-board. 

BelU^ont. 
Fetch e*m : is the pox in y ur hams, you can go no fafirer ? 

Roger, 
. WouM the pox were in your fingers, unlefs you could 
leave flinging; catch—- [^Exit. 

BeUrfront, 
1*11 catch you, you dog, by and by : do you grumble ? 

\^^be ftngs. 
Cupid is a god^ as naked as rny n^il^ 
ni 'vubip him with a rod^ if he n^ true love fail. 

Roger. 
There's your ruff, (hall I poke it ? 

BeUafrotft. 
Yes, honell Roger: no, Hay; pr'ythee, good boy, hold 
here. 

Dotwn, do=-jcn^ down^ down^ I fill dtntm and arifii down^ I 
never Jball arije. 

*4 poker\ This inftrument, qf which mention is frequendy made in con- 
temporary writers, is fometimes called piain^ fl'^^j »nd at others a poking 
Jlick. It was ufcd to adjuft the plaits of rufts, which were then gemrally 
worn by the ladies. Stowc fiiys, that thefc pokinsrfiicki were made of 
wood or bone until about the i6th year of Qi^een Elizabeth, when they 
l>egan to be made of fteel. In Mr. Steevens's Note to H^inter's Tale, 
A. 4. S. 3. many examples are produced, to which it is unneceflary to 
add more, as during the courfc of thefe volames fuch frequent notice is 
taken of the rufl', and this its neceffary appendage. 

*s court cup-board] A court cup-UMtd was probably what we call at 
prefcnt a fide-board. Mr. Steevens fays, that two of them are ftill re- 
maining in Stationers-Hall, and their ufe is exadly deftribed, as Mr. 
l^ichols obferves, in the following line from Chapman's May Day, 1611 : 
** Court cup'boa'di planted with flaggons, cans^ cups, faieakers, &c." 

See Notes on Ronuo and Juliet^ A. x. S. 5. 

Rcger^ 
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Troth, madam, then leave oij die trade, if you Ihall ne 

BcUaJront. 
What trade, goodman Ahram i 

Why, that of down and arife, or the fallinv trade. 

Betlafron,: 
I'll &1I with you by and by. 

If yoo do, I know who (hall fmart for'c : 
Troth, miftrefs, what do I look like now ? 
BellafroBl. 
Like what you are j a paLideily fixpenny rafcal. 

I may thank you for that : in faith I look like 
Proverb, Hold the candle hff'we tlit devil. 
Bdlafront. 

Ud's life, ril ftick my knile iu your guta and you 
me fo : What ? [£ 

Will mtt, fag, the piaH of beaaty : umh, mab, 
JIrM nerjijfir taavi, yon forget youT duty, urab, mnb. 
Marry muff.,jir^ areyau gro'^xn/o damiy ; fa, la, la, iSe, 
It It you, fir ? the iMorfi ofrjxniy, fit, la, la, Uera la. 
Pos on you, how doft thou hold my glafs i 
R,l,r. 
Why, as I hold your door, with my fingers, 

Bellafroat. 

Nay, pray thee, fweec honey iloger, hold up handlbmcly : 

Sing Pretty ivanlosi 'Marhli, iSc. we ihall ha' guefls t6-day, 

I'll lay my little maidenhead, my nofe itches To. 

Roger. 

I laid fo too laft night, when our fleas twing'd me fo. 

BelUfrmt. 

S(i, poke my ruff now. My gown, my gown ! have I my 

fall ? 

" Where's my iall, Roger ? [Out imeh. 

Rogfr. 

*» H^rs-i my fajq From il.<^ fbllowloE ptS»ef» \b the Malc^^iar, 
A. 5- S. 3. ibt faii >ppe»rs to hare hern > part of drtfs worn iibout the 
Otck as rutls were, but diBerenc from them : <> There is liich a dca) of 
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Rogrr* 
Your Fall, forfdotb, is behind. 

Bellafronf. 
Gods my pittikins', fome fool or other knocks. 

Roger, 
Shall I open to the fo6l, miftrefs ? 

Belldfiont, 
And all thefe baubles lying thus ? Away with it quickly.— 
Aye, aye, knock and be damnM, whofoever you be. — So ; 
give the frefh falmon line now : let him come afhore. He 
fiiall ferve for my breakfaft, tho' he go again ft my ftomach. 

[Roger fetches in Fluello, Cafiruchio, aW Fioratto. 

J^lueUo. 
Morrow, cuz. 

Caftruchio, 
How does my fweet acquaintance? 

Piftraita* 
Save thee, little marmofet ; how doft thou, good pretty 
rogue? 

Bellqfront, 
Well, Godamercy, good pretty rafcaU 

Fluelia. 
Roger, fome light, I pr'ythee. 

Roger* 
You (hall, fignior ; for we that live here in this vale of 
toifery, are as dark as hell. [Exit for a candlcm 

Caftruchio. 
Good tobacco, Fluello .^ " 

Fluello. 
Smell. 

Enter Px.oger, 

Pioratto, 
It may be tickling geer : for it plays with my nofe already. 

** pinning tKcfe ruffs, when a fine clean fall is worth them all.*' Again, 
** If you fhould chance to take a nap in the afternoon, your faliingr 
'* hand requires no poking ftick to recover his form." They feem to 
have been fomething like bands, but larger. It n}u&, however, be ac- 
knowledged, that they might be a fpecies of the ruff; for, in Laugh and 
He dovjnty or tbi World' i Folly y 1605, it is faid, "there fat with her 
** poting HiqIlc fjtiffenin^ afal/: and finging the Ballet, &c." 

Roger^ 



^VVfVV^VI^ f •«■ ■> 


-^ 


THE «ONEST WHORE* t9f 

Here's anotlmr light angel, fignior. 

' What, yoxi pted curtal, what's that you are a neighii)g ? 

Roger ^ 
I fay, God fend us the light of heaven, or (bme more angels. 

BeUaftonU 
Gro.fetch foqac wine, and drink half of it. 

Roger, 
I mud fetch fome wine, gentlem^, and dvlnk half of k« 

FlueUo. 
Here, Roger! 

Caftruchh, 
No, let me fend pr'ythee. 

Fluello. 
Mold, you canker-wornfK 

.Roger, . N 

You (hall fend both, if you pleafe, figniori. 

Pioratto. 
Stay, what's bcft to drink a morniogs ? 

Roger, 
*' Ipocras, fir, for my miftrcfs, if I fetch it, it moft dear to» 
her. • 

'FlueJlo. 
Ipocras ! there then, here's a ^^ teflon for you, you fnake. 

Roger, 
Right, fir ; here's three (hillings and fix-pence for a pottle 
and a ^ manchet. [£jv//. 

^7 Ipocras"} Or Tpocr as. The following receipt for making this liquor 
it cxtrafted from ^tK-Mlt's Vie^ of the Manners, &c. of the Inhabitants cf 
England, vol. III. p. 74. where it is copied from Arnold's Chronicle of 
London. The Crafce to make Ypocras. " Take a quarte of red wyae, 
** an oance of fynamon, and halfc an once (ounce) of gynger, a quarter 
**/)f an unncc of grcynes and longc pcper, and halfa poundc of fogcr, 
" and brofe all this (not too fmall), and than put them in a bagc of' 
'* wuUcn cloth, made therefore, with the wine, and Ictc it hange crrtt ^ 
".velTell tyll the wync be rune thorowc." 

** iejion'l A coin worth about i%d. fterling. 

*» mancbBt^ or fire white bread. " Panis primarius, a G. miehnte^ 
** mlcbe. Panis candidior et purior, hoc dim. i Lat. Mica. q. d« MiccU. 
^* Skin." Junius'* Efytmlogicon. 

Cajlvnchio* 
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CafiruchiO. 
Here's moft herculanean tobacco ! ha' fome, acquaintance ? 

Bellqfront, 
Fob, not I : makes your breath (link, like the pifs of a fox.— 
Acquaintance, where fupp'd you lall night ? 

Cafiruchio* 
At a place, fvcet acquaintance, where your heahh '® danc'd 
tht canaries iYaith \ you (hould ha' been tliere. 

Bellqfront* 
I there among your punks ? marry fah, hang 'era ; I fcorn't : 
will you never leave lucking of eggs in other £3lk's hens' neHs ? 

Cafirucbio* 
Why in good troth, if you'll truft me, acquaintance, there 
was not one hen at the board ; a(k Fluello. 

Fluello. 
No faith, cuz ; none but cocks ; iignior -Malavella drunk to 
thee. V 

BillafronU 
O, a pure beagle ; that horfe-leach there ? 

FlueUo, 
Arid the knight, fir Oliver Lollio, fwore he would bedow a 
taffaca penicoat on thee, but to break his fall with thee. 


2° dem^d the caKartci\ The following account of this dance is ex- 
tradcd from Sir John Hawkins's Hijlory of Mufcky vol. IV. p. 391. 
"There occurs^ in the Opera o( Diode lfia», fet to mufic by Purcell, a 
** dance called the Canaries: of this, and alfo another called Trenchmorcy 
" it is extremely difficult to render a fatisfaftory account. The iirft is 
** alladed to by Shakfpeare in the following paflage : 

** Moth, Matter, will you win your love with a French brawl ? 

** Arm, How mean'A thou ? brawling in French ? 

**'Motb. No, my complcat mailer : but to jiggoiF a tune at the tongue's 
** end, ccaiary to it with your feet, humour it with turning up your eye- 
«lids,&c. 

** As to the air itfelf, it appears, by the example in the Opera of D/o- 
** c/r/Soff, to be a very fprightly movement of two reprifcs, or ftrains, with 
" eight bars in each. The time three quarters in a bar, the firft pointed. 
** That It is of Eoglifli invention, like a country dance, may be inferred 
'^ from this circumibnce, that none of the foreign names that diftinguiih 
" one kind of air from another, correfpond in the leall with this. Nay, 
'' farther, the appellation is adopted by Couperitif a Frenchman, who, among 
^ his iefloDS, has an air which he entitles Canaris/ 


» 
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With me ! Ill choak him then ; bang Vim molecitdtcr, il 
is the dreamingeft fnotiy-nofe. 

Pioralla. 
Well, many toolc that Lollio for a fool, but bc's a fubtil 
fool. 

Bellafi-ont. 
Aye, and he hat fellowa : *' of all filthy diy-fifted knlghtt, 
I cannot abide that he Ihould louch me. 
Cajii uchia. 
Why, wench, \% he fcabbed f 

HAlafrmt. 

Hang him, hell not live to be To honeft, nor to the credit 
to have fcabs about him. His betters have *cm : but I haie to 
wear out any of his coarfe knighthood, beoaufe he's made like 
an alderman's night-gown, fac'd all with coney before, and 
within nothing but fox : " this fweet Oliver will eat munon 
till hb be reat^ to burll, but the lean-jaw'd Have will not pay 
for the fcraping of his treocher. 

Fhratto. 

Plague him ; *' let him beneath the fait ; and let him not 
touch a bit, till every one has had his flill cut. 

TUulh. 

S' iifaUfitihiibyfJUila-ghi!] A moift h»od is rulgiu-ly »ccoiiii((d ■ 
iign of in amorous conftitution. S« the Notes of Dr. jDhnToD ind Mr. 
Stccrcra on rioilfikNighi, A. i. S.i. 

» ihii Jvita Olivtr ■oiiii eat maim] In ShakrpeiTc's ^i y<M r,h U, 
A. 4. S. 3 [he clown fings a few lines of a Song, ia which the epithet - 
fuia is joined ro the name of Oliv,r. Mr. Tjrvhiu otiferTC], that this 

wai perhapi originally djiged to the aid Song, of which onlj the few 
lines prefervtd by Shakfpeire now remain. 

^^ fit him iouatb tbcjali'i Tbit refers Co the minDcr in which oni 
ancellon were fcated at cheir meals. ■■ The tables beinglsag" (fays Mr. 
Wballey, No«e to C,mble; Rivtii, A. a. S. 1.) " the fait was commonly 
« placed about the middle, and fervcd as a kind of boundaiy to the dif- 
"ferenc quality oftheguelb invited. Thofe of didinAion werennked 
<' above ; the fpace below was alligned to the dependants, or inferior le- 
"JationioftheMifteroflhchoufc. This cuftom is yet preferved at the 
" Lbrd Mayor's and fonie other publlck tables." It is mentioned in 
MaJ&nger's Uiaanrai Coniiai, A. j. S. 1 : 
" he believes it is the rsafon 

" You oe'er ptefume tofi aimit ibifait." 

Til 
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Fiuslh. 
Lord Elloy the gentleman- ufher, ctfme int6uMoo: ttf^rry 
*tvras In our cheefe, for he had beea io borrow money for hit 
lord of a citizen. 

Caftfuchio. 
What an afs is that lord to borrow money of a citizen ? 

BeUafronU 
Nay, god'S my pity, what an afs is th«t citizen to lend money 
to a lord. 

Enter Mathco <arH</HipoHtO ; Hipolito,y&/»//«5g' the company as a 
JirangeTy ix^alks off, Roger comes in fadly hthind them with a 
pottU'pot^ andjldnds aloof off. 

Matfjfo\ 
Save you, gallants. Signior Fludlo, exceedingly well met^ 
as I may fay. 

Fluello. 
Signior Matheo, exceedingly well met too, as I may fay. 

Mailxo, 
And how fares my little pretty miftrefs ? 

Btllafi'oHt. 
Even as my little pretty fervant fees, three court-difhc^ before 
her, atid not one good bit jn them.* — How now ? why the devil 
iftand'fl thou fo ? art in a trance ? 

Rogct. 
'Yes,' forfooth, 

BeUaf.oHt, 
Why doH not fill out their wine I 

Roger. 
Forfooth, Ms filled out already : all the wine that the fignior 
has bellowed upon you is ca^l away; a porter ran a little at me, 
tud to tac'd me down that I had not a drop. 

The C'ty Madam f by the fame, A. i. S. i : 

« , My f roud lady 

" Admits him to her table, marry ever 
« BcHsatb the fait \ and three he fits the fubjcft 
« Of her contempt a»d fcorn." 
Dekkar's Bel-man s Nigbt^walkesy Sign. C : " — for hec that had the 
<* graine of the table with his trencher, paid no 'more then hee thit pla4ei 
«* himfelfe beneath the fait** 

See alfo Mr. Whallcy's Note on Cyntbia'i Revels, 

6 BeUe^ont^ 
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I'm acurft to let fuch a withered artichoke- ^c'4 rafcal gKiw 
under my nofe : now you look like an old he-cat g{>ing to the 
gsUotvs : I'll be haog^d if be ha' not put u^ the mooey to 
*• coiwy-catch us all. 

Repr. 

No truly, forfooth, 'tis not put up yet. 

How many gentlemen hall ihou ferved tkui ? 

Roger. 
None but five bundled, belules apprentices and fening-meiit 

DoH think I'll pocket it up at thy hands ? 

Roger. 
Yes, forfooth, I feu you will pocket it up, 

, Beikfi-oitt. 
Fie, fie, cut my lace, good fervant ; I (hall ha* the mother 
DTcfently, I'm & v«'d at this harle-plumb, 
FlarUo. 
Plague, not for a '^ fcai'd pottle of wine.] 

Matbf. 
Kay, fweer BellafronC, for a little pig's waih. 

CaJlrHcbio. 
Here, Roger, fetch more ; a mifchance i'faiih, acquaintance! 

Bell^ent' 
Out of my fight) thou ungodly puritanical creature. 

Roger. 
¥m the t'other poide ? yes, torfooth. 

\_EKit Roger, audenlir HipolitOt 
Beliafrottl. 
SjhU that too : what gentleman is that fervant, your fHend i 

Mathet. 
Gods fo, a ftool, a ftool ! If you love me, miflrefs, entertaia 
this gentleman relpc^fuUy, and bid him welcome. 
BtU^rorU. 
He's very welcome ; pray, fir, fit. 


HiffSu. 




^ 
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Bifolita. 
Thanks, lady. 

FlueVo. 
Goitnt Hipolito, is^t not? Cry your mercy, figaior; you 
walk here all this while, and we not hear you f Let me beftowr 
a ftool upon you, befeech you ; you are a flranger here, wc 
ki|Ow the fafhions o'ch'boufe. 

Caftruchio* 
Plcafe you, be here, my lord ?' \Tohacco. 

Hipolito* 
Ko, good Caftruchio. 

Fhtello. 
You have abandon'd the court, I fee, my lord, fincc the 
death of your miftrefs. Well, (he was a delicate piece»— Befeech 
you fweet, — Come, let us ferve under the colours ot your ac- 
quaintance ilill — for all that. Pleale you to meet here at the 
lodging of my cuz, 1 ftiall beftow a banquet upon you, 

Hipolito, 
I never can dcfervc this kindneis, fir. 
What may this lady be, whom you call cuz ? 

Fluello. 
Faith, fir, a poor gentlewoman, of paffing good carriage 5 
one that has fome fuits in law, and lies here in an attorney's 
houfe, 

JtHpolito. 
Is (he married ? 

Fluello^ 
Hah, as all your punks are ! a captain's wife, or fo : I never 
faw her before, my lord.* 

HipoUto. 
^ever truft me, a goodly creature. 

FlueUo, 
' By g3^> when you know her, as we do, you'll fwcar flic 
is the prettieft, kindeft, fweeteft, moft bewitching, honeft ape, 
under the pole. A ikin, your fattin is tx)t more foft, nor 
your lawn whiter. 

Hipolito^ 
Belike then, Ihe's fome fale courtezan. 

Fluello. 
Troth, as all your beil faces are, a good wench* 

BipoUt0. 
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» HipoUto. 

Great pity that (he's a good wench. 

Matheo^ 
Thou . (halt i'faith, miftrefs, — How now, fignion ? what, 
whifpertng ? did not I lay a wager I (hould take you, within 
leven days, in a houfe oi vanity ? 

HipolitQ, 
You did, and I beihrew your heart, you have won* 

Matheo. 
How do you like roy roidrefs ? 

Well, for fuch a miftrefs : 
Better, if your miilrefs be not your mafier. 
I mufi break nx^uiners, gentlemen ; fare you well* • 

Matheo* 

'Sfoot, you (hall not leave us. 

The gentleman likes not the tafle of our company* 

OmneSt 
Befeech you, flay* 

Truft me, my affiurs beckon for me ; pardon me* 

Matheo. 
Will you caU for me half an hour hence here \ 

Perhaps I ihall* 

Matbeo. 
Perhaps ! fah ! I know you can fwear t6 me you will* 

Hipolito. 
Since you will prefs me, on my word I will* \Exiu 

What fuUen picture is this fervant \ 

Matheo* 
Tk count Hipolito, the brave count. 

Pi&ratto» 
As gallant a fpirit as any in Milan, you fweet Jew* 

FlueUo. 
Oh, he's a moft eilential gentleman, cuz. 

Cqfiruchio, 
Did you never hear of count Hipolito*s acquaintance ? 
* • Vo L. UI. T BilL^om, 


V 
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Manyi tnuff a' your counts, and thoe be no more life in 
Vni. 

MathfO. 

. Hc'b fo malcontent! — Sirrah, Bellaf|ronta and you be honeft 
gallants, let^s flip together, and have the count with us : thou 
(halt (it at the upper end, ptinck. 

BellafronU 
Punck, ^* you fous'd gurnet ! 

Mathe00 
King*s truce : come, Til bedow the fupper to have him but 
laugh. 

Ca(ftrucbi(f. 
He betray» his youth tqo grody to that ty^t in^i^oly. 

MathtQ. 
All this for a woman ? 

BelkffranU 
A woman ! fomc whore ! what fweet jewel i»*t } 

WouM (he heard you. 

Fkelk. 
Troth, fo wouM I. 

, Cqftrucbio* 

And I, by heaven, 

Bella/ront. 
Nay, good (ervant, what woman i 

Matbec* 
Pah. 

BeUafi'ont. 
PrVthee tell me, a bufs, and tell me : I warrant he^ an 
honed fellow, if he take on thus for a wench : Good rogue, 
who ? 

Miuheo^ 
By th*lord I will not, mull not, faith, miftreis: is^ ft 
match, (irs ? this night, at th* Antilope ; aye, for there's bed 
wine, and good, boys. 


'* ypitfius'd gurnet /] An appellation of contempt tery fwqwentljf 
ployed \\\ the old Comedies. See Mr. StieeTcns*s Note on the Firs Pait 
of HiMy XY. A. 4. S. 2, 

OmKeSm 
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JBiUafrMtm 
Farewely boys,— Roger, what wine fent they for ? 

Roger, 
^l Baftard wine ; for if it had been* truly begotten, it would 
ROt ha' been afhamM to come in. Here's fix fliillingSi to 
pay for nurfing the baflard. 

Belkfiont. 
A company of rooks ! O good, fweet Roger, run to the 
Poulter's and buy me ibme fine larks, 

Roger* 
No woodcocks? 

Belli^ont, 
Yes, faith, a couple, if they be not dear* 

Roger. 
Vl\ buy but one ; there's one already here, [Exit Roger, 

Enter Hipolito, 

Hifoiiio. 
Is the gentleman, my friend, departed| miftrefs ? 

Belk^ont. 
His back is but new-tum'd, fir, 

HipoUia^ 
Fare you well, 

BeUefirontm 
I can dire6l you to him. 

mpelitOn 
Can you, pray? 

BtUafronU 
If you pleafe flay, hell not be abfent long* 

3^ Bcfiarivitne\\ Barret, in his AlvtarU^ explains Bafiardc to bf 
mufcadell, fweete wine. VUi douix, baftard^ mufcadelU And, Blount 
fays, '' Mufcadel is a kind of wine, fo called, becaufe for fweetnefs and 
'' fmell it refembles mufk. This wine comes for the moft part from the 
'' Ifle Creta, or Candy ; for this Ifland (as Ortelius report's) yearly 
'' tranfports 1 2,000 huts of it. Others fay it takes name from Monto 
" Alcino in Italy." Mr. Toilet, in a Note to theFirft Part oi Henry IV. 
A. 2. S. 4, gives the following extract from Malfin Rufiifue^ tranllated 
by Markbamf 1616. p. 635. ''-~-fuch wines are called Mungreli, or baflard 
" wines, which (betwixt the. fweet and aftringent ones) have neither 
'' manifeft fweetnefs, nor mauifeft a(lri£lion, but indeed participate «nd 
'' contain in them both qualities.'* See aUb Mr. Steevens's Note. 

2 Hipolito* 
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HlptU 

I care not much. 



B.B^ 

Pray fir, foriboth. 



Hlpolii 

rm hot. 


If I may ufe your rooi 

n, I'd rati 


Bellqfr. 

At jfour beft pleafure— Whew 

HIpoUi 

lodeed, I'll ha'none : indeed i 

—Pretty fine lodging. I percdv 

Ii old ia your acquaintance. 

Troth, fir, he comes 
Ai other gentlemen, to fpeod fpa 
If yourTelF tike our roof, fuch as 
Your own acquaintance may be 

Say I did like; what welcome 

BeU^. 

Such at my prefcnt fortunes c 

But would you let me play M 
Btlkf^. 
What part ? 

WptlU 

Why embrace you ; dally witl 

Faith, tell me ; will you leave hii 

BOi^, 

I am in boodi to no man, fir. 

Why thcB, 
Y*are free for any man : if any. 
But I muft tell you, lady, werei 
You Ihould be all mine. I coul 
I fhould be covetous, and fweep 
J fhould be picafure's ufurer ; ni 

O &te! 
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Why figh you, lady ? may 1 know ? 

BeHaft&fa* 

*Tha8 never been my fortune yet to fingle 
Out that one man, whofe love could fellow mine. 
As I have ever wi(h'd it. O my ftars ! 
Had I but met with one kind gciuletBai|« 
That would have purchased (in alone to himfelf, 
For his own privaie ofe; altho' Ararce pFQj^r, 
Inditferent handfomc, meetly Icgg'd and ihigh'd, 
And my aUowance rcafQn&rtle-^i'faith, 
According to my b|g4y» jby my trorhf 
I would have been as true unto his pletfuies^ 
Yea, and as loyal to his afterodol}s« 
As ever a poor gentlewoman could be* 

Hif$Ut0j 

This were well, now, to one but newly fledgM« 
And fcarce a day old in this fubtil world : 
*rwere pretty art, good bird-lime, cunning net. 
But come, come, faith, confefs : how m^idy men 
Have drunk this felf-fame proteAation, 
From that red ticing lip? 

BeUefiMU 

Indeed, not any* 

Indeed, and blufli not! 

BeUafronU 
No, in truth, not ai\y« 

Indeed ! in truth ! — how warily Jrou fwear ? 
'Tis well, if ill it be not : yet hjKi I 
The ruihan in me, and were drawn before you 
But in right colours, I do know indeed, 
You could not fwear indeed, but thunder oaths 
That (hould (hake heav^, drown the harcnouious fpheres* 
And pierce a foul (that lov'd her maker's honour) 
With horror and amazctnent. 

BdLffiront, 

Shall I fwear? 
Will you believe me then? . * - 

^ H'lpolUi^m 
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WftSfo, 
Word tlicn of all: 
Our lina by ciillom ittm at taft but rmall. 
Wac I but o'er yoiir threflKitd, a next man) 
And after him a next, and then a fourth, 
Should have [his golctcn h<Mk, and liircioUt ba 
Thrown out to the full length. Why, let me 
I've feen letters, fent from ih« white hand, 
Tuning fucb muGck to Muheo's ear. 

Matheo ! that** true ; but believe it, I 
No fooner had laid hold upon your prefetice, 
But lltaigbt mine eyes conv^'d you to mise I 

Oh I you cannot fe!^ with me. Why, 1 1 
This is the comninn paflion ut you all. 
To hook in a kind gentleman, and then 
Abufe his coin, conveying it to your lover. 
And in the end you Ihew him a French trick 
And lb you leattt him, that a coach may run 
Between bis legs, for b^adth. 

Bellafrmt. 

O, by my foul, 
Not I ! thetcia I'H pro»e an honeH whor^ 
In being true ra one, and to no more. 

If any be difposM to trult your oath. 
Let him: I'll not be he. 1 know you fingn 
All that you fpeak. Aye, for a mingled harlc 
Is true in nothing but in being falfe. 
Wbai ! Ihall I teach you how to loaih yourfe 
And mildly too, not without ftnfe and teafoa 
BiUaJront, 

I am content; I would fain luath myfelf, 
If you not love me. 

HlpcUit. 

Then if your gncioug blood 
Be not all wafted, I ihall alTay to dp't. 
Lend me your lilence and attention. 
You have no foul, that makes you wdgh fb li 
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Heaven's treafure bought Ir^ and half a crown 
Hath fold it : — for your body 

Is like the common- (here; that ftill receiyet ^ 

All the town's filth. Th^ fin.pf many men 
Is within you ; and tlius much I fuppofe. 
That if ail your committers flood in rank, 
They'd make a lane, in which your (hame might dwell. 
And witli'thetr fpaces reach from hence to helU 
Nay, (hou'd I urge it more, there have been known* 
As many by one harlot maimManddifmember'd> 
As would ha' fluff'd an hofpical : this I might 
Apply to you, and perhaps do you right. 
O ! /are as bafe as any beaft that bears ; . ' . 

Your body is e'en hir'd, and fo are theirs. 
For gold and fparkling jewels (if he ean) 
YouUl let a Jew get you with Chriilian : 
Be he a Moor, a Tartar, tho' his face 
Look'd uglier than a dead man's ikull. 
Could the devil put on a human ftape. 
If his purfe (hake out crowns, up then he gets.: . 
Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits. 
So that you're crueller than Turks ; for they 
Sell Chriflians only, you fell yourfelves away* 
Why, thofe that love you, hate* you : and will term you: 
Liquorifh damnation ; wiih themfelves half funk 
After the fin is laid out, and e'en curfe 
Their fruitlefs riot ; for what one begets. 
Another poifons. Lufl and murder bit ; 
A tree being ofi«n fhook, what fruit can knit? 

BellafrwiU 

me unhappy! 

1 can vex you more: 

A harlot is like Dunkirk; true to nones. • 
Swallows both Engliih, Spanifh, fulfome DuTch, 
Back-door'd Italian; laft of all, the French, 
And he (licks to )^ou, faith ! ^ives you your diet. 
Brings you acquamted firfl with mqnfieur do6tor, 
And then you know what follows. 
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Btllafronl. 
Mifrry, . , 
Haiik, (tiokiag, and molt loathfomtt inifery. 

Hifoliu. 
Methinlcs a toad h happier than a whore; 
That with one polfon fwelb, with thoufands tr 
The other {locks her veins. Harlot! tie! fie 
Yoti are the miferableft creatures breathing. 
The very flaves of naiute ; mark me elfc : 
You put on rich atiires, others' eyes wear thcJ 
Vou eat, but lo fupply your blood with fin : 
And this lirxnge curie e'en haunts you (uyout 
From fools yOu get, and fpend it upon Have* ! 
Like bears and apes, y'ate bailed and thew tri< 
For money; but your bawd the fweetnefs lick 
Indeed you are their journey- women, and do 
All bafe and damn'd works they lifl fet you lo 
So that you ne'er arc rich ; for do but (hew m 
Id prefenc memory, or in ages paft, 
. The faireft and moil famous courtezan, 
Whofe flelh was dear'll ; that rais'd the price 
And held it up : to whofe intemperaie boJbm 
Princes, earls, lords, theworft has been aknij 
The raean'ft a gentleman, have offer'd up 
Whole hecatombs of fighs, and tain'd in JhOH 
Handfult of gold ; yet for all this, at laft 
IMfeafeg fuckt her marrow ; then grew fo poo 
That (he has begg'd, e'en at a beggar's dour. 
And (wherein htav'n has a finger) when this 
From coaft to coall has leap'd on loteign Ihon 
And had more wotfhip, than ih'outlandifti wl- 
When fevera[ nations have gone over her; 
When for each feveral city flie has feen 
Hei maidenhead has been new, and been foU 
Did live well there, and might have dy'd unki 
And undefam'd ; back comes fhe to her own; 
And there both miferably lives and dies, 
1 St-ornM even of ihofe, that once ador'd her e] 
As if her fatal-circled life thus ran, 
Her pride Ihould end there where it firll bega 
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What, do you wcq> to bear your ftoiy read ? 
Nay, if you ipoil your cheeks, 111 read no more* 

BeliqfratU. 
O, yet, I pray proceed ; 
Indeed, 'twill do me good to iveep, iodeed ! 

Hipclito* f 

To give thofe tears a reltfb, this I add, 
Y'are like the Jews, fcatterM ; in no place certain ; 
Your days are tedious, your hours hurdenfbme : 
And wert*t not for full fuppers, midnight revels. 
Dancing, wine, riotous nneetings, which do drown 
And bury quite in you all virtuous thoughts. 
And on your eye- lids hang fo heavily, 
They have no power to Irok fo high as heaven, 
\ You d fit and muie on hothing, but defpair ; 

X Curfe that dev'.l lull, that fo burns up your'blood ; 

\'\ And in ten thoufand (hi vers break your gtafi 

! For his temptation. Say, you taile delight, 

. 1 To have a golden gull from rife to fct, 

f To meet you in his hot luxurious arms, 

f\ Yet your nights pay for all : I know you dream 

J' Of warrants, whips, and beadles ; and then fiart 

\ ' At a door's windy creak ; think ev*ry jveazle 

rTo be a condable ; and every rat 
A long-tailM officer : Are you now not (laves ? 
i I Oh ! you have damnation without pleafure for it ! 

I'; Such is the llate of harlots. To conclude, 

When you are old, and can well paint no more. 
You turn bawd, and are then worfe than before, . 
Make ufe of this. Farewel. 

BeUafrent. 
Oh, I pray fiay, 
J,. Hif^Uto. 

I) See, Matheo comes not : time hath barr'd me. 

Would all the harlots in the town had heard me. [Exit. 

BeUafront, 
Stay )ret a litde longer !^— no ; quite gone ? 
CursM be that minute, for it was no more, 
(So (bon a maid is chang'd into a whore) 
Wherein I lirib fell ! be it for ever black ! 

Yet 
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Yet why Ihould Tweet Hipolito Oiun mine eyet 
For whore true love I would become pore haat 
Hate the world's mixtures, and the fmilcB of g< 
Am 1 not faiT l why Ihuuld he &y me then ?' 
Fair creature! are defir'd, not feorn'd of men. 
Hoiv maay gallants have drank healths to wc, 
'* Out of their dajjger'd arms, and ihought the 
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigal fcafts ! 
And does Hipolito deleft my love? 
Oh, fure their heedleft lulls but flaiter'J mc ; 
I am aot plealing, beautiful, nor young. 
Hipolito hath fpied fome ugly blemith, 
Eclipling all my beauties. I am foul ! 
Harlot ! aye, that's the f|>oi that taints my (oul 
What ! has he left his weapon here behind bin 
And gone forgetful ? O hi inllrumeni 
To let foiih all the pojfon ot my Helh ! 
1 hy maftcr haies me, 'caufe my blood hath rai 
But when 'tis fonh, then he'll believe I'm cha 

Entir Hipolito. 
Jtlad wotnan, what ait doing? 

■ Bell^roiH, 

Either love me. 
Or fplit my heart upon thy rapier's pointi 
Yet do not nriiher ; for thou then deftroy'ft 
That which I love rhee for, ihy virtues. H« 
Th'art crueller, and kill'fl me with difdain : 
To die fo flieds no blood, yet 'tis worfe pain. 
Uoi fpeak to me ! not bid fkrewel \ a Icorn ! 
Hated ! this muft not be,- fome tneans Til tt^ 
Would all whores were as honeA now, as I ! 

*' Out nf ihtir tlag^B^d urmi,'] To drink ■ nilfti 
mingled iviih one's own blood wn intienllj regar 
lantry. So, In Mirfton's Dmb Cturieaai,, 1605: 
" dnink to jour health, fwillowed flig dragoni, at 
"Jiebb'd armi, and done all the offices of proccfteii 
"fake?" S. 
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S C E N -E vir. 

Enter Candido, bis Ulji^ George, and two Prenfices in thejbopi 

Fufligo enters^ vjolklng ly» 

George* 

SE E, gentlemen, what you lack ) a fine holland, a fine cam" 
brick : fee what you buy. 

1 ^Prentice, 
Holland for (hirts, canibrick for bands; 
What is't you lack? 

Fuftigo, 
'Sfoot, I lack *cm all ; nay, more, I lack money to buy 'em. 
Let me fee, let me look again : 'mafs, this is the (hop— What, 
• CU2 ! fweet cuz ! how d6*rf, i'farth, fince laft night after candle- 
light? We had good fport, faith; had- we not? And when 
(hall's laugh again ? 

^. 
When you willj coufin. 

FttfiigO. 

Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian. I fee yonder^s thy hufband« 

Wtfe. 
Aye, there*8 the fweet youth, God blefs him. 

Fuftigo, 
And how is*t, coufin ? atfd how, how is*t, thou fquall ? 

Wrfe. 

Well, coufin, how faic you ? 

Fufttgo. 
. How fare I? troth, for fix -pence a meal, wench, Us well as 
heart can wi(h, with calves' *• chaldrons and chitterlings ; befides^v 
1 have a punk after fiip^^r, as good as a roafted apple. 

4® chaldron] or as it is oftcner fpelt chawdroHj i. c. fays Mr. Steevens^ 
(•Note on Macbctby A. 4. S. i.) << entrails ; a word formerly in common 
'^ ufe in the books of cookery, in one of which, printed in 15979 I meet 
*i with a receipt to make a pudding of a calfs chaldron. At the corona* 
*,' tlon feaft of Elizabeth of York, queen of Henry WW, among other 
*' diOies, one was '' a fwan with chawdrm," meanings I fuppofc, roafted 
" with entrails in it, or undrawn." Sec Ives's Sele^ Peters, N° 3. 
p. 14c. 

Candida* 
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Candida* 
Are you my wife's coufin ? 

Fuftigo. 
I am, fir, what haft thou to do with that ? 

Canditlom 
O nothing, hut y'are welcome. 

Fuftigo. 
The devil's dung in thy teeth! I'll be wdcome whether thou 
wilt or no : aye, what ring's this, cuz ? very pretty and fan* 
taftical i'faith, let's fee it. 

Puh ! nay, you wrench my linger. 

Fuftigo. 
I ha* fworn Fll ha' it, and I hope you will not let my oaths 
be ^* crack'd in the ring, will you ? I hope, fir, you are not 
melancholy at this : for all your great looks, are you angry ? 

Candida, 
Angry! not I, fir: nay, if (he can part 
So eafily with her ring, 'tb with my heart. 

George^, 
Suffer this, fir, and fuffer all : a whorcfon gull, ^o— 

Candido, 
Peace, George ; when (he has reap'd what I have Town, 
She'll fay, one grwn taftes better of her own, 
Than whole (heaves gathered from another's land : 
Wit's never good till bought at a dear hnnd. 

George. 
But in the mean time (he makes an afs of fomebody. 

2 Prentice. 
See, fee, fee, fir, as you turn your back, they do nothing 
but ki(s. 

Candida, 
No matter, let 'em : ** when I touch her lip, 
I (hall not feel his ki(res, no nor mifs 

Any 

^* cracked in the ring'] This phrafc occurs iTiHamkty A. 2. S. 2. and 
I^r. Johnfon fx^liiTi^ it to h^ cracked too much for ufe. See ialVances pro- 
duced by Mr. Srcevens. Again, in Tour Jive Gal/ants, by Middleton, 
Sign. D 2 : « Here's Miftreflfc Rofe noble has lofl: her maidenhc&d| 
** crackt inihe ring, ihce's good enough for gaimllers, 3cc." 
4a — nvhen I touch her lip, 

IJkalln9tfulbii kijfety] Imitated by Shakfpeare in Othdloy A. 3. S. 3 

" I llcpt 
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Any of ber lip : no harm in kiffing is. 
Look to your bufiiief^, pray, make up your wares. 

Fuftigo. 

Troth, cuz, and well remember'd! I would thou wouMft 
give n^e five yards of lawn, to make my punk fome failing 
bands o'rh'tafhion, three falling one upon another | for that's 
the new edition now : (he's out of linen horribly too; 
troth* (he's never a good fmock to her back neither, but one 
that has a great many patches inV, and that I'm farn to wear 
myfelf for want of (hitt too: pr'ythee put me inro wholefome 
napery^^y and beAow fome clean commodities upon us. 

Wife. 

Reach me tbofe cambricks and the lawns hither. 

What to do, wife ? to lavifh out my goods upon a fool ? 

I Fufiigom 

Fool r Snails/ear the fool, or I'll fo batter your crown, that 
it (hall fcarce go for ikyt, (hillings. 

2 Prentice. 
Do you hear, fir ? y*are bell be quiet, and fay a fool tells 

you (b. 

Fuftigo, 

Nails, I think fo, for thou tell'ft me. 

Candida. 

Are you angry, (ir, bccaufe I nam'd thee fool ? 
Truft me, you are not wife, iu mine own houfc 
And to my face to play the anrick thus : 
If you'll needs play the madman, chufe a flage 
Oi leller compafs, where few eyes may note 
Your anion's error ; but if ftill you mifs. 
As Rere you do, for one clap, ten will hifs. 

Fufiigo. 

^unds, coufin, he talks to me, as if I were a (curvy tragedian. 

*' I ficpt the next night well, was free and merry ; 
" Ifoimdnot Caffio^s ikjffes en ber lips** 
4J napery'\ Vaptry fignifies iinmin general. So, in Dckker's Bel-man 
9f Umdm^ Sign. G4: ** — at \vhich time they lift away Gobleis, or 
« other pieces of place, nttppery^ or any thing worth ventring for." 
See aUb Mr, Stceveaa's Nou oa OthtllAj A. 3* S. 3. 

a Prtntice. 
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2 Prentictm 
Sirrah, Geor^^e, I ha' thought upon a de>t€e, how to break 
his pate, beat him foundlyy and ihip him away« 

George. 

Do it. 

2 Prentice. 
Ill go in, pafs through the houie, give iome of our fellour- 
prentices the watch-word when they ihall enter, then conic and 
fetch my mafler in by a while, and place one in the hall to hold 
him in conference, whilil we cudgel the cuU out of his cox- 
comb* 

George. 

Do't, away, do't. 

Mull I call twice for thefe cambricks and lawos f 

Candido. 
Nay fee, you anger her, George, pr^jrthee diipatch. 

2 Prentice* 
Two qf the choiceft pieces are in the warehoufe, fir. 

Candido. 
Go fetch them prefently. [Exit rPretuice. 

Fufiigo. 
Aye, do, make hafle, firrah. 

Candido, 
Why were you fuch a Granger all this while, bdng my wife's 
coufin? 

FuJUgo, 
Stranger ! no, fir, I'm a natural Milaner bom. 

Candidom 
I perceive ilill it is your natural guife to raifbke me; but 
you are welcome, fir, I much wiih your acquaintance. 

Fufiigo. 

My acquaintance ! I fcorn that i'faith. I hope my acquaint- 
ance goes in chains of gold three and fifty times double : you 
know who I mean, cuz ; ^ the pods of bis gate are a painting 
<oo. 

Enter 

^ the fofis of bit gate are apaiming fo] i. c. he will .fbon be iherlffL 
At the 4oor of that officer large pofts^ on which it was cuftomary to ftick 
Proclamations, were always let up. So, in A IVoman never ve^dy by 
iUwley, 1624: 


304 tHE HONEST WHORE. 

Eater the fecond Prentice, 

» 

1 Prentice* 
S;gnor Pandulfo, the merchant de^res conference with you* 

Can/iida^ 
Signer Pandulfo ? I'll be with him flraight* 
Attend your miftiefs and the gentleman* {Exit* 

W hen do you (hew thofe pieces ? 

Fujitgo. 
Aye, when do you (hew thofe pieces ? 

Omnes* 
Prefently, fir, prcfently, we are but charging them. 

Fuftigo. 
Come, firrah, you ^' flat-cap, where be thofe whites? 

** If e'er I live to fee thee Sheriff oi London, 
« I'll gild thy pofts^** S. 
As^in, in Ben Jonfon's Every Man out of bis Humour ^ A. 3» S. 9 : 
*• How long (hould I be, ere I ihould put off 
'« To the Lord Chancellor's tomb, or x.)\tJhertg*spoJlsf*' 
Mr.'Whallcy obferves that it was ufual, out ot refpoft, to read the Pro- 
clamations faftened on the Iheriff's poft bareheaded. 

4S fiat'Cap\ Flat'cafSf like thofe now worn by the children belonsinf^ 
to Chrift-Church Hofpital, and to the apprentices of Bridewell, were, I 
apprehend, formerly part of the drcfs particularly confined to the Citizens 
of London. They are mentioned as fuch in fercral contemporary writer?* 
Ai Ben Jonfon, in Every Man in bis Humour y A. '2. S. I : 
" Make their loofe comments upon every word, 
<* GeAure, or look I ufe ; mock me all over, 
" From my Jlat'capy unto my rtiining Ihocs." 
Marten's Dutch Curte^ian, A. 2. S. i : " — who helped thee to thy 
*' cuftomc, not of fwaggcring Ireland Captains, nor of is Innes-a-court 
<< men, but with honeft art-caps, wealthy Jiat^cafsy that pay for their 
<* pleafure the beft of any men in Europe." 

DMiti*^ Pf^onderfuU Teare, 1603: '* For thofe mifbeleeving Pagans^ 
" the plough-drivers, thofe worfe than Infidels, that (like their fwinc) 
" never looke up fo high as heaven,, when cittTiens horded them, they 
*' wrung their hands, and wiflit rathcfr they had falne into the hands of 
<< Spaniards : for the fight of ^ijiat'cc^ was more dreadfuU to a Lob, Chan 
« I he dilcharging of a caliver." 

Dckker's Ncujes from Hellyi6o6 : " — you may cyther meete him at 
•* dicing ordinaries like a captayne, at co^ke-pits like a -young couotrey 
** gtntieman j or clfe at a bowling-ally in ajiat-cap, like ajhop^efer.** 
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George. 
Flat-cap ? hark in your ear, (ir, y^are a flat fdol, an afs, a 
gully and ril thrutnb you : do you fee this cambrick, fir ? 

Fufitgo, 
'Sfoot, cuz, a good jeft, did you hear him ? he told me in my 
ear, I was a flat fool, an afs, a gull, and 1*11 thruinb you : do 
you fee this cambrick, fif ? 

What, not my men, I hope? 

. Fufiigo. 
No, not your men, but one of your men, i*faith. 

1 Prentice, 

1 pray, fir, come liither, what fay you to this ? hete's an ex- 
cellent good one* 

Fujligo. 

Aye marry, *^ this likes me well ; cut me off fome half fcorc 
yards. 

2 Prentice, 

Let your whores cut, y'are an impudent coxcomb, you get 
none, and yet I'll thrum b you* — A very good cambrick, fir* 

Fuftigo. 
Again, again, as God judge me: *sfoot, cuz, they fland 
thrumming here with me all day, and yet I get nothing. 

I Prentice, 
A word I pray, fir, you muft not be angry, prentices have 
hot bloods, young fellows.— What fay you to this piece? 
look you, 'tis fo delicate, fo foft, fo even, fo fine a thread, 
that a lady may wear it, 

Fuftigo. 
'Sfoot I think fo, if a knight marry my punk, a lady fliall 
wear it : cut me off twenty yards ; thou art an honeft lad, 

I Prentice, 
Not without money, gull, and Til thrumb you too. 

Omnes, 
Gull, we'll thrumb you. 

Fuftigo. 
O lord, fifter, did you not hear fomething cry thrumb ? 
t,o\xnd& 1 your men hete make a plaiti afs of itie. 

*^ this likes me well;'] Sec Note 8 to Cornelia, toI. II. p. 443. ' 

Vol. III. U ^i/^. 
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^ What to my face io impudent ? 

Ge$rg€m 
Aye, in a caufc fo honeil ; well not fuflfcr 
Our mailer's goods to vanifh moneylefs. 

Wife. 
You will not fuffer them ! 

.2 Prentice. 
No, and you may blulh, 
In going about to vex fo mild a breafl:, 
As is our mailer's. 

Take away thofe pieces, 
Coufin 5 I give them freely. 

FuJItgo^ 
Mafs, and I'll take 'em as freely. 

Omftes, 
We'll make you lay 'em down again more freely. 

Wifi. 
Help ! help ! my brother will be murder'd. 

Enter Candido. 

Candida, 
How now, what coil is hcfe ? forbear, I fay. 

George. 
He calls us flat- caps, and abufes us. 

Can-do. 
Why, firs, do fuch examples flow from me ? 

Wifi. 
They are of your keeping, fir : alas, poor brother ! 

Fujiigo. 
I'faith they ha' pepper'd me, filler ! look, does it not ipin ? 
call you thefe prentices ? I'll ne'er play at cards more when 
clubs is trump. I have a goodly coxcomb, fifler, have I not ? 

Candidom 
Sifter, and brother ! brother to my wife ? 

Fufiigo. 
If you have any ikill in heraldry, you may foon know that; 
break but her pate, and you (hall fee her blood and mine is all 
one. 

C(mdid0^ 
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CanJiAa, 
A furgcon 1 run, a furgeon ! Why then won! 
forg'd aamc of coufin ? . 

FuJUgt. 
Becaufe m a commom thing to call cuz, and mi 

a-days all the world over. 

Coufin ! a name of much deceit, folly, and fin j 
For under that common abufed word. 
Many an honeft-temper'd citizen 
le made a monller, and big wife train'd out 
To foul adulterous afiion, full of fraud. 
I may well call that word a city's bawd. 
Fu/iigo. 

Troth, brother, my fiftcr Would needs ha ffie taltf 
to gull your patience a little: but it has made duubl 
on my coxcomb. 

mfi. 

What, playing the woman i blabbing notv, you ft 

Candida. 
O, my wife did but eiercife a jeft upon your wit. 

Fiiftigo. 
'Sfoot, my wit bleeds fot't, inethinka. 

Caadldi). 
Then let this warning more of fenfe afford ; 
The name of coujjn 1$ a bloody word. 
Fufiigo. 
I'll ne'er call cuz again whllft I lire, to hare f 
about it: this fliould be a coronation- day ; for my 1 
claret lullily. 

EnttT an 0£Uer. 
Candida, 
*' Go, wiih the furgcon lo have great relpeft. 
How now, my ftiend 1 what, do they fit lo-day ? 

Yes, fir, they cipecl you at the rcnate-houfe. 

4» j„/„] gM in the Edition) of 1615. i6i«. 1635. 
♦' Ge, viifh lit Jiirgten, tct.l Tb viijb, was, in the langu 
-'-- ■ '^ 01 difir,. So, ia Tbi'Cily Nigbl Capi ■^ ' 

" by Midoni haSaiioia. 
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Candida, 
I thank your pains, I'll not be iaft man there* 

[Exit Officer. 
My gown, George, go, my gown* A happy land. 
Where grave men meet each caufe to underlland, 
Whofeconfciences are not cut out in bribes. 
To gull the poor man's right; but in even (bales 
Peize rich and poor, without corruption's veils. 
Come, Where's the gown ? 

George. 
I cannot find the key, fir. 

Candiih* 
Requeft it of your miftrefs. 

mfe. 

Come not to me for any key ; 
I'll not be troubled to deliver it. 

CandiJo. 
Good wife, kind wife, it is a needful trouble ; 
Qut for my gown. 

Wife. 
Moths fwallow down your gown : 
You fet my teeth an edge with talking on't. 

Candida. 
Nay pr'ythee, fweet, I cannot meet without it; 
I (hould have a great fine fet on my head* 

Wife. 
Set on your coxcomb : tufh, fine me no fines. 

Candida. 
Believe me (fweet) none greets the fenate-houfe 
Without his robe of reverence, that's his gown. 

Wife. 
Well, then y'are like to crofs that cuflom once. 
You get nor key, nor gown ; and fb depart. 
This trick will vex him fure, and fret his heart. [Exitm 

Candido. 
Stay, let me fee, I muft have forae device. 
My cloak's too (hort: fie, fie, no cloak will do't; 
It muil be fomething fa(hion'd like a gown. 
With my arms out. — Oh, George, come hither George, 
I pr'ythee lend me thine advice. 

George^ 
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George, 
Troth, fir, were it any but you, they would 
Break, open cheil. 

CandiJo* 

no, break open ched ! that's a thiePs office ; 
Therein you counfel me againft my blood: 
•Twould (hew impatience that. . Any meek means 
I would be glad to embrace. Mafs, I have got it : 
Go, ftep up. fetch me down one of the carpets. 
The faddeft coloured carpet, honeft George ; 

Cut thou a hole i'rh* middle for mv neck. 
Two for mine arms. — Nay, pr^ythee look not ftrange* 

George. 

1 hope you do not think, fir, as you mean. 

Candidon 
Pr'ythee about it quickly, the hour chides me : 
Warily, George, foftly, take heed of eyes, \tMit George. 

Out of two evils he's accounted wife. 
That can pick out the leall ; the tine impos'd 
For an ungown'd fenator, is about I 

Foity ** cruzadoes, the carpet not *bove four. 
Thus have I chofen the lefler evil yet ; 
Preferv*d my patience, foil'd her defpcrate wit. 

Enter George. 

George. 
Here, fir, here's the carpet. 

Cadido* 
O, well done, George, we'll cut it juft i'(h'midft. 
*Tis very well, I thank thee; help it on. 

George* 
It mud come over your head, fir, like a wench's petticoat* 

Can-do. 
Th'art in the right, good George ; it mull, indeed. 
Fetch nie a night-cap ; for 111 gird it clofe, 

48 cru'SGadye{\ A cruzado is a Portugucze coin, ftruck under Al- 
phonfus V.' about the year 1457, at the time when Pope Calixtus fent 
thither the bull for a croifade againft the Infidels. It had vix name from 
a crofs which it bears on one iide ; the arms of Portugal being on the 
other. The value of it is 40 French fols^ or upwards of 21. tod. 
fterling. 

U 3 At 
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As if my health were qucafy : \v9\i\ (ho\^ well 
For a rude careleTi night-gown ; will't not, think'fl } 
% George, 

Indifferent wcU, fir, for a night-gown, being girt and 
plaited, 

CojuUJom 
Aye, and a night-cap on roy head. 

George. 
That's trjLic, fir ; Til run and fetch one, and a (laff. 

[Exit George, 

Candida, . 

For thus they cannot chufe but conftrue it ; 
One that is out of health takes no delight. 
Wears hia apparel without appetite. 
And puts on needlefs raiment without form. 

Enter George. 

60, fo, kind George, be fecret now ; and, pr'ythcp, 
Do not laujjh at me, till I'm out of light, 

I laugh ! not I, (ir. 

Candida, 
Now to the fenate-houfe : 
Methinks Fd rather wear, without a frown, 
A patient carpet than an angry gown. [£«//• 

George, 
Now looks my mafter juft like one of our ^ carpet knights, 
only he's fomewhat the honefter of the two. 

EnUr 

49 carp9tintghti\ The foUowIng account of this Order of Knighthood 
IS taken from a Note, by Sir James Burrows, on Twelfth Knigbi, A. 3, 
S. 4: " There was an Order of Knighthood of the appellation of 
«* KN10HT3 OF THE Carpet, though few or no perfons (at leaft 
** among thofe whom I have confulted) fecm to know any thing about 
*^ it, or even to have heard of it. I have taken fame memorandum 
** concerning the inftitution, and know that William Lord Burgh of 
** Scarborough-caftle in the County of Surry, father to Thomas Lord 
** Burgh, Deputy of Irelaad, and to Sir John Burgh (who took the great 
*' Caracca ihip in 159a) was made a Kuight oftbt Carpu^ at WeftminftcTy 
** on the ;d of O^ober, 1553, the day after Queen Afary's coronation ; 
**^ and I met with a lift of all who were made To at the fame time, in 
** Strype's Mth-taria/s, vol. III. Appendix, p. 11. Sec Anftis's Oh^ 
f*J(irv<ju}vm o« tU Ji.nigbtbood of the £atbf (Lond. 1725.) p. 50. Upoa 

. f th^ 
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Enter Candido's ^7/?. 
Whiit, is your mafter gone ? 
Yes, forfooth, his back is bur ne v turnM, 

mfi. 

And in his cloak } Did he not vex ai.d. fwcar ? 

George, 
No ; but he*ll make you fwear anon : no, indeed, he went 
away like a lamb. 

JTife. 
Key, fink to hell: f!ill patient, patient dill! 
I am with child to vex him, Pr'ythee, George, 
If e'er thou look'ft for favour at my handsi 
Uphold one j^ft for me. 

George. 
Againft my mafter? 

** the accefHon of Queen Mary to the throne, a commlfnon was granted 
** to the Earl of Arundel, empowering him to make Knights, but with- 
** ou T any additional titUy within two days after the date of that patent ; 
*^ which were the two days preceding her coronation. In puifuance 
'* hereof, we find the names of the Knights, created by him, according to 
** the ftated form of creating Knights of the Bath ; and the variety of the 
*^ ceremonies ufed fo diftin^ly related, that it particularly deferves to be 
** confulted in the Appendix. 

<< So that Mr. Anftis plainly coniiders them as being only a fpccies of 
*^ Knights of the Bath, though without any additional title. 

** If fo, the appellation of Knights of the Carpet might be only po- 
** pular; not their ftrift or proper title. This, however, was fufficient to 
** induce Shakfpeare (who wrote whilft they were commonly fpoken of 
*< by fuch an appellation) to ufe that term in contrail to a knighthood 
** conferred upon a real foldier, as a reward of military valour.** 

Thefe Carpet Knights are fpoken of with great contempt by many c^n* 
temporary writers. 

Maflinger's Ma''d of "Honour, A. 2. S. 5': 

** To men I had forborn it ; you are women, 
" Or, at the beft, loofe'Carfet Knight i.** 
The Unnatural Combat y A. 3. S. 3 • 
'* — There your Ca'^pet Knight Sy 
** That never charg'd beyond a miftrefs' lips, 
" Are ftill moft keen, and valiant.*' 
See alfo Mr. Steevens's Note on The Twelfth Night, vol. IV. p. 245." 
«nd Note to Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. IX. p. 349. edit. 1778. 

U 4 Wtfe. 


r 


iiz THE HONEST WHORE. 

Tis a mere jefl, in faith : fay, wilt thou do't ? 

Gcerge^ 
Well, what it's ? 

Here, take this key ; thou kr.ovv*fl where all things lie : ' 
Fut on thy m^ifter's belt apparel, gown^ ^ ^ 

Chain, cap, ruff, everything; be like himfelf ; 
And, 'gainlt his coming home, walk in the ihop: 
Feign the fame carriage, ami his patient look; 
a will breed but a jelt, thou know'll : fpeak, wilt thou ? 

George, 

'Twill wrong my maker's patience. 

Pr'yihee, George. 

George, 
^ Well if you'll fave me harmlefs, and put me under covcit 
baron, I am content to pleafe you j provided it may breed no 
wrong agamft him. ' 

We. 
No wrong at all : here, take the kev, be gone : 
It any vex him, this ; \t not this, none. [Ey^cunt 



SCENE VIII. 

Enter a Bawd and Roger, 

Bawd, 

O ^ wv^f^^'u^T''; '^^'■y* y"""- "niftfefs } Where's your 
V^ m,ftrefs? there^s the fi„eft,neateft gentleman at my houfe. 
Wj^ewly come over; O where « Ihe, where is ihef where 

Roger, 

IS not the whore now that you take her for. 
. Bawd. 

How ! .s (he ^ot a whore ? do you go about to take away 
her good narae, Roger ? you are a fine gander, indeed. ^ 

Reger. 
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I tdl yoU| Madona Finger- luck, I am i 

1 ha' not eaten one good meal this three 
had woQl to get fifteen -pence by fetching 
but now thofe days are pjft : wc had as g 
Finger-lock, (he wiihin doots, and I w 
young couple in Milan. 

God's my life, and U flie chang'd now-i 

I ha' lod by her ((]ueaniilhae& mor 
builded twelve bawdy houfes, 

Satnt. 

And had <he no lime to turn honeft bi 
woman is this ! twonry pound a night, I' 
in gold and do (ilver : w hy, hcK was a tin 
pick'd out a time, it could not be better 
ring; choice of men, choice of hair, cbc 
of legs, and choice of eve-y, every, ev 
fink into my head, thai the fliould be fi 
I'll never believe it. 

Herclbe comes now. 

£B/er Bellafront, 

O fure«i Madona, on wiih }'om lonfe 
your feather ! there's the fweeteft, prop 
tleinan ai my houfe ; he fmells all of m 
his pocket full of crowns, flame-colour' 
hofe, carnation filk Auckin^s, and a leg, a 

Hence thou, our fex'a-raonftcr, poifon< 

Lull's factor, and damtiation*) orator ! 
Goliip of hell, were alt the harlots fin°. 
Which the whole world contains, numbci 
Thine far exceeds them all : of all the ere 
Thai ever were creaied, thou art baicll. 
What ferpeni would beguile ihee of ihy □ 
It is detetlable j for thou lit'lt 
Upon the dregs of harlots ; guard'ft (he < 
'WhilA couples go lo dancing. O, coarle 
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Thou art the bafiard's curfe, chour brand'ft his birrh ; 
The lecchei^s French difeafe ; for thou dry-fuck'ift him ; 
The haflot'ft poiibn, and thine ovrn confufion. 

Bawd, 
Marry come up^ with a pox! hare you nobody to rait 
i^iully but your bawdy now ? 

Bella/roHi. 
Aud youy knave, pander, kini'man to a bawd ! 

Roger^ 
You and I, Madona, are coufins. 

BeUaftonU 
Of the fame blood and making, near allied ; 
Thou that art Have to fix-pence ; bafe metal'd villain ! 

Roger, 
Six-pence ! nay, that's not fo ; I never took under two 
fliillings and four pence. I hope, I know my fee. 

Bell^eitt, 
I know not againft which moft to inveigh ; 
For both of you are damn'd fo equally. 
Thou never fpar'll for oaths ; fwear'fl any things 
As if thy foul were made of ihoe- leather, 
God damn me^ gentlemen^ ifjhe he voithin^ 
When, in the next room, (he's found dallying* 

Roger, 
If it be my vocation to fwcar, every man in his vocation : 
I hope my betters fwear, and damn themfelves; and why 
^ould not I ? 

BeUa/rotU, 
Roger, you cheat kind gentlemen. 

Rf^er. 
The more gulls they. 

BeUtfronU 
Slave, I caihier thee. 

Bawd. 
And you do cafliier him, he fhall be entertaIn\L 

Roger, 
Shall I ? then '^ blurt o'your fervice. 

Bellafranim 

5p blurt 0* y^ur fervice^ An cxprcflion of contempt very frequent in 
trriters of the times. 

Mar&on's 
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BelUfionU 
As belt would hmvc it, entenain'd by you I 
I dare the devil bimfelf to matcb thofe two. [Exiu 

Bawd, 
Marry gup, are you grown fb holy, fo pure, fo boneft, 
witb a pox ? 

Rogtr, 
Scurvy, honeft punk !— But ftay, Madona, bow muft our 
agreement be now ? for, you know, I am to bave all the 
jcomings-in at the ball-doqr, and you at the chamber-door. 

Bawdm 
True, Roger, except my vails. 

Roger. 
Vails, what vails ? 

Bawd, ^ 

Why, as thus ; if a couple come in a coach, and Hgbr, to 
lie down a little, then, Roger, that's my fee, and you may 
walk abroad ; for the coachman himfelf is their pander. 

Roger, 
Is be fo ? In truth, I have almofl forgot, for want of ^x» 
erciie. But bow if I fetch this citizen s wife to chat gull, 
and that.Madona to that gallant ; how then? 

Why then, Roger, you are to bave fix-pence a lane ; fo 
rnany lanes, fo many fix-pences. 

Roger* 
Is't fo i then I fee we two (hall agree, and live fogether* 

Bawd, 
Aye, Roger, fo long as there be any taverns and bawdy* 
houfes in Milan. [^Exeunt* 

Marion's FIrft Part of Antonio and MelliJa, A. 4: 

** Slirt on your Aye mees, guard her fafely hence." 

And, in Edward III. A. 4. S. 6 : 

<< This day hath fee deriiion on the French, 
ff And all the world will blurt and fcorn at us.*' 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

EMter Bellafront, witJ^ a lute; pen^ ink^ aadpapir Uing placed 

hefhre her, 

SONG. 

^HK courtier* s flatterii^je^jjebi 
(TemptatioiCs aidy fev:eis) 

The lawyer* s ill-got' mone^iy 

That fuck up poor bees* honeys^ 

The citizen* s f on s rioty 

The gallant*s cojlfy diet^ 

Silks and velvets y pearls and amhers^ 

Shall not draw me to their chambers^ 

Silks and velvets^ &c. \^ writes* 

Oh, 'tis in vain to write : it will not pleafe. 
Ink, on this paper, would ha' but prefented 
The foul black fpots that ilick upon my foul ; 
And rather make me loathfomer, than wrought 
My love's impreffion in Hipolito's thought. 
No, I mud turn the chafte leaves of my breaft, 
And pick out fome fweet means to breed my red. 
Hipolito, believe me, I will > be 
As true unto thy heart, as thy heart to thee ; 
And hate all men, their gifts, and company. 

Enter Matheo, Callruchio, Fluello, Pioratto. 

Mathfo, 
You, goody punk, y«^di«</-f 51 cockatrice, O, y*are a fweet 
whore of your proipifc ; are you not, think you ? how well 
you came to fa pper to us laft night ! Mew, a whore, and 
break her word ! nay, you may blulh, and hold down your 
head at it well enough : s'foot, a(k thefe gallants if we ilaid 
not till we were as hungry as ferjeanrs. 

Flueilo. 
AyCf and their yeomen too. 

5« cociatricey] See Note 41 to The ^ntifuaryy vol. X. p. 87. 

Caprucbio. 


J 
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Cafirmchi0^ 
Nay, faith, acquaintance, let me tell you, you forgot your- 
felf too much : we had excellent cheer, rare vintage, and 
were drunk after fuppen 

PiorattOm 
And, when we were in our wood-cocks, (fweet rogue) a 
brace of gulls, dwelling . here in the dty, came in, and paid 
all ** the {hot. 

Mather. 
Pox on her, let her alone. 

O, I pray do ; if you be gentlemen, 
I pray depart the houfe. Be(hrcw the door 
For being fo eafily intreated : taith, 
I lent but little ear unto your ulk ; 
My mind was bulled otherwife, in troth, 
,And fo your words did unregarded pa&: 
Let this fuffice; 1 am not as I was. 

Fiuello. 

I am not what I was ! no, I'll be fwom thou art not : for 
thou wert honeft at five, and now th'art a punk at fiffeen : 
thou wert yefterday a fimple whore, and now th*art a cunning 
coney-catching baggage to-day. 

BelUfroiiU 

1*11 fay I'm worfe ; I pray forfake me, then ; 
I do defire you leave me, gentlemen, 
And leave yourfelves : O, be not what ypu are, 
(Spendthrirts of foul and body :) 
Let me perfuade you to forfake all harlots, 
Worfe than the deadlieft poifons : they are worfe ; 
For o'er their fouls hangs an eternal curfe. 
In being ilaves to Haves, their labours periih ; 
Th'are feldom bleft with fruit ; for, ere it bloflbms, 
Many a worm confounds it. 
They .have no iflue, but foul ugly ones. 
That run along with them, e'en to their graves; 
For, 'ilead of children, they breed rank difeafes ; 

S* tbcjhot^l i. e. the reckMlngy a term Hill lifed in niany parts of the 
'luiigdom. 

And 
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And all you gallants can beftow on them, 
is that French infont, which ne'ef «6t8, but fpeaks* 
What (hallow fon and heir, then, fooKHi |B;allanty 
Would wade all his inheritance to purchafe 
A filthy loath'd difeafe, and pawn his body 
To a diy cril? That ufury's worft of all, 
When th' intereft will eat out the principal. 

Matheo, 
•Sfoot, (he gulls 'em, the beft s this is always her falhion, 
when (he would be rid of any company, that (he cares not 
for, to enjoy mine alone. 

Fluello. 
What's here ? ii>ftru6lions, admonitions, and caveats ! come 
out, you fcabbard of vengeance. 

Matheo. 
Fluello, fpurn your hounds when they foift : you (hall not 
ipurn my punk, I can tell you : my blood is vext* 

Fluello, 
Fox o'your blood : make it a quarrel. 

Maiheo, 
Y'arc a (lave, will that ferve turn ? 

Omnes, 
S'blodd, hold, hold. 

Cafiruchid^ Mathe&^ Fluello. 
For ihame pot up. 

Matheo* 
Spurn my ftreet varlet ! 

BellafronU 
O how many thus, 
Mov'd with a little f^ly, have let out 
Their fouls in brothd-houfes ! fell down and dyM 
Juft at their harldt'« foot, as 'twere in pride. 

Fluello. 
Matheo, we (hall meet. 

Matheo. 
Aye, aye, afiy where, (avrng at church : pray take heed 
we meet not there. 

mueUo. 
Adieit, daxaaatioa! 

7 Caftruobifft 


J 
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C^firmcbio. 
Cockatrice, iarewelL 

There's more deceit in woiiica» than in hell. [Exeunt. \ 

Maib€0. 

Hit, ha, thou doft gull 'em fo rarely, fo naturally ! if I did 
not think thoa hadft been in earaefi* Thou art a fi^eet 
rogue for*t, i'faith. 

Why are not you gone too, fignior Matheo ? 
I pray, depan my houfe : you may b^lieTe me; 
In troth, I have no part ot harlot in me. 

Matbeo. 

How's this? 

Beli^fronU 

Indeed, I love you not ; but hate you worfe 
Than any man, becaufe you were the firft 
Gave money for my fouK You brake the ice^ 
Which after turn'd a puddle : I was led 
By your temptation to be miferable : 
I pray, feek out fome other that will fall. 
Or rather (I pray) leek out none at all. 

Matheo* 

Is't poilible to be ? Impoffible ! An honefi whore ! I have 
heard many honeft wenches turn ftrumpets with a wet finger; 
but for a harlot to turn honef^, is one of Hercules's labours. 
It was more eafy for hire in one night to make iiity queans, 
.than to make one of them honeft again ia fifty years. Come, 
I hope, thou doft but jefl, 

BeUafront* 

•Tis thne to leave ofFjefting, I had almoll 

{efted away falvation : I Ihall love you, 
f you will fbon foriake me. 

Matheom 
God be with thee. 

Belkffrontm 
Oh, tenrft no more Women ; Ihun their weighty cnrfe ! 
Women (at beft) are bad, make them not worfe. 
You gladly feek our fex's overthrow, 
Stit not to raife our Aates. For all your wrongs^ 

Will 
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Will you vouchfafe me but dae recompence ? 
To. marry with me? 

Matbeo, 
How, marry with a punk, a cockatrice, a harlot ? marry^ 
fob ; I'll be burnt thorough the nofe firfl. 

Why lah ? thefe are your oaths : you love to undo us, 
To put heaven from us, whilft our beft hours waftc : 
You love to make us letvd, but never chafle. 

I'll hear no more of this : this ground upon, 
Th*art damnM, for altering thy religion. [ExtK 

BellafronU 

Thy luft and fin fpeak fo much : go thou, my ruin ! 
The firll fall my foul took. By my example, 
1 hope few maidens now will put their heads 
Under men's girdles : who lea^ trufts, is moft wife : ^ 
Men's oaths do call a mift before our eyes. 
My beft of wit be ready : now I go. 
By fome deviee to greet Hipolito. [Exit. 


SCENE X, 


Enter a Servant^ fitting out a table ; on ^Mbich he places aJhiU^ 

a picture^ a hooky and a taper.'' 

Servant, 
O O, this is Monday morning; and now ipuft I to my 
•^ houfewifry. Would I had been created a fhocraaker ; for 
all the gentle craft are gentlemen every Monday by their 
copy, and fcorn (then) to work one true Hitch. My mafter 
means fure to turn me into a ftudent ; for here's my book, 
here my delk, here my light ; this my clofe chamber, and 
here my punk : fo that this dull drowzy firft day of the week 
makes me half aprieft, half a chandler, half a painter, half 
a fexton, aye and half a bawd : for all this day my office is 
to do nothing but keep the door* To prove it, look you» 

this 
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this good &CC, and yooder gentlem 
bock'i turnedi will be naught togetlie 
£nier Hipotito 
HifcUto. 
Are all the windows fliut? 

Servant. 
Oofe, fir, as the fift of a courtier tl 
reigni. 

HifMUto. 
Thou art a l^ithful fervani, and obfi 
The calendar both of my folemn vows 
And ceremonious (brrow : Get thee g< 
J charge thee on thy life, let not the li 
Of any woman's voic^pietce through t 
Sei'vaat, 
If they do, my lord. III pierce fome 
What will your lordJhip have to bteal 
Hijielite. 
Sighs. 

StrvOHt. 
What to dinner? 

HlfeUlo, 
Tears, 

Servtmt. 
Theoneof them, my lord, will fil 
the other wet you too much. What t 
HifeSu. 
That which, dow, thou caoll not gel 
woman. 

Servant, 
Indeed, that's harder to come by, th 

Hi^te, 
Fr'ythee, away, 

>i Ofiaid.'] The fiege of Mi place Is fre< 
ctent writen. It wu ukcn by the Mirqui 
SepiemlKr, i6e4, after it h»d held cnit ihret 
" ^/™ Hifiory a/ the iKimrMi Si^i o^ On 
" Jtdt f rim the beginning 1^ tbt Sitgc bwo the 

Vol, III. , X 
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Servant, 
ni make away myfelf pre&ntly, which fev &rvn«ia wvH d» 
for their lords ; but rather help to make them away.— Now to 
my door-keeping ; I hope to pick fomething out of it. [Exit. 

My Infelicc's face, her brow, her e^'e^ 
The dimple on her cheek : and fuch fweet (kill 
Hath i^rooi the cunning workman's pencil fiown, 
Thefe lips look frelh and lively as her owb ; 
Seeming to move and fpeak. *La» ! now I fee, 
The reafon why fond woalicn love to buy 
Adulterate complexion ; here 'tis read ; 
Falfe colours lall after the true be dead. 
Of all the rofes grafted on her cheeks. 
Of all the graces dancing in her eyes, 
Of all the muiick fet upon her tongue. 
Of all that was paft woman's cxceUence 
In her white bofom; look, a painted board, . 
Circumfcribes all ! Earth can no blifs afford : 
Nothing of her, but this ! This cannot fpeak ; 
It has no lap for me to reil upon ; 
No lip worth tailing. Here the worms will feed, 
As in her coffin. Hence then, idle art! 
True love's bell pidur'd in a true-love's heart. 
Here art thou drawn, fweet maid, till this be dead ! * 
So that thou iiv'il twice, twice art buried. 
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What's here f 
Perhaps this Ihrewd pate was mine enemy's. 
'Las ! fay it were ; 1 need not iear him now : 
For all his braves, his contumelious breath ; 
His frowns, tho* dagger-pointed; all his plot, 
Tho' ne'er ib milchievous, his Itsdian pilk. 
His quarrels, aitd that common fence, his law ; 
See, fee, they're all eaten out ; here's not left one; 
How clean they're pickt away to the bare bone ! 
How mad are mortals tlien to rear great iMoies' 
On tops of fwelUng houfes ! or to wear out 
Their ftirgers ends in dirt, to fcrape up gold ! 
Not caring, fo that ^^ fumpter-horfe, the back, 

54 fumpter^borjel A horfe that carries the neccfTtfies and e^^nces for 
ajoucney. 

J Be 
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Be^lvut^g with ^tmdy trappincrs, with fdiat coarfe, . 

Yea rags moft beggarly, they cloath the foul ; 

Yet, afcr all, their gayncfs -looks thus foul. 

What fools are men, to btiild a ''garifli tomb, 

Only to fave the carcafs whilft it rots ; 

To maintain't long in linking, make good carion* 

But leave no good deeds to prefcrve them found ; 

For good deeds keep men fweet long abovt ^unS* 

And muft all come to this ? fools, wife, all hither ? 

Mttft aH heads thus at laft be laid together ? 

Draw me my piaure, then, thou grave tieat Workman. 

After this faOiion, not like this ; rhefe colours 

In time, killing but air, will be kifsM off; ' " 

But here's a fellow, that which he lays on, 

Till doom's day alters not complexion. 

Death's the beft painter then. They that draw fliapcf. 

And live by wicked faces, are but God's apes ; 

They come but near the life, and there they day ; ' 

This fellow draws life too ; hi« art is fuUer, 

The piaurcs which he makes are without colour^. 

» 

Entfr his SmvanU 
Servant. 
Here's a perfon would fpeak i^ith you, fir. 

Hah! "'^"" 

ServanK 
A parfon, fir, would fpeak with you. 

Vicar? "'^'" 

Servants 
Vicar! no, fir, h'as too good a 6ce to be a ticar vet- & 
.youth, a very youth. ^"» ■ 

What youth ? of man or woman f loct the doors. 

; Servants 

If It be woman, marrow.bones and '• potato^pies keep me 
fom meddling with her, for the thing h^ got fhe br^h^ 

il ^!2^^ . ^ J^^e 34 to Edv>ard II. voL IL p. ,«. 
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'tis a ^7 male*varleri fure» my lord| for a woman's taylor ne'er 
meafur'd him. 

Let him give thee his meflage, and be gone. 

Servant* 
He fays he's figaor Blatheo's man ; but I know he lies* 

Hifolito* 

How dofi thou know it ? 

, Sifvant* 
'Caufe he has ne'er a beard : 'tis his boy, I think, fir» who« 
foe'er pud for his nur&ig. 

Hifolito* 

Send him in, and keep the door. [Rtads. 

Fata fi liceat mihi^ 

Finger e arhitrio me^ 

I'emperem 2^hyro hut vela* 
IM fail, were I to choofe, not in the Ocean ; 
Cedars are ihaken, when (hrubs do feel no bruife. 

Enter Bellafront Hie a Page* 

How ! from Matheo ? 

Bella/ront* 
Yes, my lord, 

WfoUto. 
Art fick? 

BeUdfiont. 
Not all in health, my lord. 

HipoUtOm 
. Keep off. 

BeJkfiont* 
I do: 
Hard fate, when women are compell'd to woe. l^AJUcm 

Hipolito* 

This paper does fpeak nothing. 

BeUqfront* 

Yes, my lord, 
Matter of life it fpeaks, and therefore writ 
In hidden chara£ler ; to me inflrudlion 
My maflcr gives, and ('iefs you pleafc to flay 

S7 maU''Varht\ So, in Troilus an^ CrelJidat A. 5. S. i: '< thoQ trt 
^ thought to be Achilles' maU-vcuUt.** 

TiU 
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Till you both meet) I.can the text difplay. 

Hifolito. 
Do fo : read out.' ' 

^, Bellajrontm 
I am already out : 
Look on my face, and read the flrangefl ilory ! 

Knter his Servant* 

What, villain, ho? 

Servant • 
Call you, my lord ? " 

Hipolito. 
Thou flave, thou haft let in the devit 

Servant. 
Lord blcfs us, where ? he*s not cloven, my lord, that I can fee; 
fcefides, the devil goes more like a gentleman than a page : 
-good my lord, boon couragio^ 

Hipolito. 
Thou haft let in a woman in man's (hape. 
And thou art damn'd'for't. 

Set^ant. 
Not damnM, I hope, for putting in a woman to a lord* 

HipoUto, 
Fetch me my rapier, — do not : I (hall kill thee. 
Purge this infe£ted chamber of that plague, 
That runs upon me thus : Slave, thru ft her hence. 

Servant. 
Alas ! my lord, I /hall never be able to thruft her heace with« 
out help.-^Come, mermaid, you muft to fea again. 

Bellafront. 
Hear me but fpeak, my words (hall be all mufick : 
Hear me but fpcak. 

I^foU0. 
Another beats the door. 
T'other ftie-devil, look. 

Servantm 
Why, then, hell's broke loofe. [Exit* 

Hipolito, 
Hence, guard the chamber : let no mor^ come on^ 
One woman ferres for man's damnation. 

X 3 Bdhrew 
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Beihrev thee, thou doO make me violate 
The chadeft and mo(t undimonious voiir. 
That eVr was entcrM in the court or heav*xi; 
*^ I was on meditation's fpotleis wings. 
Upon n y journey thither ; like a llofm 
Thou brats my ripened cogitations 
Flat to the grounii r and like a thief doft ilan(^ 
To ftcal devotion firom tbe hoty lapd» 

If woman were thy mother ; if thy heart 
Be not all maible; or, if't marble be, 
Let my 'ears foften it, to pity ire. 
I do befeech thee, do not thus- widjt fcorn 
Deflroy a woman. 

Woman, I bf^fet'ch thee, 
Get thde fi.me other luit, this fi^s thee not; ""i 

I would not grant it to a ki^eeling queen* 
I cannot love thee, nor I mud not : See 
The copy of that obligation. 
Where my foul's bound in heaw penalties* 

Beiia/ront. 

She's dead you told me, ihe'U let fall her fuin 

Hipolito^ 

My TOWS to her fled after her to heav'n : 
Were thine eyes cleai as minc,rhou might'ft behold her. 
Watching upon von battlements of 0ars, ' 

How I observe them ! (hould I break my bond. 
This board would rive in twain, thele wooden lig^ 
Call me mo(l ^rjur*d villain. Let it fuffice^ 
I ha' let thee m the path \ is'c not a fign 
1 love thee, wheR.wi(b one fa moil molt deai^ 
I'll have thee fellows F ail are tellows there. 

BellafrofA 

Be greater than a king ; lave not a body^ 
But from eternal fh'pn reck keep a ibul; 

J7 / wa. on m'.d'tation*sJpotUjs wings f'] So, in ffamhy A* X# S# I f 
*< Haltcy let me know it ; that I, wirb whigs fS iwift 
** As m:dtat'ony or the thoughts o£ lovc^ . « 
" AJay i^w^ to flfty seYCA|^*' 
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Hywi, and tbat again fin'« pank I tUMd, 
The grief be minei the gottt hiil on thy head. 

Stay, and take jphyfick for it ; read t}iii book ; 
Afk counfel of this head, what's to be done, 
He'll (Irike it dead that 'tis damtiation, 
If you '* turn Twtk again. Oh, do it not ! 
Tho' heav'n cannot allure you to do wtW, 
From doing ili let hdl IHgbt ymi : and kam this, 
The foul whofe bofom luft dffd never touch. 
It Ood's fair bride ; and maidens' ibuls are fuch : 
The foul, that, leaving chaftity's white fhore. 
Swims in hot fenfual il l tain s, ts the detifs whore* 
How now ! who cpmes ? 

JEnter his Servantm 

No more knaves, my lord, that wear fmocks : here's a letter 
from Doctor Benedi^ ; I would not enter his man, tho' he had 
hairs at his mouth, for fear fie (hould be a woman, for fome 
women have beards ; marry, they are '^ half witches. 'Slid, 
you are a fifeet youth to wear a ^ codpiece, and have no pins 
^o ilkk Qpon't. 

HipoUto, 

ril meet the Doctor ; tell him, yet to night 
I cannot : but at morrow riiing fun 

5* turn Turk again,'] To turn Turk, feems to hare been a cant phraie 
for departing from the rulei of chaftitj. So children bom out of wedlock 
are freqttentlj termed PaFous^ as in the Captain^ by Beaumont and 
Fletcher, A. 4. S. i. vol. vi. p. 67^ edit. 1778, 

<' Three little children ; one of them was mine 
** ypon my confcicnce j th' other two are Pagans ** 

59 half iviicbes.] One of the diftinguiihing qualities of a witch Is (up« 
pofcd to have been hair on her chin. 

^® codpiecg] <' Whoever wishes to be acquainted with this pardcular^ 
*' relative to drefs, may confult Bulwer's Arttjieial Cbangelingf in which 
** fuch matters are very amply difcufied. Ocular inftru^tion may be 
** had from the armour ihewn as John of Gaunt*s in the Tower of 
** London. The fame falhion appears to Have been no lefs offeniive in 
** France. See Mwualgne, chap. 22. The cuftom of fticking pins in this 
** oftentatiouft piece of indecency was continued by the illiberal wardens 
« 'of the Tower, till forbidden by autliority." Mr. Steevens's Note to Ttv 
Gintlemen ofVtronay A. 2. S. 7. See alfo Figure 8, ih Plate 20, of Strutt's 
View if tbt^MamierSfQiflamSf &c. oftbe Inhabitants ofEnglanJ, vol. III. 

X 4 I wilt 


3i8 THE HONEST WHORfi. 

I will not fail : go^ woman, fare thee well* lEfgtMi 

ihie loweft fall can be but into hell. 
It does not move him. I muft therefore fly 
From this undoing city, and with tean 
Wafli off all anger from my father's brow. 
He cannot fure but joy, feeing me newrborn* 
A woman honeft firfl, and then turn whore» 
Is (as with me) common to thouiands more ; 
But from a flrumpet to turn chafte ; that found 
Has oft' been heard^ that woman hardly found. [Exit* 


SCENE Xt 

Enter Fufligo, Crambo, and Poli> 

Fu/ligo. 

TT O L D up your hands, gentlemen : here's one, two, three* 
^-^ ' — Nay, I warrant they are ^* found piflols^ and without 
flaws ; I had them of my fiAer, and I know (he ufes to put no- 
thing that's crackt.— Three, four, five, fix, feven, eight, and 
nine ; by this hand, bring me but a piece of his blood, and you 
ihall have nine more. I'll lurk in a tavern not fat off, and pro- 
vide fupper to clofe up the end of the tragedy. The linen- 
drapers, remember^ Stand to't, I befeech you ; and play your 
parts periedlly. 

Cramio. 

Look yoU| fignior, ^tis not your gold that we weigh. 

Fufiigo, 

Nay, nay, weigh it, and (pare not; if it lack one grain of 
corn, 
111 give you a bu(hel of wheiat to make it up. 

But by your fevour, fignior, which of the fervants is it ? 
becaufe we'll puniih juftly, 

Fufiigo. 

Marry, tis the head- roan ; you (hall tade hini by his tongue. 
A pretty tall, pratiiig fellow, with a Tufcalonian beard. 

6* fmmd xylols'] I fuppofe Fuiligo means the Spaniih coin pjflolei, S. 

■ PqU.. 
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Poli. 
Tulcalonian I very good. 

Fufiigo. 
Cods life^ 1 Was ne er fo thrumb'd iince I was a gentletnslil : 
gny coxcomb wasdiy-beaten, as if my hair had been hempw. _ 

Cramho» 
We'll dry-beat fomc of. them* 

Fufiigo. 
Nay, it giew fo high, that my fifter cry'd murder out vciy 
hianfuUy : I have her conient in a manner to have him pep* 
per'd, elfe I'll not do't to win more than ten cheaters do at a 
rifling : break but his pate or fo^ only ^^ his mazer, becaufe I'll 
Jiave his head in a cloth as well as mine; he's a linen-dcaper, 
and may take enough. I could enter my action of battef/ 
againll him, but we may perhaps be both dead and rotten bcfote 
the lawyers would end it. 

Cramho. 
No more to do, but infconcc yourfelf i'th' tavern ; provide no 
great cheer ; sl couple of capons, fome pheafants, plovers, and 
orangado-pie, or fo : but how bloody fo e'er the day be, faHy 
you not forth, 

Fujigc. 
< No, no ; nay, if I flir, fomebody (hall ilink ; I'll not budgo ; 
I'll lie like a dog in a ihanger. 

Crambo, 
Well, well, to the tavern ; let not our fupper be raw, for you 
ihall have blood enough ; your belly full. 

Fuftigo. 
. That's all, fo God fa* me, I thirft after; blood for blood, 
bump for bump, laofc for noie, head for head, plafter for plafier, 
and fo farewel. What ihall I call your names? becaufe I'll 
leave word, if any fuch come to the bar. 

Gramha^ 
My name is cor}X)ral Crambo. 

PolU 
And mine, lieutenant Poli* 

** only his maxer] So, in Dekker's Wonderful! Ttarty 1603: 
" — thinking the, Cannes had flyen about, cryed 2^uDdes ! what do you 
" mean to crach my rnaxcr?^* The term is even yet in vulgar ufc, for 

the Jai€t 

Crambo. 
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Poll 19 as tall a man as ever opea*d oyfters : 
I would not be the devil to meet ro\u FareweL 

Ndr I, by this ligkt, if Poli be fuch a f6Lu [Mjtf^. 

EwUr Caodido's JFifi^ U ber Jbtf^ 0fid tbf «w^ ^Pwtik^ 

What's a dock bow f 

• Tk almoft twelire. 

^^ 
That's wjell. 
The fenate will leave wording prefently t 
Bat is George ready? 

2 'Prittticem 
Yes, forfbothy he*s furbilht. 

N0W9 as you evtr hope to win my fevour, 
Throw both your duties and refpeas on him 
With the like awe, as if he were your mafler; • 
Let not your looks betray it with a fmile^ 
Or leering glance, to any cuftomer. 
Keep a true fettled countenance ; and beware 
You laugh not, whatfoever yoxk hear or fee. 

2 *PreHUC€. 

I warrant you, miftrefs, let us alone foi* keeping our couil* 
tenance : for, if I lil>, there is never a fool in all Milan (hall 
make me laugh ; let him play the fool never fb like an ais ; 
whether it be the fat eourt*tboi, or the lean city-fool* 

Enough theO) call down George* 

a *FreMttci. 
I hear him coming. 

Enter George* 

Wifi. 
*^ Be ready with your kgs, th^a let me fee 
How courtdy would become him. — Gallantly ! 

*3 B€ rtath vithyour tegs,'] L c. with jour bws. Sec Note ao to 
n$ Fmjms WidH^y voL XL p. 439. 

Belhrcw 


J 


THB HONTEST WHOREi Jjf 

Beihfivir my blood, a proper (btnrfjr m%n ; 
<^f a choice carriage, wa&9 with a good poit«- 

Gearge» 

I thaak you, miftrcis; my l^ck^i broad eiKmgh,| now taf 

mafter's gown^s on. 

Sufe I (koM think' it vere the leaft of &!, 
To miftake the mafter, and to let him in. 

Gettr^e, 
*Twere a good comedy of errors that, i'faith» 

z ^Rrentice. 
•♦ Whift, whift, my mafter \ 

Enter Candido, and exit frefentjf. 

Tott all kubw your talk,— God*s my life, what^ that lie hMi 
got upon his back? who can tell i 

George. 
That can I, but I will not. 

Girt about him like a mad-man ! What, has he loil his cloak 
too ? This is the maddeft fafliion that e*er I faw« 
What laid he, George^ when he pa&'d by thee^ 

Oearge. 

Troth, miftrefs, nothing : not fo much as a bee, he Ad not 
hum ; not fo much as a bawd, he did not hem ; not fu much- 
as a cuckold, he did not ha ; neither hum, hem, nor ha : only 
Har'd file in the ^ee, pad along, and made hafte in, as if m/ 
looks had workM with him togive him a ftooL 

^. 
Sure he's vest now, this trick has mov'd his ^lees ; 
Be*s angerM now, becaufe he uttered nothing : 
And wordleft wrarb breaks out moie violent. 
Ma3rbe he'll Ib-ive for place, when he. comes down ; 
But if thou lbv*ft me, George, afford him none. 

GetfTge, 
Nay^ let me alone ^to play my mailer's prize, as long as my 
iniflreis warrants me : I am fure I hare his beft doaihs on, and 

<4 ffltyt^ wi^] B« fikaftk See Mr. Steeveas's Note to Temffffti 
A, I. 8. at 

^ I fcora 
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I fcorn to give place to any that is inferior in apparel to me t 
that's an axiom, » priticiple ! and is obierved as much as the 
faihion ; let that perluade you then, that I'll (houlder with him 
ibrthe^tipper-hand in the (hop, as.iong as this chain vfitl main* 
tain it. 

m/e. 

Spoke with th^ fplrit of a mafler, tho' with the tongue of a 
•prentice. 

Enter Candido like a ^ Prentice^ 

Why, how now, mad-man ? what ib your trickficoats f 

Candi^Q* 
0» peace» good roidrefs. 

Enter Crambo and Poll. 

See whAt you hck, what is't you buy^ pure callicoet^ fine 
liollands, choice cambricks, neat lawns : fee^ what you buy* 
Pray come near, my roafter will ufc you well, he can afibrd you 
a pennvvvorth. 

J^yci that he can, qut of a whole piece of lawo, I'faith* 

CandiiUm 
Pray, fee your choice here, gentlemen. 

Wife. 

O fine fool! what ^ mad- man ? a patient madwmaii? who- 

erer heard of the like ? Well, fir, I'll fit you and your humour 

prefemly: what, crofs-points ? I'll vjntie *em all in atrice, TU 

¥cx you, faith, Bqy, teke your clo^k, quick, come. , [^Exit^ 

Candido* 
Be covered, George 5 this chain, and ^^ welted gown. 
Bare to this coat ? Then the world's upfide down. ' 

George^ 

•5 ivelted gown] Barret, in Ins ^hearie, voce garj, explains th« word 
«s fynonymous with purjle, or weJt. A taelud gown i&, tberefbre, one 
©rnamentcd with purflcs or fringe. They are often mentioned in ancient 

writers. 

Green's Hj/iory of Fryer Bacon, 1630, Sign. H 3 : "I warrant you, 
'' KeVas yeomaniy a man as you ihaU fee, marke, you inafters, here's ^ 
•* plain honeft man without w«//otgard." 

Ben Joiifon's Epiccz-ne, A. 4. S. 7 : "Do not fear me.' Clap but a 
^ ^W\\ gown with a wdt 0' the* one, and a canonical cloke with flatvea 
w o' the other, Sec." 

Green*& 
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George. 
Umh, umh, hum, 

Cr^mhom 
That's the (hop, and there's the fellonr* 

Foli. 
Aye, but the.mafier is walking in thei«» 

Crambo* 
No matter, we'll in. 

PolL 
^bloody doft long to lie in Umbo? 

Cramho. 
And limbo be in hell, I care not. 

Can3id(n 
Look you, gentlemen, your choice: cambricki ? 

Crambo. 
No, fir, Ibme (hirting. '. 

Caadido. 
Youihall 

Crambo* 
Have you none of this ftripM canvafs for doublets } 

Can-do. 
None ftrip'd, fir, but plain. 

Z ^Prentice. 
I think there be one piece ftrip'd within. 

George^ 
Step, firrah, and fetch it ; hum, hum, hum. 

Candido* 
^ Look you, gentlemen, I'll make hut pne fprcading ; here's a 
piece of cloth, fine, yet fhall wear like iron : 'tis without fault ; 
take this upon my word; 'tis without fault. 

Crambo* 
Then 'tis better than you,, firrah. 

Green's ^ip for an.upjiart Courtier^ 1592 : " Prcfcntllf, loking about 
« for more, comes ftalkmg down an aged grave Sir, in a blacke velvet 
" coat, and a black cloth gowne ivelted and faced." 

•Ibid. « Ifaw five fat fellowes, all in damalkc cotes and gownes, 
<* ive/ted with velvet verie brave." 

X>tk]Lzr*s BcUfMon's Night^alkes, Sigfi. D4: <f — thou fhalt meete 
•< rich drunkards under wehed gvwm,'* 

Cand'ido% 
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Aye, and a number more. O that each fiMil 
Were but as fpotlefs as this innocent white^ 
And had as fevir breaks in it 1 

Cramiom 
'Twould have fome then : there was a fray here fitft d^y in 
this (hop. 

Candidom 
There was indeed a little flea-biting. 

PoU. 
A gentleman had his pate broke, call you that but a flea^ 
biting ? 

He had io» 

^wns, do you ftand in't ? [SlfJlHies iim, 

'Sfoot, clubs! clubs! 'prentices, down with 'em! aih you 
fogues, fbike a citizen in's ^p ? 

None of you ftir^ I pray ; forbear, good George. 

Crambo^ 
I befeech you, fir ; we miftook our marks ; deliver us our 
weapons. 

Georgia 
Your head bleeds, fir ; cry, clubs* 

Cmndid9% 
I lay you (hall not, pray be patient. 
C^ve them their weapons : firs, you'd bed be gone \ 
I tell you, here are boys more tough than bears : 
Hence, leil more tifts do walk abcMt your ears. 

We thank you, fir. [Exiuta^ 

CatMb. 

You (hall not follow them : 
Let them alone pray, this did me no harm ; 
Troth, I was cold, and the blow made me warm ; 
I thank 'em for't ; befidcs I had decreed , 

To have a vein prickt, I did mean to bleed, 
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So tbat there'a money fav'd : they an: biwcft men, 
Fny ale 'em well, when they appear agnia. 

yt», it, well ufe 'em like hoaeH men. 

CandiiU. 
Aye, well laid, George, lilte hoacft men, tho' they be Brrant- 
knavei ( tor that's the prail'e of the city : help to jjiy np tbefe 
wares. 

Ear hit Wife, 'Mitb 0§ttrh 
Wifi. 
Yonder he flands. 

What, in a 'prcntioe-coat f 

mfi. 

Aye, aye, mad, mad % pray take heed. 

Caajulo, 
How j\o<K i what newa with their i what tmkc tltey mtli 
my wife i Officer* ! is fhe attach'd i look to your waits. 

Hetalkt tohim&lf! Oh, he's much gone, indeed 1 

O^ctr. 
Pray, pluck up a good heart, be not lb fearfiil; 
Sin, beark, we'll gather to him by deetees, 
»^. 
Aye, aye, I^ degrees, i pray : oh me ! what makn be 
wiib the lawn in his band ? he'll tear all the ware in my ftop, 

Fear not, we'll catch him on a fudden. 
Wifi. 

you had need do fo; pray take heed oijaat warnuti 

1 warrant, miftrefs. — Now, fienior Caodido. 

Now, fir, what news with you, fir ? 

What news with yo\i,, be favs. Ob, he's far gcmet 

Oiktr. 
I pray, fear sothing, let's alone with him. 
Signior, you look not like youifelf, methinks, 
(Steal you at t'other fide) you aic changed, y'are alcer'd. 

CaaJUt, 
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Candida, 
Chan^M, fir? wh)^, true, fir. Is change ftrange? 'da not 
tlie faihion, unlefs it alter : monarchs turn to beggars ; beg-* 
gars creep into the nefls of princes; niaflers ierve thdi* 
prentices ; ladies their ferving-men ; men turn to women. 

Officer^ 
. And women turn to men* 

Candido, 
Aye, and women turn to men ; you fay true ; ha, ha, a 
mad world, a mad, world. 

Officer. 
Have we caught you, fir f 

dmdidot 
Caught me ? well, well ; you have caught me. 

He laughs in your faces. 

Geof^e* 
A reicue, 'prentices \ toy maker's catch -polM. 

Officer. 
I charge you keep the peace, or have your legs gartered 
with irons. We have from the duke a warrant firong enough 
for what we do. 

Candido* 
I pray, reft quiet ; I defire no refcue. 

La : he defires no refcue ; 'las, poor h^rt ! 
)Ie talks againA himfelf. 

Candido. 
Well, what's the matter? 

Officer. 
Look to that arm ; 
Pray make fare work ; double the cordt 

Candido, 
Why, why? 

Wifi. 
Look, bow his head goes ! (hould he get but loofe, 
Oh 'twere as much as all our lives were worth. 

Officer. 
Fear not, well make fure tor our own fafety. 

Z Candida^ 
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Cat 

Are you at leifure now ?. wi 

Why do I enter into bonds th 

■ OJ 

Bccaufe y'are mut ; put fea 

h 

Oh, ay ; I went in danger < 

Cm 

What P am 1 mad lay you, 

Oi 

That proves you mad, betai 

Pray talk as Httle to him as 
You fee he's too far Ipent. 

Bound with ftrong cord i 
A filver thread, i'iaith, had he 
To lead me any where. Wif 
Yqu are mad too, or elle you 

Bui are you mad, indeed, in 

My wiie fays fo ; 
And what Die fays, George, ii 
And whither now f to Bcthlci 

Faiih, e'en to the madmeiiN 

A God's name : Aill I feel r 
Gt 

Come, we'll fee whiiher hi 
we are his fervanis, and m 
mad-caps too. Farewel, mill 
Bedlam. 

W 

I think I ha' fitted now you 
If this move not his patience, 
I'll fwear then I have a faint, s 
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SCENE XIL 

» 

Enter Duke, Do^br^ FlueUo, Caftruchio, Pibratto. 

Duke. 

VJ I V E us a little leave. — Do^or, your news. 

DoHcr, 
I fent for him, my lord : at iail he came. 
And dill receive all fpeech that went from me, 
As gilded pills made to prolong his health. 
My credit with him i^Tought it. For fome men 
Swallow ev«n empty hooks ; like foolsy that fear 
No drowning where 'tis deepefV, Vauie 'tis clean 
In th'end we fat, and eat : a heahh I drank 
To infelicc^ fweet departed foul ; 
— This train I knew would take. 

Duke. 
Twas excellent. 

DoSior. 

He fell with fuch devotion on his knees, 
To pledge the fame— 

Duh. 
Fond fuperfiitious fool! 

DoBar. 
That liad he been inflam'd vvith zeal of prayer, 
He could not pour't out with more reverence. 
About my neck he hung, wept on my cheek ; 
KifsM it, and fwore he would adore my lips, 
Becaufe they brought forth Infelice's name. 

Duke. 
Ha, ha, alack^ alack! 

DoHor. 
The cup he fifts up high, and thus he faid^ 
Here, noble liiaid ! drinks, and was poifoned. 

Duke. 
And died? 

DoSor. 
And died, my lord. 


Duke. 
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Thou in that word 
Haft piecM mine aged hours out with more yean 
Than thou had lateo from Hipoiiio. 
A noble youth he was i but Idler brauches 
Hindering the greacer's gronth, raull be lopt off. 
And feed the fire. Do£tor. w'are now all ihioe ; 
And ufe us fo : be bold. 

Thanks, graciaui lord : 
My honoured lord^ 

Duti. 
Hum. 

Doaor. ■ 
I do bereech your grace, to buiy deep 
This bloody a& of mine. 

Nay, nay, for that, . 
Doiior, look you to'r ; me it fhall not move ; 
They're curll that iil do, not that ill do love. 
DaSar. 
You throw an angry favehead on my face ; 
But be you pleas'd backward thus for to look. 
That tor your good this ill I undertook. ■ 
Duie. 
Aye, aye, we conftrue fo. 

Di/Stir. 
find only for your love. 

Dait. 
Confcit ; 'tis true. 

Jiofflir. 
Nor I(;t it ftand agalnft me as a b.ir. 
To thruft me from your prefeoce : nor believe 
(As princes have (juiek thoughts) that now my fingei 
Being dipt in blood, I will nM fpare the hand ; 
But thar ftir gold (as what can gold not do ?) 
I may be hii'd to work the like on you. 
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Tis from my heart as far— 

Duke. 

No matter, Dix^or ; *caufe 1*11 feariefs fleep, 
Jlnd that you (hall Hand clear of that fufpiciODy 
I banifh thee for ever from my court. 
This principle is old, but true as fate ; 
Kitigs may love treafoa, but the traitor hate. [Exit. 

Is't fo ? Nay then, Duke, your dale principle 
With one as dale the Doctor thus (hall quit } 
Be falls himfeit that digs another's pit. 
How now \ where is he r will he meet roe? 

Knur tl?e Dolor's man. 

DoHar^s man. 
Meet you, fir ? He might have met with three fencers in 
this time, and have receiv'd lefs hurt than by meeting one 
dc)6k'jr of phyfick. Why, fir, he has walk'd under the old 
Abby-wall yonder this hour, till he's more cold than a citi^ 
zen's country-houfe in January. You may fmell him be* 
hind, fir : la you, yonder he comes ! 

Do&or. 
- Leave me. 

Enter Hipolito. 

DoH'^r^s man. 
IWlurch, if you will. [Exii. 

DoHor. 
O, my moft noble friend ! 

Hipolito. 
Few but yourfelf 
Could have imic'd me thus, to truft the air 
With my dole fighs. You lent for me, what news \ 

Docior. 
Corne, you muft **d'off thi^ black ; dye that pale cheek 
. Into his own colour. Go. attire yourleif 

^^ ^^ff] To Anffy is to do off^ to put off. So, in King y^^hn, A. 3. Si : 

*' Thou wear a lion's hide ! <^it for Ihamc," 
See Mr. Stecvcns's Note on Macbak, A. 4. S. 3. 

Frefli 


J 
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You (hall to her, but not "to Bergamo. 
How paflion makes you fly beyond yourfelfj 
Much of that weary journey I ha' cut off; 
For (he bv letters hath intelligence 
Of your (uppofed death, her own interment, 
And all thole plots which that faHe duke her father 
Has wrought againft you ; and (he'll meet you— • 

' HipoUto. 

O, when? 

Nay, fee, how covetous are your dicfires f 
Early to-morrow morn. 

Hlpolito. 
O where, good father? 

DoBor. 
At Bethlem monaftery. Are you pleas'd now ? 

HipoUio. 
At Bethlem monaftery ! the place well fi'«, 
It is the fcho<4 where thofe that lofe their wits 
Fradtife again to ger them. I a ■' fick 
Of that dileai'e; all love is lunatick. 

DoBor» 
We'll fteal away this ni^ht in fomc di/guife. 
Father An.elmo, a moll reverend trirr. 
Experts ur comloii ; before whom we'll lay 
Realbns fo ftrong, that he (hall yield in bonds 
Oi holy wedhick to tie both your hand's*' 

HifoUto, 
This is fuch happinefs. 
That to believe it, — 'tis impoffiblc. 

DoBor, 
Let all your joys then die in mifbelief ; 
I will reveal no more. 

Hifolito* ^ 
O yes, good father! 
I am iu well acquainted with de'pair, 
J know not how to hope ; I believe all. 


DoH0r. 
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We'll hence thit night; much mii({ be done, mui 
But, if the d«Aor &il not in hii charms, 
Your lady IhaU ere monipg fill ihofe arms. 
Hlpolito. 

Heavenly phyfician \ fer thy farac (hall fpmd ; 
Thu mak'^ two lovets fpeak, when they be dead. 

Candido's Wi^, aW Geot^, Pioratto meets t 
Wifi. 

watch, good George, wa'ch -which way ihe duh 

Herecomesonc of thebatteifiies; alk him. 

Pray, fir, comcB the duke this way i 

Piaram. 
He's upon coming, miflrefa. 

mff. 

1 (hank you, fir. — George, nre there many mad fi 
thy mailer lies ? 

O, yes; of all countries fome, but efpecially mac 
tlieyfwarm. Troih, miftrefs, the woild is alter'd 
yoj had not wont to Hand thus, with a paper, hiir 
plaining : bur you're well enougfi frnr'd. Pioviu 
you, as it does many of our citv-wives befides. 
Wlfi. 

Do'ft thinlc, George, we (hall get him forth ? 
G^cnge. 

Trul^, miftrrfa, I cannot teil j I think you'll hanJI 
forth. Why, 'tis flrange ! ^tbot, I have known mai 
thai have had mad raicals to their hufbands, whom il 
belabour by all means poffihle to keep 'em in their li 
but of a W')man lo lung to turn a tame man into a n 
why the devil himfelf was never ufed lb by hii dab. 

mfi. 

How does he talk, George ? ha, good George, teU 

Why, you*d beft go fee. 

' V4 
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Alasy I'm afraid! 

Afraid ! you had more need be afliamM : he may rather be 
afraid af you. 

[ But, George, he's not flark-mad, is he ? he does not rave? 
he's not hornmaci, George, is he ? 
• George, 

Nay, I know not that ; but he talks like a juftice of peace^ 
of a thoufand matters, and to no purpof«. , 

I'll to the mopaftery. I (hall be mad till I enjoy him ; I 
fhall be fick, till I fee him ; yet when I do fee him, I (hall 
weep out mine eyes. 

George, 
I'd fain fee a woman weep out her eyes ; that's as true, as 
to fay a man's cloak burns when it hangs in the water. I know 
•you'il weep, miftrefs ; *^ but what fays the painted cloth? 
Trufi n»t a ixjoman 'uohenjbe cries i 
For Jh^U pump <waterfrom her eyes^ 
With a 'Ujetjinga- ; and in fafterjhonuers^ 
Than April ^hen be rains dmxinjlo^ers. 

Wife. 
Aye, but George, that "painted cloth is worthy to behang'd 
- up for lying ; all women have not tears at will, uulefs they have 
good caufe. 

George. 
Aye, but miflrefs, how eaiily will they find a caufe ? and as 
one of our cheefe- trenchers fays, very learnedly, 
As out of nxiormrooood bees fuck honey ; 
A^fiom poor clients laviyersjirk money ; 
As par/ley from a roajled coney ; 
iSi?, th(f the day he nier fofunnyy 
lf*i}}it(es 'voill harve it rain^ dawn then it drives i 
The calmeft hujbands make iheftorntyeft wives. 

*7 Ifut what fifyi the pcf'mted cloth ?1 , This alludes to the fafhion in the 
old tapellry-hangings, of mottos and moral fentences from the mouths of 
the ligures v/orked or printed in them. See Notes by Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. Sticycns on u4s you like it, ^. 3. S. i. Yrbcrc feveral inftances axe 
given of the ufe of the words. 

ff-ife. 
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Gvprge. 
And pleafe your grace, he's not ilark cnad | but only talks Kke 
a young gentleman, fomcwhat pha tarticaliy ; that's all : there's 
n liioufand about your couit, city, and country, madder ^han he. 

f>uke, 
ProTide a warrant, you fhall have our hand. 

George, 
Here's a warrant ready drawn, my lord, 

" Duke. 
Get pes and ink, gee pen and ink. 

Enter Caftruchio* 

Cafirucbh* 
Where is my lord the duke ? 

Duke. 

How now ? more mad-men 1 

CaflruchtOm 
I have ftrange news, my lord, 

Duke. 
Of what? of whom? 

Cqftrucbh* 
Of Ihfelice, and a marriage. 

Duke. 
Ha ! where ? with whom ? 

Cqftruchto. 
Hipollto* 

George. 
Here, my lord. 

Duke. 
Hence with that woman ! void the room ! 

Fluelb. 
Away ! the duke's vex'd. 

George. 
Whoop ! come, miftrefs, the duke's mad too, [Exeuf^m 

Duke. . 
Who told me that HipoJito was dead? 

Caflruehio. 
He that can make any man dead, the Doi^or. But,, my 
lord, he's as kill of lire as wi1d*fire, and as quick. Hi- 
pclito, the do6tor, and one more, rid hence this evening ; 

^^ Duke.^ The firft edition gives this fpeech to Caftrucbio, 

the 


THE HOI 
the inn at which they li: 
comes from Bergamo, an 
mad, for he means this da; 
the hour, and frier Aofelni' 

From Bergamo ! ia't pol 


I wi!I not fwear, my bn 
But this intelligence I looli 
Wbofe bcaint work in the 

What'a he I 

I 
Matheo. 

Maiheo knows all. 

He's Hipolito'i borom. 

How fax Hands Bciblen 

Six OT fcvco miles. 

Is't even fo ? 

Not married till ihe aftcrni 
Stay, itay, let's wotIc out f< 
How! ihis i( moll Araogt 
But mad-men <erTe to drcf 
All of vou gctprefemly to 
Diff.uife yourlelves tike coi 
Or riding ciiizens, or To; 
. Each man a feveral path, I 
At Bcih 1cm mi I II a fiery, Ibi 
Being fpent beivveea the ai 
As it we caine to lee ihe I 
To horle ! away ! be lecrt 
Love mull be punifh'd, tha 

Be fccret on your lives ! 
Y'are but a fcurvy Ipaniti. 
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Goocl Wy ! zound»y their love fs jufl, Yis good ; 

And ril prevent you, tho' I fwim iu blood. [£;r/V. 

JE»/fr Jr/rr Anfehno, Hijwlito, Matheo, Infelicia. 

HipoUto, 
Nay, nay, refolve good father, or deny. 

Jl/tjebno, 
You prcfs me to an a£l, both full of danger 
And fuli of happinefs ; for 1 behold 
Vour fatber^s frowns, his threats : nay, perhaps deatb^ 
To him that dare do this ; yet, noble lord, 
Such comfortable beams break thro' theie clouds 
By this, bleil marriage, that (your honourM word 
Being pawn'd in my defeuce) 1 will lie fail 
The holy wedding knot. 

Hipollt0 
Tu(h, fear not the duke. 

O fon, wifely to fear, is to be free from fear. 

Htpoiijo, 

You have our words, and you fhall have our lives 
To guard you fafe fronA all enfuing.danger. 

Matheo, 
Aye, aye, chop *em up and a>vay. 

j^ftjelmo. 
Stay, when is't fit forme, fafcH for you. 
To entertain this bufinefs } 

HipoUto, 
Not till the evening. 

Anfl'lmo, 
Be*t fo : there's a chapel flands hard by, 
Upon the weft end of the abbey-wall, 
Thirher convey yourfelves, and when the fun 
Hath turn'd his back upon this upper world. 
Til marry you ; that done, no thundVing voice 
Can break the facred bond ; yet, lady, here you arc moft fafe, 
' Jnfelk'ia^ 

Father, your love's mod: dear. 

Matbco. 
Aye, well faid ; lock us into fome little room by ourfelves, 
that we may be mad for an hour or two. 

Hifoliio. 


PMVHm 


THE HONEST WHORE. 

O, good Mathco, do; let's make no notle. 

Malheo. 
Howl no noife! do you know where you a 
aniongil all the mnd-caps in Milan : fo thfft to ihron 
out at wintiow will be (he beder, antl no man wilf i 
we lurk here '* Co llciil mutton. The moie fober i 
more ftuivy 'tis ; aad tho' the frier tells u*, (hat I 
fateft, i'm not ot his mind ; for, if ihofe lay here t 
theirnioney, none would etcr look after ihem; I 
none but thole that have lot! (heir wits ; fo that if 1 
be made, hither they'll come, and my rcafon b, be 
goei to be married till he be llark-raad. 

Mkdteyouilc1>ei; yonder'g Fluelb. 
Enter Fluello. 
Mallet. 
ZtiundB 1 

FkeBo. 
O, my lord, thele cloaks are not for this rain; 
is too great; I come fwcaiing totcllyou of it, thaij 
out of it. 

Matbia. 
Why, what's the matter ? 

Flmlh. 
What's the maticr ! you have matier'tl it Jairi tl 


•• »/«./ miiml \. e. to Ileal a weneh. Afwwi, in tha 
the times, fignifieif ./ft dtji„r. So, In Tht Virgi, Mtriyr, 
•nd Ockliir, A. 1. S. i : " She '11 do well enough there ; 
" »te more nuogry after muim, than catch-poles alter prifoa 

Marfton'l l)u,,b Cwr/taw, A. ci "I hiveajt/at af 
« fea)her-be<l fut you at all timei."^ '^ ^ 

Green's Frfrr ««.« anJ Fryer S,.«^rry, Sign, Hi; " T 
" hath gotten My mmai to him, a ni:nne, my lord." 

Again, BflUfront fayi in the prelcnt Scene; « Bwil 




■ Is frequently mentioned in Shakfptare and c 
1 of Mr. Theubald, Mr. Steevtos, and Mr. Ml 
w GmJmin of I'mua, A. I. S, I. 
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The duke! 

FkelU. 
The Teiy duke. 

Hipolito. 
Then all our plots are turn'd upoo our heads ; and we are 
blown up with our own underminings. 'Sfoot, how, bow 
comes be ? what viUain durft betray our being here ? 

Fkieilo. 
Caftrucbio; Cadruchio told the duke, and Matheo here told 
Caftruchio. . 

HifHflitO. 

Would you betray me to Caftruchio ? 

Matheo* 
'Sfoot, he damn'd hinifelf to the pit of hell> if he fpdke ou^ 
again. 

HipoVto. 
So did you fwear to me ; fo were you damn'd. 

Matheo, 
Pox on 'em ! and there be no faith in men, if a man fhall 
not believe oaths. ^ He took bread and fait by this light, that 
he would never open his lips. 

H'tpoUfo. 
O god, god ! 

Anfclmo, 
Son, be not defperate, have patience, you fhall trip your 
enemy down by his own llei^hts. How far is the duke hence ? 

Fluello, 
He's but new fet out: Cailruchio, Pioratto, and Sinezi, 
come along with him : you have time enough yet to prevent 
them, if you have but courage. 

Anfelmo, 
You fhall ffeal fecretly into the chapel, 
And prefcntly be married. If the duke 
Abide here ftill, fpire of ten thoufand eyes. 
You fhall 'fcape hence like friers. 

*9 He took bread and Jali] Sec Note 41 to Gammer Gurtons Needitp 
▼ol. IL p. 31. ^ 

Again, in Bamaby Rich's DffcHption of Ireland, 1610, p. 29 : "I will 
^ truft him better, that offereth to fweare hy bread and fa/t, then him thst 
<< offcreth to fweare by the Bible." 

HipoUta» 


■W..".* "JW* ^ ■ '■IW.I^li. 'i "H\ • iiV«» J 
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O bleft difguife ! O happy roan ! 

Talk not of happincfs, till your dosM tianil 
Have her by th' forehead, liJce the lock of time. 
Be not too flow, nor hafty, now you climb 
Up to the towV of blifs ; only be wary 
And pitient, that's all. If you like my plot, 
Build and difpatx:h ; if not, (farewel) then not. 

Hipolito* 
X), yes, we do applaud it ; we*ll difputc 
No longer, but will hence and execute. 
Fluello, youll flay here ; let us be gone. 
The ground that freighted loven tread upon 
la fluck with thorns. 

Attjelmot 
Come, then, away. 'Tis meet. 
To efcape thofe thorns, t© put on winged feet. 

[Exeunt Anfelmo, Hipolito, aud Iii££tiau 
Matheo. 
No words, I pray, Fluello ; for it ilands as upon 

FbteUiK 
Oh, fir, let that be your leflbn. 
Alas, piX)r lovers ! on what hopes and fears 
Men tofs themfelves for women ! when (he's got^ 
The befl has in her that v/hich pleafeth hot. 

£»/^r the Duke, Caftruchio, YiOTZXtQ^iOnd^meziffrmn Jcvartd 

dbors^ muffled. 

Duke* 
Who's there?— 

Cafiruchiom 
My lord ! 

Buke. 
Peace, (end that lord away ; 
A lordihip will fpoil all : let's be all fellows. 
What's he? 

Caflruchia* 
Fluello ; or Sinezi, by his little legs. 

I Omkku 


i 
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Omfiesm 

All friendsy all friends. 

Duie. 
What ! met upon the very point of time. 
Is this the place? 

Piaratta^ 
This is the place, my lord. 

Duke. 
Dream you on lofdihips ! come, no more lords, pray. 
You have not fcen thefe lovers yet ? 

Omnes. 
Not yet. 

Duke. 
Cafiruchio, art thou Aire this wedding feat 
Is not till afternoon ? 

Cqfiruchh. 
So *tis given out, my lord. 

Duke. 
Nay, nay, *tis like ; thieves muft obferve their hours ; 
Lovers watch minutes like allronomers. 
How fliall the interim hours by us be fpent ? 

Fluello. 
Let's all go fee the mad men. 

Omnes. 
Mafs! content. 

Enter Town like ajkveeperm 

Duke. 
Oh, here comes one ; queflion him, qucilion him. 

Fluello. 
How now, Jhoneft fellow ? dofl thou belong to. the houfe ? 

Yes, forfooth, I am one of the implements ; I fweep the 
mad men's rooms, and fetch Araw for 'en^ ; and buy chains to 
tie 'em, and rods to whip 'em. I was a mad wag myfelf here 
once ; but 1 thank father Anfelmo, he lafh'd me into my right 
mind again. 

Duke. 
Anfelmo is the frier muft marry them ; 
Queflion him where he is. 

Caftrmhi0* 
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Cafirtichio, 
And where it father Anrdmo, now ? 

Many, he's gone but e'en now. 

Duke. ' 

Aye, well done : tell me, whirher is he gone i . 

Why, to God a'mightj-. 

FlueOa. 
Ha, ha, thla fellow is a fool, talks idly. 

Piorallo. 
Sirrah, are ail the mad folks in IVfJIan brought biiher? 

How, all i there's a queftion, indeed ! Why, if all the mad 
folks in Milan Ihould come hither, there would not be left tea 
men in the ciiy. 

Dafa.. 

Few gentlemen or courtiers herS, ha I 

Ob yes, abundance, abundance! lands no fbotter fall into 
their hands, bui ftraic they runout o'lheir wiit. Citizens* font 
and heirs are free of the houfe by iheir fathers' copy. Farmers 
fons come hither like geefe, in flocks ; and, when they ha* fold 
all their com-tields, here ihey lie and pick the Araws. 

Methinki you Ihould have women here, ai well as men. 

Oh, aye: a plague on 'em, '*tbere*(tiohowithihem; th^ 
arc madder ihaln march- hares. 

FiuelU. 
Are there no lawyers here amongll you ? 

Tnun. 
Oh no, not one i nerer any lawyer. We dare not let t 
lawyer come in; for be'U make 'em mad fafter than we can 
recover 'em. 

T" thiri'i no b» villi tbim\ i. e. there Sn no bonndi or reftnioti wltk 

«— Votheo'^L 

llllll'l Lnta Stuff', inj: 
•• teanened chai, kt," 

Vol. m. 
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And how long is't ere you recover any of thefe ? 

Town, 

Why, according to the quantity of the moon that*$ got into 
*cm« An alderman's fon will o^ mad a great while, a very 
great while; efpecially if his friends left him w^ell. A whore 
will hardly come to her wits again, A puritan, there's no 
hope of him, unlefs he may pull dowii the ileeplr^ and hang 
himfelf i'the bell-ropes. 

Fluelh. 

I perceive all forts of fifh come to your net. 

Yes, in truth ; we hare ♦' blocks for all heads ; we have 
good ftore of wild oats here. For the courtier is mad at the 
citizen ; the citizen is mad at the countryman ; the (hoc- 
mdker ia mad at the cobler ; the cobler at the carman ; the 
punk is mad, that the merchant's wite is no whore; the 
merchant's wife is mad, that the punk is (b common a whore. 
'— God's-fo, here's father Anfelmo ! Pray fay nothings that I 
tdl tales out of the fch'ool. [^jc/V, 

Omnes, 

God blefs you, father ! 

Entir Anfelmo. 

Thank you, gentlemen. 

Caftruchia, 
Pray may we fee fome pr thofc wretched fouU, 
THat here are in your keeping? 

AnJebnOm 
Yes, you (hall: 
But, gentlemen, I muft difarni you then. , 

There are of madmen, as there are of tame, 
AU humour'd not alike. We have here fome 

7« bhvhfor all beads ;] i. t, hats. Sec Mr. Steevens's Note on ICing 
Lear^ A. X< S- 6. 

Agai% in Lyly's Eapbuts and his Englandy p. 51 :— •' which rarietie 

'' of chaunging being oftentimes noted of a gravis gentleman of Naples^ 

I '^ who having bought a bat of the neiutfh fajhion and be/i blocke in aU 

** iUJlyy.Vid^ wearing it but one daie^ it was told hiin that it was ftale, &c/' 

So 
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So apiJh and fantaflick, play wirli a Teather ; 
And, iho' 'twould grieve a (bul lo fee God's image 
So blemifti'd and defec'd, yet do they aft 
Such antick, and Atch pretty lunacies, 
That, fpite of forrow, they will maka you fmilei 
OiherB, again, we hayc^ ItkcJuingty liona, 
pierce as wild bulls, untanieable as flies ; 
And thefe have oftentimes from ft rangers' fides 
Snatch'd rapiers fuddenly, and done much harnii 
"Whom, if you'll fee, you tnuft be weaponlefs. 

With all our hearts. 

Here, take thefe weapons iii. 
Stand off a little, pray ; fo, fo, Ms well. 
Ill (hew you here a man, that was fometimej 
A very ^ave and wealthy citizen ; 
Has fervcd a 'prenticelhip to this misfortune. 
Been here feveu years, and dwelt in Bergamo. 
Duke, 
How fell he from hia wirs i 

Anfehnt. 
By Infs at fea. _ ■ 

I'll iland afide, queftion him you alotie; 
For, if he fpy mc, he'll not Ipeak a word* 
Unlcfs he's thoroughly vexr, 

[Bifioven tat eld man, •air^. 
FkcUe. 
Ala», poor foul! 

CafiTucbh. 
A very old man. 

God'fpeed, father. 

I. Madman. 
Qod fpeed the plough : thou {halt not fpeed me. 

Pioratlo. 
We fee you, old man, for all you dance in a net. 

, 1 Madman. 
True; but thou wilt dance in a halter, and I Ihall no 
thee. 

Z 2 Ais 
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Anfclmo% . 

O, do not Tcx him, pray. * 

Cqflruchiom 
Arc you a fifherman, father ? 

I MadtTtan^ 
-No, I'm ndther fifh'nor flefli. 

What do you with that net, then ? 

I Madman, 
Do'ft not fee, fool ! there's a frefh falmon in't. If you ftep 
one foot further, you'll be over fhocs ; for you fee I'm over 
head and «ars in the fait water: and if you fail into this 
whirlpool, where I am, y'are drown'd ! y'are a drownM rat !— ' 
I am fiftiing here for five (hips, but I cannot have a good 
draught ; for my net breaks flill, and breaks ; but I'll break 
fome of your necks, and I catch you in my clutches. Stay, 
ftay, ftay, Hay, ftay : where's the wind, Where's the wind, 
Where's the wind, where's the wind f Out, you gulls, you 
goofecaps, you gudgeon-eaters ! Do you look for the wind in 
the heavens ? ha, ha, ha, ha ! no, no ! Look there, look 
there, look there ! the wind is always at that door. Hark, 
how it blows ! poofF, pooff, pooff. 

Omnes^ 
Ha, ha, ha. 

t Madman, 
Do you laugh at God's creatures ? Do you mock old age, 
you rogues ? Is this grey beard and head counterfeit, that 
you cry ha, ha, ha ? — Sirrah, art not thou my eldeft fon } 

Pioratto. 
Yes, indeed, father. ' n 

I Madman. 
Then th'art a fool : for my eldell fon had a '* polt foot, 

7* a polt foot ^ a poh foof £tzm!& to be the fame we now callajplay 
foot. So, in Ben jGnJon's Poetafier, A. 4. S. 7 : 

*< What's become of my little punk Venus, a^nd the poult foot ftinkard 
«' her huiband ? hat'* 

Dedication to Euphues : 

** Vulcan was painted curloufly, yet with a polt footeJ'* 

Ibid, p* 35* 

** Venus was content to take the black-fmith with his powlt footeJ* 

Dckrkar's Villainies dijcovered^ 1620, Sign. C. 
" new bootcs to hide his pot: fQoti,*\ 

.<..,-. CTookcd 
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CTonTiei legs, a verjuice face, and a " pear-eolour'd beards I 
made him a fchotar, and he made himfetfa faoK->-5irrah ! 
thou there, hold out tby hand. , 

My hand ? well, here 'tis. 

I Madaan, 
Look, look, look, look ! has he not loog ^qatlsj jaud ftiort 
bait? 

thdlo. 
Yes, monllrous fhort hair, and abominable long nails* 

I Madman, 
Ten-penny nails, are they not ? 

Yes, "ten-penny nails. 

1 Madman. ■ • ■ 

Such nails had my fecor^d boy. Kneel down, tbou varlet, 
and alk thy father blelling. Such nails bad my middlemoft 
fon, and I made him a promoter ; and he fcrap'd, and I'crap'd, 
and fcrap'd, till he got rhe devil and all ; but he fcrap'd thus, 
and thus, and thus, and it went ander hi« legs; till, at length, 
a company of kites, uking him tor carrion, fwept up al), idf, 
all, all, all, all, all ! — If you Iotc your livci, look ; to yoi^:- 
lel*es ! fee, fee, fee, fee ! ihe.Turk'K galties are fighting wtm 
rnyfliips! bounce goes the guns: oh! cry the men: rpn»- 
ble, ramble go the tvaters. — Alas! there! 'tis funk,— 'lii 
funk ; I am undone, I am undone ! you are the damn'd piratea 
have unjlone me,— you arc, by th' lord ! you are ! flop 'em ; 
you ate ! 

Anfthta. ' 

Why how now, lirrah, muil I fall to tame you f 
1 Madman, 

Tame me ! no : I'll be maddet than a roalled cat : fee, ice ! 
I am burnt with gunpowder ! thefe are our clofe fights ! 
Anfilmo. 

Ill whip you, if you grow unruly thui. 


Whip me ! out, you toad ! whip mc 1 what juilice is this, 

to whip me becaufe I am a beggar ? — Alas 1 I am a poor man) 
a very poor man : lam Ifarved, and have had no meat, by 
this light, ever fintc the great flood ! I am a poor man ! 
V fear-tshnr'd hard :} See Note it i to Tit Sftai^TrjpJy, p. 198. 

Z 3 Af^bno, 
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Anfelmo. 
I "Well, well, be quiet, and you JhJill hare meat. 

• I Madman, 
Aye, aye, pray do ; for, Ipok you, here be my guts : thcfc 
are my ribs ; — you may look thro* my ribs j fee how my 
guts come outT-tbefe are my red guts, my very giits ; oh, oh ! 

' J^nfelmOf 
■ Takfe'himitt &ere. • • • 

Omnc^ 
A Teiy piteojusjight. 

Cqftruchio. '' 
Father, I fee you havea bufy charge. 

Anfelmo,- ' ' ' ' "■ 

They muft be usM like children ; pl^sM with toys^ 
And anon whipt for their unrulinefs, ' ' ' 

ril fhevv you now a pair quite different , , . 

J?rom hith that** gone ; 'he was aU words : and theft, 
XJnlefs you urge 'em, fddom'fpend their fpeecb ; 
But have then tongues. La, you ; thife hithermoH. 
*Fell from the happy qilietnefs of mind, ... 

About a maiden, that he lot'd, who died': 
jfe follow'd ^er to church, f eing full ot tears, 
'Andi ^s her body went into the ground, 
4?efell ftaik-madi That is' a married man, 
"Was jealous of a fair, but (as fome fay) 
A very virtuous wife; and that fpoil'd him. 
«"" • 2 Maihnan. 

' All thefe are whore-mongers, and lay with my wife : whore, 
whore, whore, whore, whore ! 

Fluelio. 
Obferve hinu 

2 Madman. ^ 

• - Gaffer flioe-mafccr, you pull'd on my wifeV pumps, and 
then crept into- her pamofles : lie there, lie there!— 'This was 
her taylor ; you cut out her loofe-bodied gown, and pujt in a 
yard more than I aUow'd her : lie there, by the Ihoe-makers. 
—p, matter doctor, are you here? you gave me a purgation, 
•jind then crept into my wife's chamber, to feel her pulfes ; 
«ttdyou faid, and (he faid, and her maid faid, that they went 
pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat: dodior, 1^1 put you anon into 
my wife's urinal.— Heigh, come alofr, Jack : this was her 

fchooi- 
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fchool-mafter, and taught Iicr to pIa)^upon tb.e '♦ virginals ^-and 
ftill his Jacks leapt up, up ; you p/ick*H ficr out nothing but 
bawdy letfons ; but I'll prick you all! fiddler-— doiSor—taylpr— 
ihoemaker, — ^fhotfifiaker — fiddler •;— ao<5lor' — tayl'br — fo ! -^Uc 
with my wife again, now! ^ • / 

See how he notes the oiter now he feeds, ,^ • 

^ Madman, 
Give me fome porridge. - ;..•// 

■J Madjnan. 
V\\ give thee none. ' ... 

2 Madrnai^. 
Give niC fome porridge. _ • 

3 Madman* , , ^ . .1 
111 not give thee a bit. . , .. ^ - -• - 

,'."., 2 Madman, , , ^ ^ \ 

^IQiVe me that ^5iflap.(lj.agon'. 

' 111 'ftdt^ give "thee a fpoont'ul ! thou lieft, Jt*s ho dragon; 
\i% a parrot, ,iha^ I bought for my fweet-heart, and I'U keep iu 

2 Madman. 
^^Here's an alnond for parrot. , ^ 

3 , Madman* 

•Hang thyfctf.'^' . " . ' 

2 Mad/nan* 

Here's a rope for parrot. 

• • ■ 

74 virginals ;] ** A v'rttgi/ml^ fays Mf. $lteV«t», as I nm' ihfbnftei), is „ 

*< a very fmall kind of fpinnet. Queen Elizabeth's vhgifial-b^k is yet 
'* in being, and- m^ny of the leflbas in it-have provfcd fo diiHcvik^ ai tf: 
** baffle our moft' expert* players on tfte Karplicord." See Kote on th«J 
IVinters Taky A. I. S. 2. Blount,^ in his Glojfograpbiajftj^f this maiical 
Inftrument is called virginals^ becrtoie nnids ai\d virgins do moft com- 
monly play on them. 

75 jfap-dragon,] AJlap^dragoUy fays Dr. Johnfon, Note to the Second 
Part of Henry IV. A. JU S. 4. •* is fomd fmall combuftible body, fired 
<< at one end, and put afloat in a glafs of liquor. It is an a<^ of a toper's 
** dexterity to tofs off the glafs in fuch a manner as to prevent the 
** Jiap-dragon from doing mifchic^." To fwallow aJiap-dragWy or a raw 
egg, were formerly among the cant proverbs among Drunkaids Pbiio* 
c<nbon'fiay 1 63 5, p. 65. 

7* Here*.s an almond for parrot.'^ The Title of a Pamphlet, called, 
*' ^n A/mondfor a Parroty or Oitbbert Curry-knavcs y^imfi,*' fi. L. No dlite 
it here alluded ta 

Z 4 3. Mad' 
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3 Madman* 
Eftt it, for ni eajt this. 

2 Madman* 

V\\ (hoot at thecy an' thou*lr give me none^ 

3 Madman. 
Wo*t thou ? 

2 Madman. 

ni run a tilt at thee, an* thou't^ give me none* 

3 Madman* . 
Wo*t thou ? do, an* thou d.ir'll. 

i Madman. 
Bounce, 

'3 Madman. 
Oh ! I am ilain ! — murder, murder, murder ! I am flain | 
Diy brains are beaten out. 

^n/elme. 
How now, you Tillains ! bring me whip; : 1*11 whip, you* 

3 Mddman. 
I am dead! I am (lain ! ring out the bell, for I am dead. 

' . -^?^^- ' 

• -How will you do now, firrah ? you ha* kill'd him. 

2 Madman. 

ril anfwcr't at feffions. He was eating of almond-butter, 

and J long'd for't : the child had never been delivered out of 

my belly, if I had not kill'd him.. 1*11 aLfwer-t at feilions, fo 

my wite may be burnt i*th* hand too. 

Anfelmo. 

'^ake^em in both; bury him, for he's dead. 

j. 3 Madman. 

- ' Aye, indeed, I am dead \ put me, I pray, into a good pjit- 

'•>ole. 

2 Ma^m^nm 

I'll anfwer't at feffions. \ExeMi^ 

Enter BeUafront mad. 

Anjehtto. 
How now, hufwife, whither gad you ? 

BelU^ont. 
A nutting, forfooth. How do you, gaffer? how do yoUf 
gaffer t there's a French curt'iy for you too. 
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Fhtlk. 
Tit BeUafiOQt. 

Pitratu. 
. 'Tis the jjuak, by th' lord. 

Fiitber, what't flie, I pray ? 

Anfihmo, 
As yet I know nnt; 
She came in but. this day : talks Utile idly. 
And therefore has the t'reednm > i the houle, 
BtUafi-tmi. 
Do not' you kaow me ? nor you? nor you? norjro 

No, indeed. 

Th.eo yoD are an ais,— aud you ueanaA,— Midy« 
afsj fur 1 kauw you. , 

. A>,/fim«. 
Why, what are they ? come, tell me, what are ih^ 

Beliafioal, 
They're Jifh-wives : will you buy aoy gudgeons? 
fanty, yonder come friers I 1 know them too : hov 
Wer? , 

Enlir Hipollto, Mathfo, axil Iiifclice, difguijid in tl 

Jnjelmo. 

Nay, nay, away { you muft not troubk frier* : 
Tbeduke is here, fpe^k nohing, 

Bi'.u^ieta. 

Nay, indeed, you (hall not gu; ''we'll niQ at 1 
^rfi ; and you Ihall be in hell. 

My punk turn'd mad whoie, asallherfellowiaret 

Hifiolite. 
Speak nothing; but Ileal heixe, when you fpytim 

1' GeJ-i-fiiay,'] See a Note on The Ma-slmt af fala 
p. 157. edit 1778. Perhipijhowtwr, d^i-ZuKif 11 ddIv ice 
'G«e,Saatiily,OTGt^iSa:»i. S. 

*" ivi-ll rm ai ituSitui] See Hole 00 Tt* Bird a a ( 
roLVIU. 
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111 lock you up, if y 'are unruly ; fie! 

■Belfdfront, 

Fie ! mam-, fob! they ftiail tfot gd, inddcd, -till I ^S* told 
*cm their iortuncs. ' , . 

Good father, give her leave* 

. BellafronU ' * , 

I pray, good father; «nd Tli givie you itty felefiSd^. 

Anfilmo. 
Well, then, be brief; but, if yoti ^re thus unruly, 
III baVeydu lock'd:uJj^fail. . ' " "^ "■ -^ 

f 'Picratlo, 
Come, to their fortunes. ' •' 

• BeUafrbnu . 
nn w^ei me f?c, •«#, t^o, three, and four. P!I be'^n \v\ih jrhc 
little finger iirft. Here's a fine hand. Indeed! 1 nevei^TaW 
frier have futh a dainty hand : Irere's a hand for a lady ! Caere's 
your pntt?C»ne'? • "•••-« * • . ." 

You love a frier better than a nifn : 
' • Yet long you U hJUfe no frrer, nor no' frier's Ton. 
f-Bcw-a little :• t-hclih* of life h out; yer, rm'afiaid, j' " 
For all you're holy, you'll not die a maid. 


I ■! 


j?*Npw* to y 0Ui,-.trie^ ^ Tucki 


]\iathco. ^ ' ' 

God fend me good luct. 

Bcllafrcnt. 
You love-on^, and Orie'lovts you ; ' • * • 

You are a faUe knave, and Iht's a JeW : 
Here is a dial, that fajfc eVcr'goe's. — 
• ^ . . •• . Mtzihca. .' 

O, your wit *° drops. — 

Bcllqfront. 
Trotij {6 does your nofe ; • . • r 

Nav, let's fhake hands with you too. 
Pray open : here's a fine hand. 

79 iVow toydiii^ frUt\ Tuck.'] Frier Tuck is irtroduc«d into Hcywood's 
Play of Robert of Hunt'ngiony part zc. as the Chorus. 
'**° «w;?] bo the iitft edition. Ail the reft read «v/. 

1 H», 
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Ho, frier, ho; po^ be here,! . ,:, ; ,, * 

So he had need i you'll keep good cheer. ■ . '. ■ 
Here's a free, table, .but a ftoiea bread ; . 
Por you'llftarvc thofe.ihat love you beft : . 
Yet you have good forfuni; ; for, if J ftin,i» Iie?r 
Then you are JW ftiet; not you, noryau^ttQ fiier. 
Ha, ha, ha, hal., . {DifinvmiiM. 

■ ■ , ■ Pfff- 

Are holj'^itJsiy ciwlts, fgr- vitlaiay ? 
Craw all your wea|>o^. ,' ■_ 

Uipciiii. 

Do, draw ail yoiii: wejpofls. . .^ '-,—;,■. — 

Whercareyour weapons? draw..,..,..' I ■ :, ... 

Omntt. 
The &terhaa.guU'({,|L»i>£.'«iD. ', ':■," 

, . . Mitfl*': ':,... . ,. ;..,-■ ,.T 

O rare trid^! .,-... ;.- .•■ - a: < \: \ 

You ha' learnt one niad point of arithmecklu i '" 

Why fwells your fpleen lb high i . aaalnll what boteDK 
Would you yourweajjons4raw? her'el-'iJA TQdT *ku^taei*S& 
Mine ! 'lis your fon's. 


Sob ? 

Son, by yonder fun. 


Malht. 


Eijx^iw 


You cannot (hpd blood here, but 'lii your own I 
To fpill youi own blood, were damnation. 
Lay fmootb tbat wrinkled biuw, and 1 will ihrqw 
Myfelf beneath your reet. 
Let ic be rugged (Idl, and Aimed o'er; 
What can come forth but fparkles, that wilt burn 
YoorfeKand us? (lie's mine; my claim's moft good ( 
She's mine by maniage, tho' {he's your'a by blood, 
JijUmo. 

(K'letUng.) 1 have a ham., dear lord, deep in this sA: 
For 1 torclaw this llorm ; yet willins^ly 
Put forth to meet it. Oit bave I leen a father 
JValhing the wcunds of hi< dear fon ia tears; 
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A fon to curfe the fword, that ftruck his fathtf'r; 
Both flain i'th* quarrel of your families. 
Thofe fears are now ta'en off; and I befeech you 
To feal our pardon. AH \fris to this end ; i . ■ ■ ' 

To turn the abtienif hares of your two houfcs ' ' 
To frefli giten friendftiip^^that your loves- might look 
Xik^ the fprili^'s forehead, comfortably fweet; . < 
And your vext fouls in peaceful Unipn meet. 
Their blood will now be your's,- your's will be theirt ; 
And happinefs Ihall crown your filver hairs. ' 

-FlueJIo. 

You fee, my lord, there's now no rcnfedyj ^- '^ ''" '^ - 

Chines. 

Befeecl^ your lordihip. ' / 

You befeech fair; you have me in place fit* ' 
To bridle me* Rife, frier ;^ you may be glad ^ 
You can make mad men tame, and tame men niad; 
Since fate4iath conquer -d, I mvift reft content'; 
To ftrive now would but add new punilhmeut : 
I yielil oirrtd your happinefs. Be bleft ;' 
0\ivhxiii^ Ih^ henceforth breathe in reft. 

Omnes. ' ' 
O happy change! 

Dike. 
Your*s now is my content ; 
I throw upon your joys my full confentj' 

BeUafionu 
Am not I a good girl, for finding the frier in the well? 
God's-fo, you are a brave man ! will not you buy me fomc 
fugar-plumbsy becaufe I am fo good a fortune-teller ? 

Puke. 
Would thou had*ft wit, thou pretty foul, to afk. 
As I have will to give. 

Bellafront. 
Pretty foul ! a pretty foul is better than a pretty body. Do 
not you know my pretty foul ? I know you ; is not your name 
Matheo? 

Matbeo. 
Yes, lamb. 

7 BeUificKf. 
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... B^if^ni. 
Baa 1 lamb, there you.lic ; for 8° I am muttoiu Look* fine 
man ! he was mad for me once; and I was mad for him once * 
and he was mad fof her once: and were you never mad ? yes, 
1 warrant: I had a fine jewel once, a very, fine jewel ! and 
that naughty man flole it away from me: a very fine jewel ! 

Duke. 
What jewel, pretty maid ? 

, BeUafrenU 
IMaid! nay, that's a lye. O, 'twas a very rich jewel, calPd a 
maidenhead : and had not you it, leerer ? 

Matheo, . 
Out, you mad afs, away. 

Had he thy maidenhead ? he fiiall make thee amendS| and 
marry thee. 

BellafronU 
Shall he ? •* O brave Anhur of Bradly then ! 

Duke. 
And, if he bear the mind of a gentleman^ 
I know he will. 

Matheo. 
I think I rifled her of fome fuch paultry Jewel. 

Duke. - 
Did you ? then marry her ; you fee the wrong 
Has led her fpirits into a lunacy. 

Matbeo. 
How,' marry her, my lord ? 'sfoot, marry a mad womaii ! let 
a man get the tameft wife he can come by, Ihe'U be mad enough 
afterwards, do what he can. 

Duh. 
Nay» then, father Anfelmo here fhall do his beft, 
To bring her to her wits. And will you, then ? 

Matheo. 
I cannot tell : I may chufe. 

>■ Duke. 
Nay, then law (hall compel : I tell you, fir, 

,*^ lam mutton.'] See Note 68. p. 349. 

«' bravt Arthur of Bradly} An allufion to the old Ballad of that 
same. 

So 
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So much her hard fate moves me^ you fhould not breathy 
Uflder this airy unlefs you married 4ier. ' 

Wdl, then, when her wits fteml in their right phice, lit 
marry her. . 

I thank your grace. Matheo, thou art mine. 
I am not mad ; but put on this difguiie 
Only for you, my lord ; for you can tell 
Much wonder ot roe : but you are gone !— farewel !— 
Matheo, thou did'il firil: turn my foul black ; 
Now make it white again. I do proteil, 
I'm pure as fire now, chaite as Cynthia's breaft. 

I dfirft be fwom, Matheo, (he's indeed. 

Matheo. 

Coney-catcht ! gull'd ! muft I fail in your fly-boat, 
Becaufe I help'd to rear your main-maft firft ? s 

Plague found you for't ! 'tis well — 
The cuckold's (lamp goes current in all nations : 
Some men have horns 'given tEem at their creations. 
If I be one of thofe — why, fo ! it's better 
To take a common wench, and make her good. 
That one that fimpers, and, at firft, will fcarce 
Be tempted fonh over the threfhold door ; 
Yet, in one fe'nnight, zounds, turns arrant whore. 
Come, i^ench, thou ihalt be mine; '* give me thy golls^ 
Well talk of legs hereafter. See, my lord 1 
God g^ve OS joy I 

Omnesm 

God give you joy ! 

Enter Candido's Wife and George. 

George, 
Come, midrefs, we are in Bedlam now; mas^andfee, we 
come in pudding-time ; for here's the duke. 

Wife. 
My hufband, good my lord !-— 

** — give me thy golls,'} Sec Note to The Mayor of ^inhoraug'k^ 
voL XL p. 163. 

Duke* 
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Have I thy huibancl t 

Cajinkhit. . 

It's Candido, ny l^nt ; be'e here amaitg; the Uniaticld. Ft- 
ther Anfelmo, pray ftich him forth. [£jtt Anfclmo.] Thii 
mad ivoman is his wife; aod,tho'flie were not ifitb child, yta 
did ilie long, moil fpiiefully, to have her huilband mad; mA, 
becaufe <he would \x fure he fliould turn Jew, iheploceti him 
here in Beihlcni.— YoDder he cornea ! 

Enitr Candido iviih Anfelmo, 
Duh. 
Come hither, fignior. — Are you mad ? 

You are not mad. 

Why, I know that. 

Candida. 

Then you may know I am not mad, that knwr 
You are not mad, and that you are the duke. 
None is mad here, bui one. — Howdo jou, wife? 
What do you long for, now ?— pardon, my lord ; 
She had loft her child's nofe elle. I did cut out 
Fenny wuith's of lawn ; the; kwa was yet mine own : 
A carpet was my gown ; yet 'twas mine own ! 
I wore my man a coat ; yet the cioih mine owu; 
Had aciack'd crown, thecrowa wasyei mineoiwn; 
She fays for this I'm mad ; were her words true, 
Ilhouldme mad, indeed.— O, loolilh ikill. 
Is patience madnefs I I'll be a mnd-man Hill, 

unfi. 

Forgive me, and 111 vex your fpirlt no more 

Dukf. 
Come, come, we'll have you- friends. Join hearts, jVii 
hunds. 

Ca>i£do, 
See, my lord, we are even. 
Nay, rife; for ill deeds kneel unto none but heaven. 
Duke. 
Signior, methinks patience has laid on you 
Such heavy weight, that you fliculd loath ii. 
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Loath it !— 

Duke. 

For he, whole breaft is tender, blood lb cool. 
That no wrongs heat it, is a patient fool : 
What comfort do you find in being fo calm ? 

That which green wounds recdvc from fovereigh balm ; 

Paflfencc, my lord I why, *tis the foul of peace : 

Of all the virtues, 'tis neareft kin to heaven ; 

It makes men look like Gods.— The baft of men 

That e'er wore earth about him, was a fufierer ; 

A foft, meek, patient, humble, tran<]uil fpirit. 

The firft true gentleman, that ever breath d ; 

The ftock of patience, then, cannot be poor; 

AH it defires it has ; what monarch more ? 

It is the greateft enemy to law 

That can be ; for it doth embrace all wrongs. 

And fo chains up lawyers' and woroens' tongues. 

'TIS the perpetual prifoner's liberty. 

His walks aDd orchards : 'tis the bond-flave's freedom ; 

And makes him feem proud of each iron chain, 

As tho* he wore it more* for (late than pain : 

It is the beggar's mufick ; and thu^ fings, 

Although their bodies beg, their fouls are kings. 

O, my dread liege ! it is the fap of blifs, 
I Rears us aloft ; makes men and angels kifs : 

J And lad of all, to end a houihold ftrife. 

It is the honey, 'gainft a wafpifh wife. 

Duke. 
Thou giv'ft it lively colours : who dare fay 

He's mad, whofe words march in fo good array ? 

Twere fin all women (liould fuch hufbands have ; 

For every man muft then be his wife's flave : 

Come, therefore, you (hall teach our court to (hinc : 

So calm a fpirit is worth a golden mine. 

Wives, with meek hufbands, that to vex them long, 

In Bedlam mull they dwell .* elfe dwell they wrong. [Exetmu 
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ACTUS PRIMUS. SCiENA PRIMA. 

Enter at one door Beraldo, Carolo, Fontinell, Aftolfo, vnth 
Serving^men^ or Pages attending on them ; at another door enter 
JLodovicOi meeting tbem» 

Lodovico^ 

Good day. Gallants. 

Omnes* 
Good roonoWf fweet Lodovico. 

JLodovico* 
How doeft thoU| Carolo ? 

^ Carolo* 

Faith, as phyficians do in a plague, fee the worid fick, «ad 
am well myfel/. 

Foniinell. 
Here's a fwect momiDg, gentlemen. 

Lodovico* 
Oh, a morning to tempt Jove from hb Ningle Gammed, 
which is hut to give dairy wenches green gowns «s they are 
going a milking } what, is thy lord ftirring yet ? 

jpifo. 
Yes, he will not he ]k>r8M this hour« fure. 

Beraldo. 
My lady fwears he (hall, for ihe longs to he at Court. 

> Langbaine fays, ^ the PalTage between the patient Man and his 
** Impatient Wife's going to fight for the bireeches, with the happy event, 
<* is c:(preil by Sir John Harrington in vcrfe. Sea hit Kpigramt at th« 
«< tnU of Orlsmh Furiofif Book i. £pig. id.-" 

A a 3 Car^n 
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Car^b. 
Oh| we (hall ride Twitch and (pur ; would we were there once ! 

Enter Bryan the Footmatu 

Lodowcom 
How noW| is thy lord ready ? 

Bryan. 
No fo crees fa me, my lady virill have Ibme little ting in her 
pelly firft. 

Carohm 
Oh, then they'le to break taih 

Ltodonneo, 
Footman, docs my lord ride i'th' coach with my lady, or on 
horfcback ? 

Bryan. 
No foot la, my lady will have me lord (heet wid her, my 
lord will (heet in de one fide, and my lady (heet in de toder 
fide. iExiu 

Lodovico, 
My lady (heet in de toder fide ! did you ever here a rafcal 
talk fo like a Pagan ? Ts't not (Irange that a fellow of his ilar, 
(hould be feen here fo long in Italy, yet fpeak fo from a Chridan ? 

Enter Antonio Georgio, a poor Scholar. 

Jftolfo. 
An Irifhman in Italy ! that fo flrange ! why, the nation have 
running heads* \^Exchan^e'iuoa&. 

Lodovlco. 
Nay, Carolo, this is more flrange, I have been in France, 
there*8 few of them: marry, England they count a warm 
chimney-cofrner, and there they (warm like crickets to the 
crevice of a brew-houfe ; but, fir, in England I have noted 
one thing. 

Omnes* 
What's that, what's that of England? 

Lodovico, 
Marry this, fir ;— what's he yonder ? 

Beraldo, ^^ -. 

A poor fellow would fpeak with my lord. 

I Lodovico* 
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JLodovico. 
In England, fir, troth I ever laueH when I ihink on't : . to 
fee a whole nation fhould be mark? i'th' forehead, as a: matf 
may fay, with one iron : why, fir, there all .^c<^er*ipoi^era 
are Iriflimen. 

^ Caroh. . ' , I 

Oh, that's to (hew their antiquity, as comins; from Eve, who 
was an apple-wife, and they take after the mottier* 

Omnes^ ^' . -'-^ 

Good, good, ha, ha. . '- -\ 

Lodan^ico. 
Why, then, (hould all your chimney-fweeperi likewile-'be 
Irifhmen ? anfwer that now^ come ; your wit. 

Caroio, .. . ; . J . i 

' Faith, that's fobn anfwercd ; forSt^ Patrick ' you know keeps 
purgator}', he makes the fire, and his countrymen, cottld^do 
nothing, if they cannot fweep the chimuies. 

. Omnes. . . r > 

Good again. 

Lodovico, 
Then, fir, have you many of them (like this fellow) ^(pe- 
cially thofe of his hair, footmen to noblemen and others, ^nd 
the knaves are very faithful where they love ; by my faith very 
proper men many of them, and as adtive as the xdouds, whirr, 
hah. 

Omnes, j • »/ 

Are they fo ? 

Lodovico. i 'V 

And flout ! exceeding flout ; why, I warrant, this precious 
wild villain, if he were put to't, would fight more defperately 
then fixteen Dunkerks* _.<.. 

- jfflolfi. 
The women they iay are very fair. 

Lodovico* 
^ No, no, our country bona robaes; oh ! are the fugreft dcli^ 
cious rogues ! • • ^ ^ 

jfftolfo. 
Oh, look, he has a feeling of them. 

^ cojier-mongers] Sellers of apples. 

3 St. Patrick's furgatoryl Set Note to Tbi Four P's, vol. I. 

A a ^ LodonflcB, 
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Not I, I pvoceft^ tlicre*8 » fiiyipg Hrbcn they commni ii«^ 
tkmf : it goes, the Irifhmao for hit haod. Welflnnaa fi>r a leg, 
dhr EogUflunao foe a iace, the Dutobmaa 6xc beard. 

FoHtinelL 
I faith, they may make fwabhenB of them. 

The Spaniard, let me iee, for a little foot (I take k) ; the 
Frenchman, what a pox hath he ? and fo of the reft. 
Are they at breakfall yet ? come walk. 

. Tiui» hoifmeOy it a notable-toogued feUow. 

Foutiaeil* 
Pilcourfes welL 

BeralJo. 
And a very honcA gentleman. 

Oh i he's well valued by my lord. 

Enter Bellafront with a Petition^ 

FoniinelL 
How now, how now, whai's fhe? 

£craIdo» 
Let's make towards her. 
< Bellafront. 

Will it be long, fir, ere my lord come forth ? 
-i JJoJfi. 

Would you ^ak with my lord ? 

Lodovico, 
flow now, what's this, a nurfe's bill ? hath any here got 
thee with child, and now will not keep it ? 

Bellafront, 
No, fir, my bufinefs is unto my lord. 

' He^s about his own wife now, he'll hardly difpatch two 

i caufes in a morning. 

Afi-olfro, 

)i No matter what he fays, fair lady, he's a knight, there's no 

I h hold to be taken at his words. 

I*. FantineU. 

\i 
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My lord will pafs this way pre&ntfy. 

A pretty piuflip R^^. 

Jflolfil 
A good luAy bouncing baggage. 

Beralda* 
Do you know her ? 

A pox on her, I was fure her name was in my table-bodk ^ 
once, I know not of what cut her die i« now, but ihe has been 
more common than tobacco : this is ihe that had the naibe of 
the Hooeft Whore. 

Is this flie I. 

This is the Blackamore that by wafhing was turned white r 
this is the birding-piece new fcoared : this is (he that (if any of 
her religion can be fayed) was faved by my Lord Hlpofito* 

4ftolfo. . 

She has been a goodly creature* 

She has been I that's the Epitaph of all whores. Tm wdla6« 
quainted with the poor gentleman her hufband ; lord 2 what 
fortunes that man has over-reached ! She knows not me, yet I 
have been in hei* company : I fcarceknow her, for the beauty of 
her cheek hath (like the moon) fufiered ftrange edipfes fince I be- 
held it : but women are like medlars (no fooner ripe but rotten)* 
A woman lail was made, but is fpent fird. 
Yet man is oft proved, in performance worfl* 

Omnes. 

My lord is come. 

Enter Hipolito, Infxlice, anJ tvjo waiting wemetu 

Hipolito, 

We have wailed half this morning : morrow, Lodovico. 

Lodovico^ 
Morrow, madam. 

Hifolitiy^ 
Let's away to horfe. 

4 taUc'iooi] See Mr. Steevcns's Not«oa Mttcb ado about Notbtn^f A.i. S.i, 

Omtui^ 
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Omus. 
Aye, ftye, to horie* to horfe. 

BnuffToni* 
I do befeech your lordihip, let your eye read o'er thU wretched 
paper. 

/ HipoUto. 

Vm in hafte ; pmy thee, good woman, take fome apter time* 

lifaUce. 
Good woman, do. 

Ob las ! it does concern a poor man's life. 

Hipelito* 

Life ! fweet heart ? Seat yourfelf. Til but read this and come. 

What (dockings have you put on this morning, madam ? if 
they be not yellow ', change them ; that papqr is a letter from 
fome wench to your hulband. 

Oh I fir, that cannot make me jealous. \RxeuiU* 

Hipolito. 
Your bufinefs, fir, to me ? 

Yes, my good lord. 

HipoUto. 

Prefently, fir ; are you Matheo's wife ? 

BeliqfironU 
That moil: unfortimate woman. 

Hipolito, 
Fm forry thefe florms are fallen on him ; I love Matheo» 
And any good (hall do him ; he and I 
Have feal^ two bonds of triendftiip, which are flrong 
In me, how-evcr Fortune does him wrong j 
He (peaks here he's condemned. L't fo ? 

BeliafronU 

Too true. 

Hipolifo* 
What was he whom he killed ? oh, his name's here ; old 
Jacomo, fonto the Florentine Jacomo, a.dog, that to meet pro- 
fit would to the very eyelids wade in blood ot his own children. 
Tell Matheo, the Duke my father hardly (hall dei^* bis figfted 

S ifth^btma^JIow] See Note to Ths ^its, A. 4. voL VIII. 

pardoii^ 
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You have forgot me. 

No, m}r brd. 

Your turner, 
That nia»te you fmoot' 
You know I loved yoi 
Was full of difcord : 


S'fiwt, my lord, jr( 
wench yctf When yi 
come, come, come, ps 

Ride foftly on befc 
Your lady fHcanfli 
Pr'ythee, good Ix»i 
My lord, pray hafti 

I come; to-morrow 

me to Matheo : ptay ( 
about the Court i 

I think he doea, bui 
Slick Oft my check, ih 

Orlando Frifcobaldi 
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Yet, my lord. 

What does he for you ? < 

All be fiiould : when children 
From duty ftart, parents from love may fwenre ; 
He nothing does ; for nothing I deferve* 

Hipolito. 
ShshD I join biro unto you, and reftore j iu to wonted grace ? 

BfUafroni. 
It u impoffible* Exit BeOafront. 

It ihall be put to trial : fare you well : 
The face I would not look on ! fure then 'twas rai«, 
When in defpight of grief, 'tis flill thus fair. 
M^Wf fir, your bufinefs with me* 

I am bold to exprefs my lore and duty to youd ordihip m 
fbefc kw leaves. 

Hipolito, 

' A hook! 

jtBtonioi 
Tesy my good lord. 

Hi/olii0* 
Are you a fcbolar ? 

Ycsy my lord, a p.'or one. 

Hrjwiiic. 
Sir, you honour me. 
Kings may be fcholars' patrons ; but faith te!l me, 
Tc how many bands betides hath this bird fiown. 
How many partners (hare with me ? 

Antottio, 
Not one in troth, not one : your name I held more dear* 
I'm not (my lord) of that low character. 

Hifolif^. 

Your name, I pray r 

Antonio* 
Antonio Gcorgio* 

HrfoUio. 
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Hipotito. 

OfMillan? 

Antonh* 
Yesy my lord* 

HtpoUto^ 
ni borrow leave 
To read you o'er, and then we'll talk : tlU tlieti 
Drink up this gold, good wits ihould love good winey 
This of your loves, the earneft that of mine. 
How aow, &« where*s your lady, not gone yet ? 

Enttr Bryan. 

I fart di lady is run away from dee, a mighty deal of grouiMlk 
ihe fent me back for dine own fweet face, I pray dee comei mj 
lord) away, wut tow go now ? 

HipoUtOm 

Is the coach gone ? 
Saddle my horie, the foreL 

A pox a de horfe's nofe, he is a loufy rafcally fellow, wheA 
I came to gird his Belly, his (curvy guts rumbled, dt horfe 
farted in my face, and dow knoweft an Iriihman cannot abid^ 
a fart; but I have faddled de hobby-horfe, di fine hobby' is 
ready, I pray dee, my good fweet lord, wit tow go now, aod 
I will run to de devil before dee ? 

Hipolito* > 

Well, fir, I pray lets fee you mailer fcholar* 

Bryan* 

Come I pray dee, wut come fweet face ? Go. \Exinni% 

Enter Lodovico, Carc^o, Afiolfo, Beraldo. 

Ijpdovico* 
Godfo, gentlemen, what do we forget ? 

Omms^ 
What? 

Are not we all enjoined as this day, Thuriday Is't not \ Aye, 
as that day to be at the linen-draper's boufe at dinner ? 
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Carolo, 
Sigoior Candldo, the patient man. 

Afore Jove, true, upon this day he's married. * 

Beraldff, 

I wonder, that being Co (lung with a wafp before, he dares 
venture again tocoiiie about the eaves amongft bees. 

LoJavico, 

Oh 'tis rare fucking a fweet honey comb ; pray heaven hit 
old wife be buried deep enough, that (he rife not up to call for 
her dance, the poor fiddlers indruments would crack for ir, 
(he'd tickle them : at any hand lets try what mettle is in his 
new bride, if there be none, we*il put in fome ; troth it's a 
very noble citizen, I pity he (hould marry again j I'll walk* 
along, for it is a good old fellow. 

Caroh, 

I warrant, the wives of Millan would give any felloe twenty 
thoufand duckets, that could but have the face to beg of the 
Duke, that all the citizens in Millan might be bound to the 
peace of patience, as the linen-draper is. 

Lodovico, 

Oh fie upon*t, 'twould undo all us that are courtiers, we 
ihould have no hoe * with the wenches then. 

Enter HipoIIto. 

Oiams 
My lord's come. 

HifoUto, 
How now, what news ? 

Omnes* 
None. 

Lodonjico, 
Your lady is with the duke her father. 

Hipol'ito. 
And we'll to them both prefently,^ who's that ? 

Rntcr Orlando Frifcobaldo. 

Omnes* 
Signior Frifcbbaldo. 

6 hoe\ Sec Note 70 to the Eirft Part of this Play, p. 353.4 
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Hipoloto. 
Frifcobaldo, oh! pray call him, and kave me; we two have 
bufinefs. 

Carolo. 
Ho Signior ! Signior Frifcobaldo. 
The lata Hipolito. [Exeunt^ 

Orhmdom 
My noble lord: my lord Hipolito! the duke*s ion! his 
l)rave daughter's brave hulband ! how docs your honor'd lord- 
ihip! does your nobility remember fo poor a gentleman as 
Signior Orlando Frifcobaldo ! old mad Orlando ! 

Hipolito, 
Oh, fir, our friends ! they ought to be unto us as our jewels^ 
as dearly valued, being locked up, and unfeen, as when we 
wear them in our hands. I fee, Frifcobaldo, age hath not 
command of your blood, for all time's fickle has gone overyouy 
you are Orlando ftill. 

Orlando* 
Why, my lord, are not the fields mown and cut down, and 
ilript bare, and yet wear they not pied coats again ? tho' my 
head be like a leek, white, may not my heart be like the 
blade, green ? 

HipoUto* 
Scarce can I read the fiories on your brow. 
Which age hath writ there, you look youthful fliU. 

Orlando. 
I eat fnakes, my lord, I eat fnakes. 
My. heart (hall'never have a wrinkle in it, (b long as I can cry 
Hem with a clear voice. 

Hipolito. 
You are the happier man, fir. 

Orlando. 
Happy man ! I'll give you (my lord) the true pi^ure of a 
happy man; I was turning leaves, over this morning, and 
found it; an excellent Italian painter drew it, if I have it in 
. the right colours, I'll bellow it on your lordihip. 

HipoUto. 
I fiay for it. 

Orlando. 
He that makes gold his wiie,^but no,t his whore. 
He that at noon-day walks by a prifon door, 

He 
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He that 'ith' fun is neither beam nor moat^ 

He that's not nud after a petticoar. 

He for whom poor mens* curfes dig no grave, 1 

He that is neither lord's nor lawyer's ilave. 

He thatmakes This his fea, and Thar his ih^e. 

He that in's coffin is richer than before* 

He that counts youth his fvvord, and age his fktff. 

Hi whole right-hand carves his own Epitaph, 

He*diat upon his death-bed is a fwan, 

Aai dead, no Grow, he is a happy man. 

It*s very well, I thank you for this piiSture. 

After this pi^hire (my lord) do I ftriTe to have my filed drawn f 
For I am not covetous, 
Am not in-debt. 
Sit neither at the duke's fide, 
Nor lie at his feet* 

Wenching and I have done, no man I wrong. 
No man I fear, no n»an I fee ; 

I take heed hpw far I walk^ becaufe I know yonders my li^niie* 
I would not die like a rich man, to carry nothing away fare a* 

windins (heet : 
But Uke a good man, to leave Orlando behind me. 
I fowed leaves in my youth, and I reap now book« in rifiy age* 
I fill this hand, and empty this, and when the bell (hall toll for 
nne, if I prove a fwan, and go finging to my neft, wh)r (o» 
)f a crow ! throw me out tor carrion^ and pick out mine eyesi. . 
May not old Frifcobaldo (my lord) be merry now ! ha ? 

Tou may ; would I were partner in your inirth ! 

Oriafuh* 

I hzvt a little^ have all things ; 
I have nothing ; I have no wife, I have no child, have n<5 chick, 
and why ihoutd not I be in my jocundare ? 

Is your wife then departed ? 

Orlando^ 
Shc*8 an old dweller in thofe high Countries, yet not from me; 
Herq, ihe^ here : but before me, when a knave and^ quean 

arc- 
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arc married, tbey commonly walk like Serjeants together : but 
a good couple are ieldom parted* 

HipoUio, 
You had a daughter too> fir, had you not? 
' Orlando. / 

^ Oh, my. lord ! this old tree had one branch (and but one 
branch growing out of it) : it was young, ic was fair, it was 
flraight ; I prun'd it daily, dreft it carefully, kept it from the 
wind, help'd it to the fun ; yet for all my (kill in plantings it 
grew d)-ooked, it bore crabs ; I hewed it down, what's become 
of it, I neither know, nor care, ,^ 

HipoUto. ^ '^^ 

Then can I tell you what's become of it; 
That branch is wither'd* 

Orlando. 
So 'twas long ago. < 

HipoUto. 
Her nanle I think was Bellafront ; j(he*s dead* 

Orlando* 
Ha? dead? 

HipoUto. 
Yes, what of her was left, not worth the keeping. 
Even in my fight was thrown into a grave* 

Orlando. 
Dead ! my laft and beft peace go with her ! I fee Death's a 
good trencherman, he can eat coarie homely meat, as well as 
the daintieft* 

HipoUto. 
Why, Frifcobaldo, was fhe homely ? 

Orlando. 
O, my ]or<i I , a flrumpet is one of the Devil's vines ; all the 
(ins like fo many poles are fluck upright out of hell, to be her 
props, that (he may fpread upon them. And when (he's ripe, 
every Have has a pull at her, then muft (he be preft. The 
young beautiful grape fets the teeth of lull on edge ; yet to 
tafte that lickrilh wine, is to drink a man's own damnation* 
Is (he dead ? 

HipoUto. 
She's turned to earth. 

Vol. III. B b Orlando. 
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Orlando. 

WoM Ihc were turn d to heaven ; umh, is (he dead ! I am 
glad the world has lofl one of his idols ; no whoremonger will 
at midnight beat ^t the doors ; in her grave lleep all my (hame, 
and her own ; and all my forrows, and all her fins. 

HipoHto, 

I'm glad you arc wax, not marble; you are made 
Of man's beft temper, there are now good hopes 
That all thefe heaps of ice about your heart, 
3jf which a father's love was frozen up, 
Are thawed in thefe fweet (howers fetch t from your eyes x 
We are ne'er like angels till oui» paflion dies ; 
She is not dead, but lives under worfe fate, 
I think (he's poor; and, more to clip her wings, 
Her hufband at this hour lies in the jail, 
For killiog of a man ; to fave his blood. 
Join all your force with mine : mine fliall be fhowJi, 
The getting of his life preferves your own. 

Orlando. 

In my daughter.you will fay I does (he live thien? 
I am forry I waded tears upon a harlot ! but the beft is, I 
have a handketcher to drink them up, foap can wa(h them 
all out again. Is (he poor ? * 

Hipollto* 

Truft me, I think (he is. 

Orlando. 

Then (he's a right ftrumpet ; I never knew any of their trade 
rich two years together; fieves can hold no water, nor harlots, 
hoard up money ; they have many vents, too many fluices to 
, let it out ; taverns, taylors, bawds, panders, fidlers, fwag- 
gerers, fools, and knaves, do all wait upon a common harlot's 
trencher : (he is the gallypot to which thefe drones fly : not for 
love to the pot, but for the fweet fucket within it, her money, 
her money. 

HifolitO. 

I almoft dare pawn my word, her bofom gives warmth to no 
fuch fnakcs ; when did you fee her ? 

Orlando. 
Not feventeen fummers. 

Hipoiito. 
Is your hate fo old ? 

Orlando. 
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Orlando. 
Older ; it has a white head, 
Arid (hall never die till (he be buried. 
Her wrongs (hall be my bed-fellow. 

Hipolito* 
Work yet his life, fince in it lives her fame. 

Orlando, 
No, let him hang, and half her infamy departs out of the 
world ; I hate him for her ; he taught her firft to tafte poifon ; 
I hate her for herfelf, becauFe (he refufed my phyfick. ♦ 

Hipolito. • 
Nay, but Frifcobaldo. 

Orlando, 
I detefi her, I defy both, (he's not mine, (he*s— — • 

Hlpolito, 
Hear her but fpeak. 

Orlando. 
I love no mermaids, I'll not be caught with a quail-pipe. 

Hlpolito. 
Y'are now beyond all reafou. 

Orlando, 
I am then a beaft. Sir, I had rather be a beaft, and not dif- 
honour my creation, than be a doting father, and, like time^ 
be the deftrudlion of mine own brood. 

Hipolito, 

Is't dotage to relieve your child, being poor? 

Orlando, 
Is't fit for an old man to keep a tvhore ? 

Hipolito. 
*Tis charity too. 

Orlandoi 
'Tis foolery ; relieve her ! 
Were her cold limbs ftretcht out upon a bier, 
I would not fell this dirt imder my nails. 
To buy her an hour's breath, nor give this hair, 
Unlefs it were to choke her. * ^ 

Hipolito, 
Fare you well, for I'll trouble you no more. \ExiU 

Orlando, 
And fare you well, fir, go thy ways, we have few lordaof thy 
making, that love wenches for their honefty ; 'las, my girl ! 

B b 2 ;iLrc 
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art thou poor ? poverty dwells next door to defpair, there's but 
a wall between them ; defpair is one of hel^s catch- poles ; and 
left that Devil arreft her» 1*11 to her, yet (he ihall not knov 
me; (he (hall drink of my wealth, as beggars do of running 
water, freely, yet never know from what fountain's head it 
flows. Shall a jQUy bird pick her own breaft to nouri(h her 
young ones, and can a father (ee his child ftarve ? That were 
hard ; the pelican ' does it, and (ball not I ? Yes, I will victual 
the camp tor her, but it (hall be by fome ftratagem ; that kuave 
there hei* hu(band will be hanged I fear, I'll keep his neck out 
of the nooze if I can, he (hall not know how. 

Enter tvjB Serving-men, 

> _ Orlando* 

How now, knaves, whither wander you ? 

I Serving-man* 
To fcek your worship. 

OrlanJo* 
Stay, which of you has my purfe ? what money have you 
about you f 

s Serving'manm 
Some fifteen or fixteen pounds, fir. 

Orlandff, 
Give it n)e, I think I. have fome gold about me; yes, it's 
well ; leave my lodging at Court, and get you home. Come, 
fir, tho' I never turned any man out of doors, yet 1*11 be io bold 
as to pull your coat over your cars. 

I Serving-man* 
What do you mean to do, fir ? 

Orlando, 
Hold thy tongue, knave, take thou my cloak ; I hope I play 
not the paltry merchant in this bartering; bid the fteward of 
my houfe (leep with open eyes in my abience, and to look to 
all things ; whatfoever I command by letters to be done by you, 
fee it done. So, does it fit well ? 

7 the pelican does //,] The young. pelican Is fabled to fuck the mother*! 
blood. For that reafon, King Lear calls his daughters ^r/;Va» daughters. 

Again, Shirley's Love in a Afazfj 1632 : 

'* The pelican loves not bar young fo well, 

" That digs upon her bread: a hundred fprings." 

8ec Shakfpearey vol. IX. p. 465. edit, 1778. 
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As if \t were made for your worfiiip. 

Orlando, 
You proud varlets, you neod not be aihamed to wear hlue% 
when your mader is one of your fellows ; away, do not fee me. 

Both. 
This is excellent. [ExeunU 

Orlando. 
I (hould put on a worfe fuit too ; perhaps I wilL 
My vizard is on ; now to this maik. Say I (Itould (have off 
this honour of an eld man, or tie it up (horter ; well, I will 
fpoil a good face for once. My beard being off, how fhould 
I look ? even like 

A winter cuckoo, or unfeather'd owl; 
Yet better lofe this hair, then lofe her fouU [Exit. 

Enter Candido, Lodovico, and Carolo. Aftolfo, other Guefts^ 

and Bride ivith Prentices, 
Candidom 

O gentlemen, fo late, y'are very welcome, pray fit down. 

J^odovico, 
Carolo, did'ft ere fee fuch a neft of caps ? 

Jftolfo. 
Me thinks 
It*s a moll civil and moft comely fight. 

Lod(VUU'0» 

What does he i^h' middle look like ? 

Jfto^o. 
Troth like ^ fpire-ftceplc in a country village over-peering 
fo many thatch't houfes. 

^ to wear blue\ The habit of fenrants at the time. 

Dekkac's Bellman tfLondmy Sig^n. H : <' But the gueft being departed ^ 
'' from his Inne to the towiie, or into the faire, backe comes this counter- 
** feit blew coate, running in all hail for his maifler's cloke bag, or por* 
*' manteau,, &c." / 

' Dekkar's Bei'tiian's Nigbt'waihs, Sign. E 3 : " — the other aft their 
*' parts iti bletu coatesy as they were their ferving-mcn, though indeed they 
" be all fellbwes." 

The Curtain Drawer of tbe fFor/d, 161 2, p. 2. " Not a ferving-man 
" dare appeare in a blew coat, not becaufe it is the livery of charity, but 
**>ltSt he flihould be thought a retainer to their enemy." 

B b 3 Lodovic9^ 
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It's rather a long pike-ftatf againfl ici many ' bucklers wicb«- 
out pikes ; they tit for all the world like a pair of organs, and 
he's the tall great roaring pipe i'th' midft. 

Aftolfo. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha* 

Candido. 
What's that you laugh at, figniors ? 

Afiolfo. 
Troth, (hall I tell you, and aloud I'll tell it, 
We laugh to fee (yet laugh we not in fcorn) 
Amongd fo ipany caps that long hat worn* 

hodtmico. 
Mine is as tall a felt as any is this day in Millan, and ther^> 
fore r love it, for the block was cleft out for my head, and tit» 
me to a hair* 

Candido* 
Indeed you are good obfervers, it (hews flrange* 
But, gentlemen, I pray neither contemn. 
Nor yet deride a civil ornament ; 
I couid build fo much in the n und cap's praife. 
That love this high rcof, I this flat would r^ife, 

Lodovico^ 
Pr'ythee, fweet bridegroom, do't. 

Candidom 
So all thefe guefls will pardon me, I'll do't. 

Omnes^ 
With all our hearts. 

Candida^ 
Thus then in the cap's honour : 
To eveiy fex and llate, both nature, time. 
The countries' laws, yea, and the very clime, 
Do allot diflind habits ; the fpruce courtier 
'** Jets up and down in lilk ; the warrior 

• 

9 — bucklers without pikes ;] The antient bucklers had a procnincm 
J Jp':key zv\^ fometimes a fi/]o/ in the center of them. If my memory xloes 
not fail mc, fpecimcns of both kinds may be feen in the Tower of 
J^ondon. S. 

*? jfcts uj3 anddinvn'] Sec Note 23 to Edward II. vol. II. p. 340. , 
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Marches In buff, the clown plods on in gray x 
But for thefe upper garments thus I iiiy. 
The feaman has his cap» par'd without brim. 
The gallant's head is featheiM, that fits him ; 
The foldier has his murrion ", women have tires; 
Beads have their head-pieces, and men have theirs, 

L,odovico% 

Proceed. 

Candidon 

Each degree has his fafhion, it's fit then. 
One (hould be laid by for the citizen, 
And that's the cap which you fee fwells not high, 
For caps are emblems of humility; 
It is a citizen's badge, apd firft was worn 
By th' Romans ; '* for when any bondman's t;urn 
Came to be made a freeman : thus 'twas faid, 
He to the cap was call'd ; that is, was made 
Of Rome a ireeman, but was firft clofe fliorn, 
And fo a citizen's hair is ft! 11 (hort worn. 

L odavico. 

That clofe {having made barbers a companyi 
And now t\tjy citizen ufes it. 

Candida, 

Of Geometrick figures the moft rare. 
And perfe6t'ft, are the circle and the fquare : 

^^ murrion\ A head-piece, or cap of ftecl. So, in Philaftery yt)L I. 
p. 183. edit. 1778 : 

** Thus do we clap our mufly murrions on, 
<* And trace the ftrects in tenor." 
** for when a bondman's turn, &c.] ** The ceremony of manumiflion 
<* was thus performed : the flave was brought before the Conful, and in 
** after-times before the Pr«rtor, by his mafter, who, laying his hand 
** upon his fervani's head, faid to the Praptor, Hunc homineni liberum ejfe 
*' volof and with that, let him go out of his hand, which they termed 
'* e manu emittere* Then the Praetor, laying a rod upon his head, call'd 
<* Vindi^i<iy faid, Dtco eum Ilberum eJfe more i^lritum. Hence Ferjiuiy 

<* Vindifta poftquam mcus a Praetorc receffi. 
*' After this, the Liftor, taking the rod out of the Praetor's hand, ftruck 
*< the fervan^ feveral blows on the head, face and back ; and nothing niovr 
** remainM but pileg donari, to receive a cap in token of liberty ^ and fo have 
" his name enter'd in the common Roll of Freemen, with the reafon of 
**'his obtaining that favour." Kennet*s Roman ylnti^uities, p. lOO. See 
^Jfo Addifon's Dialogues on Ancient Medais, p. 67. edit. 1 765. 

B b 4 The 
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The city and the fchool much build upon 
Thefc figures, for both love proportion. 
The city- cap is round, the fcholars' fquare. 
To (hew that government and learning are 
The perfe6t*ft limbs i'th* body of a ftate : 
For without them, ali*s difproportionate. 
If the cap had no honour, this might rear it, 
The reverend Fathers of the law do wear it, 
It*s light for fummer, and in cold it fits 
Clofe to the fcull, a warm houie for the wits ; 
It fliews the whole face boldly, *ris not made 
As if a man to look on't were afraid; 
Nor like a draper's (hop with broad dark (bed, 
For he's no citizen that hides his head. 
Flat caps as proper are to city gowns,, 
A's to armours helmets, or to kmgs their crowns* 
Let then the city-cap by none be fccrnM, 
Since with it princes' heads have been adom'd. 
If more the round cap's honour you would know. 
How would this long gown with this fleepleihowl 

Om/tes» 
Ha, ha, ha ; moil: vile, mofl: ugly. 

Candida. 
Pray, fignior, pardon me, 'twas done in jeft. 

Bride. 
A cup of claret wine there. 

I Prentice. 
Wine : yes forfootb, wine for the Bride. 

Carolo. 
You have well fet out the cap, fir. 

Lodavico, 
Nay, that's flat. 

Caroio* 
A health. 

JLodovicOm 
Since his cap's round, that ih^U go round. Be bare. 
For in the cap's praile all of you have (hare. 

[ The Bride hits the Fr entice on the Ufs. 
JLodovico. 

The Bride'« at cuffs. 

Candidom 
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Oh, peace I pray thee, thus far off! fland, 
I fpied the error of my fervants ; 
8hc call'd for daret, and you fillM out faok ; 
That cup give, me, 'tis for an old man's hade, 
'And not f^ hers. Indeed 'twas but miftakenp 
'Mi, dl theie elfe. 

Ornnes 
No faith, 'twas but miftaken. 

1 • Prentice^ 
Nay, ihe took it right enough. 

Candida. 
Good Luke, reach her that glafs of claret. 
Here, Miftrefs Bride, pledge me there. 

Bride. 
Now rU none. :[1S«^ Bride. 

CanJkdo. 
How now? 

Lodonjico. 
Look what your miflrefs alls. 

1 Prentice. 
Nothing, iir, but about filling a wrong glafsj-aifcucvytHck* 

Candido, 
I pray you hold your tongue, my fervant there 
Tells me fhe is not well. 

Omnes» 
Step to her, ftcp to her. 

Lodovico. 
A word with you : do ye hear ? This wench (your ucmr 
wife) will take you down in your wedding-fhoeSf unl^lfs you 
bang her up in her wedding- garters. 

Candida^ 
How,<hangher in her garters ? 

Lodo«i;ico, 
Will you be a tame pigeon ftill ? (hall your back be like a 
tortoife-ftieH, to let carts go over it, yet not, to break? 'This 
ihe-cat will have more lives than your laft pufs had^ and will 
fcratch worfe, and hiouzeyou worfe : look to't. 

Candido. 
What would you have me do, fir? 

LodofvUom 
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What would I have you do ? Swear, fwagger, hrawl, fling ; 
for fighting it^s no matter, we have had knocking puiTes enow 
already; you know, chat a woman was made otthe rib of a 
man, and that rib was crooked. The (noral of which is, that 
a man mud fion^ his beginning be crooked to his wife ; be you 
like an orange to her, let her cut you never fo fair, be you 
four as vinegar ; will you be ruled by me ? 

Candiilo, ^ ' • 

In any thing that's civil, honeft, nud julh 

JLadovico* 
Have you ever a prentice's fuit will fit me f 

Candid* 
I have the very fame which mylelf wore. 

I^dovico, 
I'll fend my man for't within thk half hour, and within thii 
two hours I'll be your prentice: the hen (hall not overcrow the 
cocky I'll fharpen your fpurs. 

Candidom 
It will be but fome jeft, fir. 

Lodiyvico* 
Only a jeA : farewel, come, Carolo. [Exeunt ^ 

We'll take our leaves, fir, too. 

Candido, 




kni{^ 

tlvc difeafe call'd the Mother hangs on my 

ment heaving and beating of the ftomach, and that fwelliug 

did with the pain thereof cramp up her arm, that hit his lips, 

and brake the glafs : no harm, it was no harm. 

No, fignior, none at all. 

Candide, 
The flreightefl arrow may fly wide by chance. 
But come, we'll clofe this brawl up in fome dance. [ExeunU 

Enter Beflafront and Matheo. 

Bellqfront, 
Oh my fweet hufband, wert thou in thy grave, and art alive 
again? O welcome, welcome* 

MatheQ. 
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Matheo, 
Docft knpw me ? my cloak pr'jrthee lay't up. 't'es faith, 
my winding flieet was taken out of lavender, to be fluck with 
rbfemary ; I lackt but the knot here, or here; yet, if 1 had had 
ij, I ihould have made a wry mouth at the world like a 
playfe '' : bur, fweetefl villain, I am here now, and I will tall^ • 
with thee foon, 

Bellafrottt, 
And glad am I th'art here. 

Matheo. 
Did thefe heels caper in /hackles ? Ah ! my little plump 
le, V^ be^r up for all ^his, and fly high. Catzo, Catzo. 




;ue 

Matheo? ' 

Mathep. 
What faycft, what fayeft ? Oh brave frelh air, a pox on thefe 
grates and gingling of keys, and rattling of iron. I'll bear up, 
ril fly high, wench, hang toiTe. 

BellafronU 
- Matheo, pr'ythee make thy prifon thy glafs, 
And in it view the wrinkles, and the fears. 
By which thou wert disfigured ; viewing them, mend them. 

Matheo. 
V\\ go vifit all the mad rogues now, and the good roaring 
boys. 

BellafronU 
Thou do^ft not hear me I 

Matheo^ H 

Yes faith do I. 

BellafronU 
Thou had been in the hands of mifery, and ta'en flrong 
phyfick, pr'ythee now be found. 

• *3 IJhould have made a ivry mouth at the world like a playfe'] So, in 
Nafti's Lenten Stuffy 1599: " None won the days in this, but the her- 
*f ring whom aU their clamorous fuffrages faluted with Vive Ic Roy, 
** God favc the King, God fave the King, fave only the playfe and the 
** butt, that made lury mouths at him, and for their mocking have wry 
" mouths ever fincc." * 

Dekker's Satirwtafirist : ** bate one at that Aake my place mouth 
« yclpcrs." 

Matheom 
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Matbeo. 

iYm. S*foor, I ivonder how the infide of a tavern looks 
ncwv'. Oh ! wken^ ihall I '^bizle, bizle ? 

BelOafi-ont. 
Nay, fee, th'ait thirdy ilill for poifon ; dome, I will not 
havfe theeifwagger. , 

Matheo. 
Hooeft ape's face. 

BeUafroTU. 
Tis that (harpencd an axe to cut thy throat. 
Good love, I would not have thee fell thy fubftance 
And tinie (worth aU) in thofe damned fiiops of hell ; 
Thofe dicing-houfes, that (land, never well, 
But when they iland mofl ill, that four-fquared iin 
Has almod lodgM us in the beggar's Inn. 
Befides (to fpeak which even my foul does grieve) 
*^ jAiort x>f r'vvens have hung upon tliy ileeve, 

And 

'♦ bixky b'txle] Or as it is fometimes fpcjt beTMk. He means to far. 
When ftiall 1 have an opportunity to drink to excefs. Kafh, in Pierce 
fen'thjfe bis Supplication to the Devill, 1592, dcfcribing a Dane, fays, 
'^ Thus walkes. nee up and dovne in hi& Majcitie, taking a yard of.grouad 
•* at every ftcp, and ftampes on the earth fo terrible, as if he ment to 
*' knock up a I'piritc, when (foule drunken iexxlej if an Englifhniao fct 
(^ his little fingir to ^im, he falh like a hog's-trough that is fet on one 
«• end." 

Every Womctn in her lltiimurf 1609, Sign. B 2 : " — yonders the moft 
•* hard-favour'd ncws-walkcs the ftrte^es, fearcn men goeing to tlieir 
•* graves that dyed with drinking and bijfeling,** 
Jack Drunv's Entertainment, 161 6, Sign. A3: 
" — — . lis now become 
** The (hewing home of Becselers difcourfc." 
?S ^ fort of ravens \ A compatiyy a number. See Note 4 to Gammar 
Cur ten* s Needle f vol. II. p. 7. . 

This word, in the fame fenfe, is ufed in Waller's Poems, 410. 1729, ?• 3 ^ 
'* As when a fort of lufty (hcpherds try 
*' Their force at foottall care of viftory, 
" Makes them, &c/' 
On which Mr. Fenron obferves, that " Mr. Waller ufeth the word/arf 
« ill the fame fenfe which it often bears in Spenfer, to fignify a crcnud z 
« and fo we find it employ 'd in that old V^rfion of the Pfalms, which is. 
" retain'din our Liturgy: Tefhall be flain all the fort of you^ Pf.lxii. 3. 
*' So afterwards we read in cjr Author : 
" As when a fori of wolves, &c." 

« And 
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And fed upon thee: good Matheb (If you pleafe) 
So bafe as (corn to fpread wing amongll thefe ; 
By them thy fame is fpeckled, yet it Hiows 
Clear amongft them ; {o crows are fair with crows* 
Cuftorh in fin, gives fin a lovely dye, 
Blacknefs in Moors is no deformity, 

Matbeo, 
Bellafront, .Bellafiront, I proteil: to thee, I fwear, as I hope 
y foul, I will turn over a new leaf; the prifon I confefi has 
it. me, the beft man that fails in fuch a (hip may be loufy, 

BeUafront. 
One knocks at door* 

Mathe$. 
1*11 be the porter : they (hall fee, a jail cannot hold a brave 
fplrit, ril fly high, {Exit. 

Bettafront* 
How wild is his behaviour 1 oh, I fear 
He's fpoiled by prifon, he's half damned comes there ; , 

But I mud fit all florms : When a full fail his 
Fortune's fpread, he loved me : being now pooTt 
V\\ beg for him, and no wife can do moie. 

Enter Matheo, and Orlando like a Serving- fnan. 

Matbeo. 

Come in pray, would you fpeak with me, fir ? 

Orlando* 
Is your name Signior Matheo ? 

Matheo. 
My name is Signior Matheo. 

Orlando. 
Is this gentlewoman your wife, fir ? 

Matheo. 
This gentlewoman is my wife, fir, 

Orlando. 
The deftinies fpin a firong and even thread of both your 
loves : The mother's own face, I have not forgot that (Afide). 

** And in another Poem : 

" So when a ^ort of lufty fhepherds, &c.'* 
'* But I do not remember to have met with it in any writer fince the 
'' Reftoration, except once ioi Sir George Etheiegc's Sir Yowling Flutter.'* 

I'm 
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Vm an old man, fir, and am troubled with a whorefon fait 
rh^Mm, that I cannot hold- my water. Gentlewoma&) the laft 
man i ferved was your farher. 

Bellafront. 
My father ? any tongue that founds his name, 
Speak; mufick ro me : welcome, good old man« 
How d<>c mv farher ^ lives he ? has he health ? 
How a<^s my father ? I fo much do (hame him. 
So much do wound him, that I fcarce dare name him. 

Orlando. 
I can fpeak »o more. 

Matheo, 
How now, old lad, what deft cry ? 

• Orlando* 
The rheum ftill, fir, nothing elfe ; I (hould be well feafoned, 
for mine eyes lie in brine : look you, fir, I have a fuit to you. 

Matheo. 
What is't, my little white pate ? 

OrlanJom 
Troth, fir, I have a mind to ferve your worfhip. 

Matheo, 
To ferve me ? Troth, my friend, my fortunes arc, as a ma» 
may fay—— 

^ Orlando, 

Nay, look you, fir, I know when all fins are old in m», and 
go upon crutches, that covetoulhefs does but then lie; in her 
cradle; 'tis not fo with me. Lecchery loves to dwell in the 
faired lodging, and covetoulhefs in the oldeil buildings, that 
are ready to fall : but my white head, fir, is no Inn for fuch a 
goffip. If a Serving-man at my years be not ftored with 
bifcuit enough, that has failed about rhe World to ferve him the 
voyage out of his Hfe, and to bring him Baft-home ; III piiy 
but all his days Ihould be fafting days : I care not fo much for 
wages* for I have fcraped a handful of gold together; I have 
a little money, fir, which I would put into your worfhip'a 
hands, not fo much to make it more. 

Matheo, 

No, no, you fay well, thou fayed well : but I rauft tell you : 
How much is the money, fayeft thou ? 

Orlando. 

About twenty pounds, fir. jMW/^» 
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Matheo^ 
Twenty pounds ? Let me fee ; thai ihall bring thee in, after 
ten per centum^ per annuTn, 

Orlando, 
No, no, no, fir, no ; I cannot abitje to have money in- 
gender : fie upon this filver leichery, fie ; if I may have meat 
to my mouth, and rags to my back, and a fiock>bed to fnort 
^ upon, when I die, the longer liver take alU 

Mafhea, 
A good old boy, yfaith, if thou ferveft me, thou (halt eat at 
I eat, drink as I drink, lie as I lie, and ride as I ride* 

^ Orlando 

That's if you have money to hire horfes. 

Matheo, 
Front. What doft thou think on*i? This good old lad 
here Ihall ferve roe. 

Bellafiont, t 

Alas, Matheo, wilt thou load a back that is already 
broke ? / 

Matheo. 
Peace, pox on you, peace, there's a trick in't, I fly high, it 
.ihall be fo, Front, as I tell you : give me thy hand, thou 
flialt ferve me yfaith : welcome : as tor your money—*- . 

Orlando. 
Nay, look you, fir, I have it here. 

Matheo. 
Piih, keep it thyfelf, man, and then th'art fure 'tis faie. 

Orlando. 
Safe! and 'twere ten thoufand duckets, your worlhip fhould 
be my cafti-keepcr ; I have heard what your worfhip is, an ex- 
cellent dunghill cock, to fcatter all abroad : but I'll venture 
twenty pounds on's head« 

Matheo. 
And did* ft thou ferve my worfhipful father-in-law, Signior 
Orlando Frifcobaldo, that mad-man once? 

Orlando. 
I ferved him fo long, till he turned me out of doors. 

Matheo. 
It's a notable chuff, I have not feea him many a day. 

7 Orlando. 
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OrUmthm 
No matter and you ne'er fee him : itVan arraat grandee^ a 
churl, and as damn'd a cut-throat— 

Btlkfront. 
Thott ▼illaiDt* curb thy tonjrue, thou art a Judai , 
Tf^iell thy mailer's name to (lander thus. 

Matheo, 
Away afs, he fpeaks but trufh» thy father is t-7 

Gditleman. 

Mathee. 
And an old knave, there's more deceit in him than in fixteen 
podcaries : it's a Devil, thou msiift beg, ilatve, hang, damn ; 
dbes he fend thee fo much as a cheefe^ 

Orlandom 
Or (b much as a gammon of bacon, 
He'll give it his dogs firil^ 

Matbeo. 

A jail, a jail. 

Orlando. 

A Jcir, a Jew, fir. 

Matbee^ 

A-dsg^ 

Orlando* 

An BnglUh maftiff, fir. 

Matbeo. 
Tak fot out his did flinking garbage ! 

Bellafiront. 
Art not afhamed to ftiike an abfent man thus ? 
Annotafiiaroed to let this vile dog bark. 
And bite my father thus ? V\\ not indure it ; 
but of my doors, bafe Have. 

Matbeo, 
Tour doors ! a vengeance I I (hall live to cut that old rogue's 
throat, for all you take his part thus. 

Orlando, 
He fliall live to fee thee hang'd firfl. . [AJlde. 


Enter 
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Enter" Hipolito. 

Maiheo, 
God's-fo, my lord, your lordihip is mod welcome, 
I'm proud of this, my lord. 

HipoUtOm 
Was bold to fee you. Is that your wife ? 

Matbee. 
Yes, fir. , 

HipoUto* 
ni borrow her lip. , 

Matbea* -uz-f-r 

With all my heart, my lord. j 

Who's this, I pray, fir ? 

Matheo. 
My lord Hipolito : what's thy name i 

Orlando, 
Pacheco. 

Matheo, 
Pacheco ! fine name : Thou feefl, Pacheco, I keep company 
with no (coundrels, nor bafe fellows. 

Hipolito» 
Came not my footman to you ? 

Bdlcefront, ' - 

Yes, my lord. 

Hipolito. 

I fent by him a diamond and a letter. 
Did you receive them? 

BeUcfront. 
Yes, my lord, I did. 

Hipolito • 
Read you the letter ? 

Bellafront. 
O'er and o'er 'tis read. 

Hipolito. 
And faith your anfwer ? 

BeUafront, 
Now the time's not fit; 
You fee, my hufband's here. 

Vol. III. , C c HlpoUto. 
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m now then leave you, 
And choofe mine hour : but ere I part away^ 
Heark, you remanber I muft have no nay* 
Matheo, I will leave you. 

MstbtOm 
A glafs of wine. 

HipoUto. 
Not now ; Fll viflt you at other timet. 
Y'are come off well then ? 

Matheo. 
Excellent well, I thank your lordfliip : I owe 3rou my life, 
my lord ; and will pay my bed blood in any lervice of yours, 

Hipolito^ 
V\\ take no fuch de^r payment ; heark you, Matheo, I 
know, theprifon is a gulf; it money run bw with you, my 
purfe 16 yours : call for it. 

Faith, my lord, I thank my ftan, they fe|id me down ibnie ; 
I cannot fink, io bng as thefe bladders hold. 

Hipolite* 
I will not fee your fortmie*8 ebb, pray tiy. 
To ilarve in full barns were '^ fond modeHy. 

Moibetfm 
Open the door, (irrah, 

HipoUto. 
Drink this, and anon I pray thee give thy miflrefs this. [Exii* 

Orlando^ 
O noble fpirit, if no worfe guefts here dweU, 
My blue coat fits on my old (boulders well. 

>6 fond] L c. fwl'xjh. So, in Chorchysrd's Challm^e^ I593» P* 74* 
'< O countrey fweete, pcrfwade obedience heere» 
'< Reforme thefottd^ and ftill preferve the wife." 
Ben Jonlba's Devil is an ^fif A. !• S. 6 : 

*' in me makjes that proffer, 

, '* Which nerer fair one ulras {ofmtd to lo^.'* 
Euffbues and his "England^ p. 9 1 '< he that ifi jQttQi^ thinkctb tkc otUlo 
** m^nfmdf and the olde knoweth the yoang man to be a foole." 

Ibid. p. 10 ; ** that were z&fond as not to cut one's meat with that 
** fcnifij that another hath cut his finger." 

The word ia die Umt ie&r« is ^U in ttfe ift the Northern parts of th& 
kintgdom. 
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' Mdtheo. 
The only ix>yal fUldw ; he*s bounteous as the Indies; what's 
that he fai^ to thed, tkllafpont f 

Nothing. 

Matbeo^ 
. I pr'ythec, good girl? 

Bellafronu 
Why, I tell you nothing. 

Matheo* 
Nothing ! it's well t tricks, that I muft fee beholden to a 
fcald hot-livered goatiih gallant, to IVand with my cap in nay 
hand^ and vail bonnet, when (have fpread as lofty fails as him- 
felf ; Wd I had been hanged. Nothing I PachecO) bruih my 
cloak. 

Orlando* 
Where is% fir? 

Matheok 
Come, we'll ffy high. 
Nothing ! th^re is a whore ftill in thine eye. \ExIK 

Orlando, 
My twenty pounds flies high, O wretched woman, 
This varlct's able to make Lucrece common* 
How now, millrefs ? has my mafter died you 
Into this fad colour ? 

BeUafront* 
Fellow, be gone, I pray thee ; if thy tongue 
Itch after talk fo much, feek out thy mafter, 
Th'art a fit indrun^ent for him. 

Orlando* 
Zownes, I hope he will not play upon me ? 

BeU^onL 
Play on thee f no, you two will fly together, 
Becaufe you are roving arrows of one feather. 
Would thou wouldfl leave my houfe, thou ne'er flialt 
Pleafe me; weave thy nets ne'er fo high. 
Thou (halt be but afpider in mine eye. 
Th'art rank with poifon, poifon temper'd well 
Is food for health j but thy black tongue doth fwell 

C c a With 
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With ▼enom, to hurt him that gave thee bread; 
To wrong men abfent, it to fpurn the dead* 
And (6 did'il thou thy mafter, and my father. 

Orlando, 
You havefmall reafon to take his part ; for I have heard him 
fay five hundred times, ypu were as arrant a whore as ever 
ftifiened tiffany neckcloaths in water-fiarch upon a Saturday 
i*ch' afternoon. 

Bellqfront. 
Let him fay worfe ; when for the earth's offence 
Hot vengeance throuf^h the marble clouds is driven, 
Is't fit earth (hoot again thofe darts at heaven ? 

Oriajub, 
And (b if your father call you whore, youll not call him 
old knave : Frifcobaldo, (he carries thy mind up and down ; 
(he's thine own flefh, bloody and bone (afale) ; troth^ miftrefs, 
to tell you true, the fireworks that ran from roe \ipon lines 
againil my good old mafter, your father, were but to try how 
my young mafter, your hufband, loved fuchTquibs: but it's 
wett icnown, I loyc your father as royfelf ; I'll ride iot him at 
mid-night, run for you by owM'ght ; I'll die for him, drudge 
for you ; I'll fiy low, and Til fly high (as my noaAer fays) to 
do you goody ir you'll forgive me. 

Bellqfiront* 
I am not made of marble ; I forgive thee, 

Oriando. 
Nay, if you Were made of marble, a good {lone-cutter might 
cut you : I hope the twenty pounds 1 delivered to my mafier 
is in a fure hand. 

Bellafront, 
In a fure hand I warrant thee for fpending. 

Orlando* 
I fee my young m after is a madcap, and a bonus Jbciit^, I love 
him well, roiflrefs : yet as well as I love him, I'll not play the 
knave with you ; look you, 1 could cheat you of this purfe full 
of money ; .but I am an old lad, and I fcorn lo couey-catch : 
yet i have been dog at a coney in my cime« 

BelU^om. 
A puiie, where hadft it I 

Orlando^ 
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Orlandom 
The g(eiitlenMin that went away, whifperM in mine ear, and 
charged me to give it you. , ? 

' The lord Wp^Ut^ 

' Orlando. 
' .Yes, if he be a lord, he ga^e it me. 

BelUfionU 
Tis all gold. 

'Tis like {q : it may be, he thinks ypu want money , and 
therefore beftows hi& alms bravely, like a lord. 

Betlafiront. 

He thinks a filver net can catch the poor; 

Herc^s bait to cboak a nun, and turn her vvh(»e. 
Wilt thou be honeft to me ? 

Orlando, 
As your nails to your fingers, whljch I think never deceived 
you, 

' Bellafront* 

Thou to this lord (bah go, commend me to him, 
Amd tell him this, the town has held out long, 
Becaufe (within) *twas rather true, than flrong. 
To ieli it now were baie ; fay 'tis no hold 
Built of weak (lufif, to be blown up with gold. 
He ihall believe thee by this token, or this ; if not, by this, 

Orlando* 
Is this ailP 

B^UafionU 
This is all. 

Orlandop 
Mine own girl ftill. 

BiUafifmHf 
A flar may (hoot; not fall. \E:fit Bellafront, 

Orlandom 

A ilar ! nay, thou art more than the moon, for thou haft 

neither changmg quarters, nor a man (landing in thy circle with 

a bu(h of thorns. Is*t poffible the lord HipoUto, whofe face 

is as civil as the outfide of a dedicatory book, (hould be a 

C c 3 mutton*^ 
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mutton*munger''? A poor iwm has but one eve, and tbif 
grantee (heefp-biter ka?e^ wbote jSocjoi qf fat wcMthcrs (wtiom 
he may knodc down) to devour this. Hi trMft n«tfha: lord a<>r 
butcher with quick fldh for tliis ixick ; the cuckoo I fee now 
fings all the year, though every man cani^ l^^r hifO, biit PU 
fpoil his notes ; can neither love^^letterB, nor the Devil's com- 
mon pick-locks (gold), nor precio^;^ AonKHl^ ta^kc fl^ girl 
draw up her percuUis / hold out imi, wench* 
All are not bawds (I fee now) tliat keep doors. 
Nor all good wenches that are markt for whores* lExii, 

Enter Camdidp, Lo^ovico Ukf ^ Pr^ntlc^. 

G)me, come, coroe, wh^t do ye lack* fir? virbat do yelapk, 
fir ? what is't ye. lucK 6x ? is not my worihip WisU fuitedt. di4 
you ever fee a gentleman better difgjaifed? / 

' Never, believe^ m^ fignior^ 

Lodivico. 
Yes: but when he ha^ been drunk, there be prendces 
would makp mad gallants^ forti^ey wobld fpecid all, andd^k^ 
and whore, and,fo fcnh; and I fei^ wa gallants could^ikudc^ 
mad prentices. How does thy wife like me? Nay, I muft, not 
be fo faucy, then I fpoil all .- ^pray you, bow does my itiiftreft 
like me r 

Coffdida* 
Well : for ihe takes you for a very fimple fellow* 

> Lufdovicom 

And they that are taken £>r fuch,'are commonly the arranteft 
knaves : but to our Comedy, come. 

CandUk^ 
I (hall not a<^ it, chide you ^y^ and ftet^ 
And grow impatient : I ihall never do*t. 

Lodovico. 
S*blood! cannot you do as all the world does \ counterfeit* 

Candido* • ' - " 

Were I a painter, that (hould live by di:awing nothing bitt 

17 muUm-mMgtr\ Sj^e Note 68 to the TiiQi P«n of TU Hmtfi -fFlor^, 
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pidures of an angry man, I ifaould not earn my colours ; I 
cannot do't. — . 

Remember y'are a liaen-^kaper, aiul that if you g^ve your 
wife a yard, ihe'll take an ell: give ber not therefore a quarter 
of your yard, not a naiU 

Candidbn 

Say I (hould turn to ice, and nip her love now Vis but- in 
the blood. 

Well, fay ihe?d nipt, 

Cttndido. 

It will fo overcharge her heart with grref, 

That like a cannon, when berths go off. 
She in her duty either will recoil, ■ ' 

Or break in pieces, and fo die : her death, 
By ray unkindnefs might be counted niurther. 

Lodovicd. 
Die ! never, ne^er ; I do not bid you beat her, nor give her 
black eyes, nor pinch ^her fides : but crofs her humours. 
Are not bakers' arttis the fcales of ju (lice ? yet is not thefr bread 
light ? and may not you I pray bridle her with a fltarp biP, 
yet ride her gently ? 

Candida^ 
Well, I will try your pills, do you your feithfal fcrvice, an4 
be ready ilill at a pinch tohdp me in this part, or elfe I ihaU 
be out clean, 

Ledovico* 
Come, come, 1*11 prompt you. 

Ciifidfdof* 
ril call her forth now, (hall I ? 

Do, do, bravely. 

Luke, I pray bid your miflrefs to come hither, ' 

Lodmfice^ 
Luke, I pray bid your mifbeis to come- hither, 

Candida, 
Sirrah, bid ipy wife coxne to me: why, when ? 

C c 4. Lh]»^ 
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Prefently, fir, flic comes. ■ within — • 

LaJovico. 
La you, thciic*s the echo, flie comet. 

Enter Bride. 

BriJi. 
What is your pleafure with me ? 

Candidom 
Marry, wife, 
I have intent, and (you fee) this {tripling here, 
He bears good will and liking co my trade. 
And means to deal in linen. 

Lodovico^ 
Yes, indeed, fir, I would deal in linen, if my mUbeia like, 
me fo well as I like her ? 

Catulidom 
I hope to find him honeil, pray good wife 
Look that his bed and chamber be made ready. 

Bride. 
Y'are bed to let him hire me for his maid. 
I look to his bed ! look to't yourfelf, 

CanMdom 
Even fo 
Z fwear to you a great oath. 

Lodovico* 
Swear, cry Zounds ! 

Candidam 
I will not, go to wife, I will not. 

Lodovicdm 
That your great oath ? 

pandido. 
' Swallow thefe gudgeons. 

Lodovic&m 
Well faid. 

CatididQm 
Then faft, then you may cho<^e. 
You know at table what tricks you played. 
Swaggered, broke glafies! Fie, fie, fie, fie; 
And now before my prentice here you make 
An afs of me ; thou, (whai fliall I call thee ?) 

Bride. 
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Even what you wilL , * * 

Call her arrant whore. 

CajidiJo, 
Oh fiey by no means, then (he'll call me cuckold, firrah, go 
look to tV (hop : how doe9 thts (haw? 

LodonticQ* 
Excellent well, Til go look to the (hop, fir. Fine cam* 
bricks, lawns, whatdo you lack ? . [Bjdt Lodovico. 

Candida, 
A curft cow's milk I have drunk once before, . 
And 'twas fo rank in tafte, TU drink no more. 
Wife, I'll tame you. 

You may, fic, if you can, ... 

But at a wreflling I have feen a feHow, 
Limb'd like an ox, thrown by a little man. 

Candido* 
And fo you'll throw me. Reach me (knaves) a yard. ' 

Zjcdavica, 
A yard for my mafter. 

I Prentlce» 
My mailer is gi;own valiant. 

Ca.tdidffm 
Til teach you fencing tricks. , . 

OmneSm 
Rare ! rare 1 a prize ! 

Lodonfico. ^ 

What .will you do,' fir ? 

Candidom 
Marry, my good Prentice, nothing but breathe my wife* 

Bridt. 
Breathe me with your yard ? 

Lodovico, 
No, he'll but meafure you out, forfooth. 

Bride, 
Since you'll needs fence, handle your weapon well. 
For if you take a yard^ I'll take an ell. 
Reach me an ell. 

Lodovico* 
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My Preifticdhip then ends. 

Conditio. 
For the good ienrice you to me have done, 
I give you all your years. 

J^cUfVtco. 
I thank you mailer. 
Ill kifs my miftrefs now, that fhe may fay. 
My man was bound and free all in one day* [Exeunt. 

Enter Orlando, attJ Infclicc^ 

Inf'alice. 
From whom fayft thou^ 

Orlando* 
From a poor gentlewoman, m&dam, whom I ferve* 

And what's your buiinefs? 

Orlando. 
This, madam : my poor mi&iefs - has a wade piece of 
ground, which is Ker own by inheritance, and left to her by 
her mother ; there's a lord now that goes about,- not to take 
it clean from her, but to inclofe it to htmfelf, and to.join.it 
to a piece of his lordfhip's. 

Infitelice^ , 
What would (he have me do in this f 

Orlando. 
No more, madam, but what one woman (hould do for 
another in fuch a cafe. My honourable lord, your husband 
would do any thing in her behalf, ,but ihe had j:ath£r put 
herfeU into your hands, becaufe you (a woman) may do more 
with the duke your father. 

Infalice. 
Where lies this land? 

Orlando. 
Within a ftone's caft of this place; my miftrefs, I think, 
would be content to let him enjoy it after her deccafe, if that 
would ferve his turn, fo my maiier wpuld yield too : but (he 
cannot abide to hear that the lord (hould meddle with it in 
her life time. 

Infalice. 
Is (he.then married ? why dirs not her hufband in it ? 

Orlando. 
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OrJofuk. 
Her hufl>abd (lira in it under hand : but becaufe the other 
ift a great rich num, my mailer is loth to be £eea in it'coo 
much. 

Irrfallct. 
Let her in writing draw the caufe at large : 
And I will move the duke. 

Orlando, 
Tis fet down, nudam, here in black and white airead7 : 
work it foy madam, that (he may keep her own without dif- 
turbance, grievance^ moleftation, or medling of any others 
and (he belSlows this puriie of gold on your ladyihip^ 

Infalice, 
Old man. III plead for her, but take no fees : 
Give lawyers theip, I fwim not in that ^ood^ 
111 touch no goldf till I have done her good* 

Orlando, 
I would all pro6tor&* clerks were of your mind, I ihould lav 
more amongft them then I do then ; here, madam, is the 
furvey, not only of the manor itfelf, but of the grange-houie, 
with every meadow, pafture, plough-land, cony-borough^ 
6(h-pond, hedge, ditch, and bufh, that {lands in it* 

Infalice* 
My huiband's name, and hand and leal at arms^ to a lore- 
letter? where hadll thou this writing? 

Orlando. 
From the forefaid party, madam, that would kqep the 
forelaid' land out of the forefaid lord's fingers* 

Ij^alicc, 
My lord turn'd ranger now ? 

Orlando, 
Y'are a good huntrefs, lady ; you have found your game 
already ; your lord would fain be a ranger, but my mifircfi 
requells you to let him run a courfe in your own park, if 
you'll not do*t for love, then do't for money ; (he has no 
white money, but there's gold, or el^e Ihe prays you to ■* ring 
him by this token, and fo you (ball be fure his nofe will nuc 
be rooting other men's pailures* 

^9 ring htm] To prevent fwine from Joing mifchiefj it Is ufual to pet 
r;ng3 through their noitrils. 

Inftellce^ 
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TVii Teiy puiie was woven with minfe Kftm iktidfy 
This diamond en that TCfy night, wHeft he 
Untied my virgin girdle, gave I him : 
And muft a common harlot thare in mine ? 
Old man, to quit thy pains, take thou the -gold. 

Orlando^ 

Not I, madam, old fervin^men Want no money. 

Cz^^/Whimfelf was Aire his iecretary, 
Theic lines are even the arrows lore kt flies^ 
Tlpe very ink dropt out of F^enus eyes. 

Orlanda, 
I do not think, madam, but he fetcht dfT feitie |>oet or 
other for tbofe lines, for they are parlouk hawKet to flic at 
wenches. 

Infitlice* 
Here's honied poifon, to me he ne*er thus writ, 
But lull can let a double edge on wit. 

Orlanda, 
Nay, that's true, mad^m, a wench will whet any thing, if 
it be not too dull. 

If/fir/ice, 
Oaths, promifes, preferments, jewels, gold. 
What fnares (hould break, if all thefe cannot hold ? 
What creature is thy miftrefs? 

Orlando, 
One of thofe creatures that are contrary to man, a woman* 

Infalice, 
What manner of woman ? 

Orlando. 
A little tiny woman, lower than your ladyfhip by head and 
(houlders, but as mad a wench as ever unlaced a petticoat ; 
thefe things fhould I indeed have delivered to my lord yout 
hulband. * . 

Infielice, 
They are delivered better : why (hould (he fend back theft 
things ? 

Orlandom 
Ware, ware, thcre*s knavery. 
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" Strumas Kike'dieafliig gainefteiiB wilt mm Mh' 
At firft : thefe are but baits to drawr him ia« 
Hofv might I learn his hunting hours ? 

The irifli' fbotmQti cm tell you all hit Bimttiig tours, tM 
park he hunts i&, the doe he would ftiikd, that *• Irifh Ihack- 
a«ofy beats the buih for him, and kndws all; he l>roiight thiat 
letter^ and that ring; he is the carrier. 

Knowfl thou what other gifts have paft between them? 

Orlando^ 
Little S. Patrick kbows all. 

InfaUte. 
Him HI examine prefently, 

Orlando. 
Not whilft I am here, fweet madafn. 

Jnfalice, 
Be gone then, and what lies in me command* 

[Exit Orlando. 

Enter Bryan. 

Infalice, 
Come hither, flrrah ; how much cod thoic fatins, aqd doth 
•f filver, which my huiband ient by- you to a UiHf gcitde-» 
woman yonder ? 

Faat fattins? faat filvers, faat low gehtlefblkes ? diiw 
prateft dow knoweft not what, yfaat la. 

Infalice. 
She there, to whom you carried letters. 

Bryan^ 
By dis hand and bod dow faiil true, if I did (b, oh how \ 
I know not a letter a de book yfaat la. 

*® Irl/hjhackatory] Irilh hound. So, in Tht Wmndring y«». Sign. F : 
*' — for Time« though he be an old man^ is an excelleot foocnun : no 
**packatory comes necrc him, if hee once get the iUrt, hec*s gone> and 
** vou gone too," 

Infielicfm 
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Lfielice. . 
^ Did your lord never fend you with a ring, fir, fet with a 

diamond ? 

Never, facrees fa me, never; he may run atatowfand 
nngs yfaat, and I never hold hit ftirrup, till he leap into 
de iaddle* By S. Patrick, madam, I never touch my lords 
diamond, nor ever had to do, yfaat la, with any of lus pre* 
ciout fiones. 

Enter Hlpolito. 

InfxUce. 
Are you fo dofe, you Bawd, you pandring (lave ? 

HipoUto. 
How now ? why Infaelice ? what's your quarrel ? 

Out 9f my fight 1 haie varlet! get thee gojpe* 

Hifoiito. 
Away,yop rogue. 

Bryan. 
Slawne loot, fare de well, fare de well. Jih marragb jrcfat 
hddah breen, [Exit. 

HipoUto. 

What, grown a fighter ? pr*ythee what's the matter ? 

Infalice. 
If you'll needs know, it was about the clock : how works 
the day, my lord, (pray) by your watch ? 

Hipotito. 
Left you cuff me, I'll tell you pre&ntly : I am near two. 

li^alicem 
How, two ? I am fcarce at one. 

HipoUto, 
One of us then goes faife* 

IfifieUce, 
Then fure 'tis you, 
Mine goes by heaven's dial, (the fun) and it goes true. 

HipoUto. 
I think (indeed) mine runs fomewhat too fad. 

InfaUce. 
Set it to mine (at one) then. 

HipoUto. 
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One? 'tis pad: . . 

*Tis pall one by the Sun. 

Inftelice. 
Faith then belike. 
Neither your clock nor mine does truly ftrikey 
And iince it is uncertain which goes true. 
Better be falfe at one> than falfe at two* 

HipditOm 
Y'are yery plealant, madam. 

Inftelici. 
Yet not merry. 

HipoUto. 
Why, InBelice, what ihould make you lad ? 

Inf^Uce. 
Nothing* my lord, but my fidfe watch ; pniy tell me,. 
Tou fee, my clock, or yours, is out of ftame, 
Muft we upon the workman lay the blame. 
Or on yourfelvea that keep them ? 

HipMo. 
Faith, on both* 
He may by knavery (poll them, we by (loth. 
But why calk you all riddle thus ? I read 
Strange comments in thofe margins of your looks } 
Your cheeks of late are (like bad printed books) 
So &m\y chara6tred, I fcarce can fpell 
One line of love in them. Sure all's not well. 

Infielice. 
All is not well indeed, my deareft lord ; 
Lock up thy gates of hearing, that no found 
Of what I fpeak may enter. 

What means this? 

Irrfalice. 
Or if my own-tongue muft myfelf betray, 
Count it a dream, or turn thine eyes away. 
And think *mc not thy. wife, [Shi iueeb. 

HipoUto. 
Why do you kneel? 
Vofc, III. D^ ^r^Uce. 
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InfaUce. . .:,.,> 

Earth is fin's cufhion : when the, fick foul feels herielf 

growing poor, then ihe turns beggar, cries and kneels for 

help. Hipoltto (for hulbanH I dare not call thee) I have ilol'n 

that jewel of my chafte honour (which was only thine) *and 

given it to a (lave. 

tiipolito. 

Hah? 

Infalici, 
On thy pillow adultery and lufl have flept, the grodtti 
Hath climb'd the unlawful tree, and pluckt the fweets, 
A villain hath ufurped a huiband's (beets. 

HlpoUto. 
S'death ! who, (a cuckold !)" who ? 

Infalice. 

This Irifti footman. 

UipoTito, 
Worfe than damnation, , a wild kcroe, a frog, a dog, 
whom rU fcarce fpurn. Lpnged you for ** fhamrock ? were 
it my father's father (heart) HI kill him, although I .take 
him on his death-bed gafping 'twixt heaven and hell ; ** a 
(hag-haired cur ? Bold ftrumpet, why hangeft thou on me ? 
think'fl rU be a bawd to a whore, becaufe (he's noble ? 

InfaUce* 

I beg but this. 
Set not my (hame out to the world's broad ejre. 
Yet let thy vengeance (like my fault) foar high. 
So it be in darkened clouds. 

Hipoliio, 

Darkened! my horns ^ * 

Cannot be darkened, nor (hall my revenge, 
A harlot to my (lave ? the ad is bafe, 
Common, but foul, fo (hall thy difgrace : 

^^ fhamrock?'] The quarto rtz6^i Jhamckj % weed which the Iriifa 
wear m their hats oq fotoe particular Kftival. A coUe^Uon of HlbentUn 
Poetry, publilhed not many years ago* is entitled. The ShamocL S. 

In the Dedication to Dcricke's Image of Ire/ande, 15S1 : " my htrtc 
** abhorreth their dealynges, and my foule dooth deteft their wilde /bam- 
<* rocJu manners." 

*^ m Jhag-hair*d cwrf\ Shakfpeare bellows the fi^me Eplthec on a 
Kerne of Ireland, in the Second Part of King Htnty VI. e£tl 1778, 

'• "'• Could 
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Could not I feed your appetite f Oh, women. 
You were created angels, pure and fair ; 
But (ince the fir|l,fell, tempting devils you are ; 
You fhould be men*s blifs, but you prove their rods. 
Were there no women, men might live like gods': 
You have been too much down already, rife, 
Get from my tight, and henceforth ihun my bed, 
I'll with no flrumpets* breath be poifoned. 
As for your Irilh Lubrican, that (pirit 
Wiiom by prepoftrous charms thy luft hath raifed 
In a wrong circle, him I'll damn more Iplack 
Than any tyrant's foul. 

InfaUce. . , 
Hipolito ? 

Hipolito. 
Tell me, didfl thou bait hawks to draw him to thee, or did 
he bewitch thee ? 

Infalice. 
The (lave did wooe me. 

HipoUto. 
Two wooes in that flcreech-owl's language ! Oh, who would ' 
truft your cork-heel'd fex? I think to fate your lufl.! you would 
love a horfe, a bear, a croaking toad ; fo your hot itching 
veins might have their bound : then the wild Iriih dait was 
thrown. Come, how? the manner of this fight. • 

Irtfalice, 
'Twas thus, he gave me this battery firit. Oh, I 
Miftake, believe me, jiU this in beaten go}d : 
Yet I held out, but at length this was charm'd. 

HipoUto. »• 

What ? chan|;e your diamond, wench ! the a£^ is bale 
Common, but foul, fo fhall not your difgrace : 
Could not I feed your appetite i 

Infaltce. 
.Oh, roen» 
You were created angels, pure and fair, 
But (ince the firlt fell, worie than devils 3rou are. 
You (hould our (hields be, but you prove our rods. 
Were there no men, women migbt live like gods. 
Guilty, my lord? 

D d 2 HifoUu. 
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To, guilty, my good lady. 

ItfaUcf* 
Nay, yoM may laugh, but hcnoefortli (hun my bc4t 
With no whore's leavings HI be poifoneiL [ExU. ^ 

0*re-ieachM fo finely ! •Jii the very diamond 
And letter which I fent : this villainy 
Some fptder dofcly weaves, whofe poifoned bulk ** 
1 muft let ix^lu Who's there without ? 

Servautm 

My lord calb.— — — within^ - 

Send me the fiiotman, 

Servani* 
Call the footman to my lord. Biyan ! Biyan ! 

Enter Bryan. 
Hipdito. I 

It can be no man elfe, that Iridi Judas, 
*^ Bred to a country where fio venom profpers. 
But tn the nation's blood hath thus betraid me. 
^^ get you tfom your fervice. 

^ Bury hit iuUt bcDcath a heap U ftooo.*' 
Ben Tonfon's S^anus^ A. 5 : 

^< Tiusir ^^ v^^ ^ou^ *fc bound on fortune's wheeL" 

M Befide, cbi« feat body of mine dotk not crave 
^ HzKAc rxatf drinky and clochp one of your iuUs will have.** 
14 Bred i« « country where no venom proJj^Sf] That Ireland is free 
JSP9 aH veiyMnQU* or poifonous creatures, u a faft which is aflhcted by 
^Unoft every one wh* hath written cooccrning that country. 
Peitcke, in 7%€ Image efbdande^ 1581, Sign,C a, (ays: 
*f> Wifibin t)ie coa^^afle of this land, 
4( ..^ poyfimyng bea^ doeth live : 
u To adiier^ fnakef nor crocadile, 

^ no K^itte doeth it give. 
<« Whereby the fame repaft oule take 

^« to fecde his appetite s 
M 3«t with a deadly percyng Llowe, 

^ cpl^ frtitki»e It 4oeth fmite. 
*^ As ibnc as they doe touche the g^wiade, 
«^ cv«a by aad by they (^e : 

•And 
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Bryan. 

f aat meaneft thou by this now ? 

Queftkni me not, nor tempc vaj fuiy, TinatOy 
Cou1d*ll thou turn all the mountaiat in the land 
To hiUs of gold) and to fff^ me ; here thou ilayeft not; 

Bryam^ 

I faaty I care liot. 

Prate apt, hut get thee gone, I (hall fend dfe* 

Bryem. 
I, do predy» I had rather have thee make a icabbard of my 
guts, and let out all de Irifli puddings in ny poor beUy, den 

'< And hope pf longgr liie to Uv^ 

** from every oae doeth fljrc. 
** For where tyme paft it did poiTeffis 

" eche hartnill wicked beaft ; 
'< The hifling lerpcnt with her ms^te, 

'' and wonnc of poyfon leaft. 
** Yet now iio fudi k will retainer 

<< it Tottcheth not to (ee : 
'< The frogge, the tode, itor viper tIIc 
** within her bounds to bee." 
The fame Author fays,' that the fOvmtry wm exempted from thei« 
poifonous creatures by the means of St. Patrick : he likewiie adds, 
*' No beaft th'at noyeth mortal! man, 

«* is procreated theftre : 
^ It brynges forthe no Lion feare 

•* nor yet the rarnyng beare. 
<< No beaft (I faie) which do pofleflc • 

" one jotc of crewcll kmde : 
'< Excepte the wolfe that nofome is, 
<' in Iriihe feile \ iinde.*' 
Bamaby Rych, in his Defiriptkn rf Inlandj p. 44. fayt: << I will not 
'< contend whether it were Saint Patricke, who by his praiers hath thus 
<< purged Ireland from toads, from fnakes, from adders, and from other 
'* likeyenomous wormes : but there are other, as weU Beafts, as Birds, as 
*^ the Roebuck, the Moule, the Pianet, the Nytingale, that are m-er 
^ ftrangers in Ireland, as the other, and I cannot thlnke but that it was 
f* one man's worke to expell all thefe together, and ail at one time. But 
<* if it were Saint Patrick, or whofocver olherwife, that w*s (f> fevere , 
<^ againft the Nytingale, the (wecte C^errifter of the wood, whofc dc- 
'' le^able harmony is plejiiing to every eare, I would he had been as 
^< %id in juftice againil that foul-rmouthed bird the Guckow, whofe notes 
weie never yet pkafing to an^ man's eare, that was jealoos of his wife." 
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to be a falfe knave to dee I faat^ I will never fee dyne own 
fweet face more. A mmvhiddeer agra^ fare dec well, fare dee 
welly I wil go deal cows agaiii in Ireland* [Esit. 

Hipolito 
He*s damn'd tkat raisM this whirlwind, which hath blown 
Into her eyes this jealoufy : yet I'll on, 
I'll on, fto6d armed devils ftaring in mjr focc ; 
To be purfued in flight, quickens the race : 
Shall my blood ftreams by a wife's luft be bard ? ; 

Fond woman, no : iron grows by ftrokes more hard, 
Lawlefs dcfires^arcf (Skis fcorning all bounds, 
Or fulphur which, being ramM up, more confounds. 
Struggling with mad men madnefs nothing tames. 
Winds wreflling with great fires inceiife the flames. \JExiu 

Enter Bellafront and Orlando. 

Bellafront* 
How now, what ails your mafter ? 

Orlando, 
H*as taken a younger brother's purge, forfooth, and that 
works with him. 

Bellajr<mU 
Where is his cloak and rapier ? 

Orlando^ 
He has given up his cloak, and his rapier is bound to the 
peace: if you look a little higher, you may fee that another 
hath entered into hatband for him too. Six and four have 
put him into this fweat* 

Bella/rout. 
Where's all his money ? 

Orlando^ 
'Tis put over by exchange : his doublet was going to be 
tranilated, but for me: if any man would have lent but half a 
ducket on his beard, the hair of it had ftuft a pair of breeches 
by this time ; I had but one poor penny, and that I was glad 
to niggle out, and buy a holly-wand to grace him through the 
flreet. As hap was, his boots were on ; and then I dueled, to 
make people think he had been riding, and I had rUn by him. 

BellqfironU 

Oh me, how does my fweet Matheo ? 

Enter 
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Enter Madieo. 
Oh, rogue, of what dcvilifli fluff are thcfe dicp made off? of 
the parings of the devirs corns of his toes, that they run thus 
damnably? , ' . ' 

BeUafront. 

I pr'ythcc vex not- 

If any handicraft's man was ever fuffered to keep fliop m 
hell, it will be adice^maker; he's, able tp undo more IbuU 
than the devil ; I plaid wit^ mine own dice, yet loll. Have 
you anv money ? . • , 

^eUajronU 
*Las I have none* 

Matheo. : 
'Muft have money, muft havefome, muft have a cloak, and 
.rapi|sr» and things : will you go f<$t your Ume-iwig^| and' get 
me fome birds, fome money ?r^ • 

Bellajr<nu, 
What lime-twigs (hould I fct ? 

Mai/jio. 
You will not then ? Muft have ca(h and pi£^ures : do ye 
hear, (frailty) Ihall I walk in a ^5 Plymouth ejoak, (that's to 
fay) like a rogue, in my hofe. and doublet, and a crab- 
tree cudgel in my hand, a^d you fwim in your fattins?) Aiuft 
have money, come. 

Orlando. j-j-; . v 

Is't bed-time, mafter, that you undo my miftrefs ? 

Be/lajroftts ' , . . .T • 

Undo me ? Yes, yes, at thefe riflings ., . ». • i . - 
I have been too often. 

*S Plymouth c/oai] " That is,*' fays Ray, in his Proverbs^ I74l> 
p. 238. " a cane, a flaff ^ whereof this- is the occation. Many a" man of 
'* good extra^ion, coming home from far Toy ages,' may chance to famd 
** here, and, being out of forts, i& unable for the prcfcot time and place to 
** recruit himfelf with clothes. Here (if not friendly pcovided) they 
*' make the next wood their draper's (hop,' ^here a Itaff cut out fenres 
'* them for a covering. For we ufc when we walk in cuerpo to carry a 
** ftaflf in our hands, but none when in a cloak.** 

^ Plymouth cloak is mentioned in The tVandering yew. Sign, D : 
" But let Fortune fnatch her wheel from yoo, a poor alo-houfe ia your 
« Inn, an old Freeze Jerkin in fummcr your Sonday fuix, and a PUmoutb 
** cloake your cafter." 

D d 4 MathtiU 
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Maibio. 
Help to fleti Pacheoo. 

OrUmJo. 
Fleabg call you it ? 

Meubeo. 
m pawn you by th* Lord, to your very eye-brown. . 

With all my heart, fince heaven will have me poor» 
As good be drown'd at fea, aa drown'd at (hore, 

Orlando. 
Why hear you, fir ? yfaith, Ao not make away her gQWiu 

Matbio. 
Oh it*8 fiimmer, it's furomer ; your only fiiihion for a wo- 
man noW| is to be light, to be light, 

OrlamU* 
Why, pray, fir, employ feme of that money you hare ofmine* 

Maibeo. 
Thine? Ill fianre firfl« 1*11 beg firfl; when I touch a penny 
of that, let thefe fingers' ends rot. 

Orkmdo. 
So ther may, for that's paft touching. I law my twenty 
pounds ny high. 

Matbeo. 
Knoweil thou never a damn*d broker about the city ? 

Orlandom 

DamnM broker? yes, five hundred. 

Matbeo, 
The gown fiood me in above twenty duckets, borrow ten of 
it, cannot live without filver. 

Orknulo. 
Ill make what I can of it, fir, TU be your broker. 
But not your damo'd broker: oh, thou fcurvy knave. 
What makes a wiie turn whore, but fuch a uave ? [ExiU 

Matbeo. 
How now little chick, what aileft, weeping 
For a handful of taylors' (hreds ? pox on tbem, are there not 
iilksenow at mercers ? 

BeUafiront. 
I care not for gay feathers, I. 

Mathto. 
What doefi care for then ? why docft grieve ? 
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BeUafront* 
Why do I grieve f a choufand forrows ftrike 
At one poor heart, and yet it lives. Matheo, 
Thou art a gamfler, pr^ythee throw at all. 
Sec aU upon one caft, we kneel and pray. 
And firuggle for life, yet mull be caft away* 
Meet mi&ry quickly then, fplit all, fell all. 
And when thou haft f9ld all, fpend it, but I befeech thee 
Build not thy n)ind on me to coin thee more. 
To get it would'ft thou have me play the whore ? 

Matoeo. 
Twas your profeflion before I married you. 

BeHafrpMt, 
Umh ? it was indeed : if all men fhquld be branded 
For iin» long iince laid up, who could be faved i 
The quarter-day^ at hand, how will you do 
To pay the rent, Matheo f 

Matbea. 
Why, do as all of our occupation do againft quarter*dayB ; 
break up houfe, remove, ihift your lodgings, pox a youf 
quarters. 

Enter Lodovico. 

Lodoviio. 
Where*8 this gallant? 

Mathto^ 
Signior Ixxlovico ? how does my little mirror of knight« 
hood ? this is kindly done yfaith : welcome by my troth. 

And how doft, frolick ? fave you fair, lady. Thott lookeft 
fmug and brave)y, noble Matheo. 

Matheo. 
Drink and feed, bugh and lie warm« 

Lodovico. 
Is this thy wife? 

Matheo, 
A poor gentlewoman, fir, whom I make ufe of a nights* 

Lof/ovico, I 

Pay cuftom to youjr lips, fvveet lady. 

Matheo. 
Borrow ibme fhelk of him, ijpme wine, fweetheart. 

Lodovieom 
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ni fend for't then jfsiith. 

■ Matbeo, 

Yoo fend fort? Some wine, I pr'ythec. 

Bellqfi'ont, 
I. have no monej. 

Matheo, 
Stlood, nor I : What wine love you, Signior ? 

L»od(rvico. 
Here, or 1*11 not ftay, I protefl ; trouble the gentlewoman 
too much ? ' \Kxit Bella front* 

And what news flies abroad, Matheo ? 

Matheom 
Trothf none. Ob, fignior, we have been merry in our days. 

Lodovica. 
And no doubt {hall again. 
The divine powers never (hoot darts at men 
Mortal, to kill them. 

Matheo. 

You lay true. 

JLoao*V!CO» 
Why fho^ld we grieve at want ? 
Say the world made thee her minion, that 
Thy head lay in her lap, ahd that (he danc*t thee 
On her wanton knee, Ihe could but give thee a whole 
World: that's all, and that all's nothing ; the world's 
'CSreateil part cannot fill up one corner of thy heart. 
Say, -the three corners were all filfd, alas ! 
Of what art thou poiTedt a thin blown glafs : 
Siich ai by boy»^ is puftinto the air. 
Were twenty kingdoms thine, thou'dft live in care: 
Thou could ft not fleep the better, nor live longer. 
Nor merrier be, nor health fuller, nor ftronger. 
If then thou want'ft, thus make that want thy plqafure, 
No man wants all things, nor has all in meafure. 

Matheo, 
I am the moft wretched fellow : fure fome left handed 
prieft chriilened me, 1 am io unlucky : I am never out of one 
puddle or another, ftill falling. 

4. Enter 
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Enfer Bellafront, anJ Orlando* 

Matheo. 
Fill out wine to my little finger. 
With my heart i'faith, 

Lodovico. 
Thanks, good Matheo. 
To your own fweet felf, 

Orlatuhm 
All the brokers hearts, fir, are made of flint* I can with all 
my knocking, flrike but fix fparks of fire out of them ; here^g 
fix ducketSy if you'll take them. 

Matheo, 
Give me them : an evil confclence gnaw theqi all, moths 
and plagues hang upon their lowfie wardrobes. 

Lodonfico. 
Is this your man, Matheo ? an old fervingman. 

Orlando, 
Ypu may give me t'other half too, fir: 
That's the beggar. 

Lodo-vicom 
What haft there, gold ? 

Matheo, 
A fort of rafcals are in rny debt, (God knows what) and 
they feed me with bits, with crums, a pox choke them* 

Lodovicom 
A word, Matheo : be not angry with me ; 
Believe it that I know the touch of time. 
And can part copper (tho it be gilded o'er) 
From the true gold : the fails which thou doft fpread, 
Would fhew well, if they were not borrowed. 
The found of thy low fortunes drew me hither, 
I give rayfelf unto thee, pr'ythee u(e mc, . 
I will beftow on you a fuit of fattin, 
And all things elfe to fit a gentlemani ^. 
Becaufe I love you. 

Matheo, 
Thanks, good noble knight. 

* Lodovico, 
Call on me when you pleafe ; 
Till then farewef. [Exit, 

Matbe0, 


^. 
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Mather. 
Haft angled ? baft cut up this frefti fidmon ? 

Belkfrottt. 
Woud'ft have me be fo bafc ? 

It's bafc to fteat« it's bafe to be a whore : 
TbottH be more bafe, 1*11 make thee keep a door. [Exiu 

Orlando. 
I hope he will not fneak away with all the money, will he? 

BtUafront. 
Thou feeft he does. 

Orhmdo. 
Nay then it's well. I fet my brains upon an upright laft ; 
though my wits be old, yet they are like a witherd pippin, 
wholfome. Look you, miftrefs, I told him I had but fix 
duckets of the (knave) broker, but I had eight, and kept 
tfaefe two tor you. 

Rellafront. 
Thouihould'ft have given him all 

Orlando^ 
What, to fly high? 

BdlafronU 
Like waves, my mlfery drives on mifcry. [-E.T/V. 

Orlando. 
Sdl his wive*8 dpaths from her .back ? does any poulterer's 
vix^ putl chickens alive? he riots all abroad, wants all ^c 
home; he dices, whores, fwaggers, fwears, cheats, borrows, 
pawns : I'll give him hook and line, a little more for all this. 
Vet i'ore'i*th' end heHl delude all my hopes ; 
And ihew me a trench trick danc'd on the ropes. \E^iu 

JEnter at mu door Lodovico and Carolo ; at another Beits, amd 
mifirrfs Horfeleach ; Candido ami bis wife appear in tbejhop^ 

JLodovic^* 
Hift, hift, lieutenant Bots, how do'Il man ? 

Carolo. 
Whither are you ambling, madam Horfeleach ? 

tiorjeleachn 
4hput worldly profit, fir : how do your wor(hip$ ) 

Bott. 
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Sots, 
We want tools, gentlemen, to furniih the trade : the^ fvear 
out'day and night; they wear out till no mettle be left in ilieir 
back ; we hear of two or three new wenches are come iqp 
with a carrier, and your old ^Ihawk here U flying at them. 

And faith, what fle(h have you at home ? 

HorfeUach. 

Ordinary dilhes^ by my troth, fweet men, there's few ^gxA 
t^th' city ; I am as well nirnilht as any, and though I faj ic^ 
as well .Cttftom'd. 

We have meats of all forts of dreiling; we have SevM 
meat for your Frenchmen, pretty light picking meat for your 
lulian, and that which is rotten roafted, for Doo Spaniardo. 

A pox on*r. 

We have {X}ulterers ware for your fweet bloods, as dofc^ 
diicken, duck, tea), woodcock, and fo forth : and but^hei's 
meat tor the^ritizen : yet muttons fall very bad this year. 

Stay, is not that my patient linen-draper yonder, and mj 
fine young.imug miftitfs, his wife ? 

Carolo. 
Sirrah Grannam, 111 give thee for thy fee twenty crowns, 
if thoo canft but procure me the wearing of yon velvet cap* 

Horjekdch. 
You'd wear another thing befides the cap. Y*are % wag* 

' Bets. 
Twenty crowns? we'll (hare, and 111 be your puUy to draw 
heron* 

• Do't prefcntly ; we'll have feme fport. 

Horfiieacb. 
Wheel yott about, fweet men: do you fee, I'll cheapen 
Wares of the man, whilli Bnts is doing with his wife* 

Lodovico. 
To't : if wtt come into the ihop to do you grace, we^l call 
you madam, 

X B0U^ 
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Bots. 
Vox % your old face, give it the badge of all fcurvy faces, 
% maique^ 

Candida. 
What is't you lack, gentlewotnan ? cambrick or lawns, or 
fine hollands ? pray draw near, I can fell you a penny*worth. 

B9iS. 

Some cambrick for my old lady. 

. «v, •)** Candido* 

Cambrick ? you (hall^ the purefl thread in Millaa* 

Lodovic0 and Carolo. 
Save yOUf Signior Candido. 

. L^denfic^m 
How do^ my noble mafter } how my fair mifirefs ? 

Ci^uUdp* 
My woHhipful good fervant, view it well, .for 'tis both fine 
and even. ' 

CaroU. 
Cry you mercy, madam, though maik'd, I thought it 
ihould be you by your man. Pray, Signior* (hew her the 
beft:, for (he com'monly deals for good ware. 

Candido* 
Then this (hall fit her, this is for your ladyjfhip. 

Bots. 
A word, I pray, there is a waiting gentlewoman of my 
lady's : her name is Ruyna, fays (he's your kinfwoman, and 
that you (hould be one of her aunts. 

Wife. 
One of her aunts ? troth, (ir, I know her not. 

Bots* 
If it pleale you to bellow the poor labour of your legs at 
any time, I wiU be your convoy thither ? 

IVifi. 
I am a fnail, fir, feldom leave my houfe, if 't pleafe her to 
▼ifit me, (he (hall be welcome. 

Bots. 
Do you hear? the naked troth is : my lady hath a young 
knight, her fon, who loves you ; y'are made, if you lay hold 
upon't : this jewel he (ends you. 
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Sir, I return his IqviJaiid jewel- wltii.Tc'ora;!^/^^^ 
band, or I (hall call my hulbaod. You are an krrant knave. 

What, will fhe do? 

Do? they (hall all do if Bots fets upon. them onoej^i^ was 
as if (he had profefl. the* trade, fqueaii)i(h at firO:, at Ia& I 
(hewed her this jewel, faid, a kt^ght fent it her« . * . 

Is't gold, aQ4 rigl^t ftones ? • : - 

Bots. 
Copper, copper, I go a fi(hing with the& halts* 

Lodo^ico, 
, She nibble^ but would not fwallow the fagok, b^caufe the 
cunger-head her hu(baDd was by : but (he bids the gentleman 
kiame any afce;raoon» .andihe'U meet him at her garacA-hou^ 
which I know. 

Bots. 
Is this no lye now? 

Lodovico. 

Damn me if-rr 

Bots. ' . * . ^ 

Oh pr'ythee ftay there, 

Lodovico. 
The twenty crowns, fir. 

Bots. 
Before he has his work done? but on my knightly wotd, 
he (hall pay't thee. 

Enter Allolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, and Biyan.-. . 

4/iolfo. ^ 
I thought thou had'A been gone into thine own countiy* 

Bryan. 
No ^at la, I cannot go dis four or tree dayes* 

Berdldo. 
Look thee, yonder's the (hop, afid thfuVthe man himfelf. 

FontindL 
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FaaiineU. 
Thou ihalt but cheapen, and do as we told tfaee» to put 
a jcft upon him, to abde his patience. 

I faat, I doubt mf pate (hall be knocked : but fa crees & 
mt, for your (bakes, I will runne to any linen-draper in bell, 
come proddy. 

Save 3^00 gallants. 

Lodtvieo and Cartk* 
Oh, well net! 

You'll givono more you fay ? I cannot take it*. 

Horjeleacb. 
Truly 1*11 give no more. 

It muft not fetch it. What we'd you have, fweet gentlemen ? 

Nay, here's the cuflomer. [Exeunt Bots and Horfdeach. 

LoJovic§» 
The gardtn-houfe you fay ? well bolt out your roguery. 

CandiJd^ 
I will but lay the(c parcels by— My men are all at Cuftom- 
houle unloading wares, if cambrick you wo'd deal in, there's 
the bed, all Millan cannot fample it. 

Lodovica, 
Do you hear? i. a. 5. S*foot, there came in 4. Gallants^ 
fure your wife is dipt up, and the 4th man I hold my life is 
grafting your warden-tree **. 

Candida, 
Ha, ha, ha : you gentlemen are full of jeft* 
If (he be up, (he's gone fome wares to (how, 
I have above as good wares as below. 

LodovicOm 
Have you fo ? nay then— 

•* wardai'tree] A pear-tree. " Volemum. Plin. Volema autem pyr» 
<< funt prffgrandia, ita didU^ quod impleant volam/' Barret's j^hiaric. 
The French call this pear fkrtdfgardu See Mr. Sctevens's Note on 
<ri^mmpr^s Tait, A. 4. S. a. ^ ,. . 

CMnaidom 
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NoWy gentletnen» is't cambricks ? 

Bryan, 
I predee now let me have de beft ware%| 

Candido, . 
What's that he fays, pray, gentlemen ? 

Marry, he (ays we are like to have the beft wares* 

The beft wares ! all are bad, yet wares do good. 
And, like to furgeons, let iick kingdoms blood. 

Bryan* ' 
Faat a devil prateft tow fo, a pox on dee, I preddee let me 
fee fome hollen, to make Imen (hirts, for fear my body be loufy* 
<h CanMJo* 

Indeed I underftand no word he fpeaks. 

Carch* 
Many, he ra3r8, that at the ii^ in Holland there was much 
bawdry ufed among the foldiers, though they were loufy. 

Can-do, 
It may be fo, that's likely, true indeed, 
In every garden, lir, does grow that weed. 

Bryan, 
Pox on de gardens, and de weeds, and de fooles cap derey and 
dedoutest; hear^ doft makeahobby-horfeof me? 

Ontnesm 
Oh, fie, he has torn the cambrick. 

Candidf, 
Tis no matter. 

It frets me to the fouL 

Candida. 
So does not me. 
My cuflomers do oft for remnants call, 
Tbefe are two remnants now, no lofs at all. 
But let me tell you, were my fervants here. 
It would have coft more.— Thank you, gentlemeni 
I ufeyou well, pray know my (hop again. \Exk. 

Omnes, 

Ha, ha, ha ; come, co^ie, let's go, let's go. [Exeunt. 

Vol. JII. E c Enter 
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Ef:ter Matheo (hrave ^^) and BcHafront. 

Mathed* 
How, am I faited, Front ? am I. not gallanti ha? 

Bellaffotti. 
Yes, firi you are fifted welL * 

'• Maitheo. 
Ezceediixg palling well, and to the time. 

• - BfU^ont. 
The taylor hat plaid his part with you* 

And I have plaid. a gentleman*& part with, my taylor^ for 1 
owe him for the making of it« 

BtllafronU 

And why did you fo^ (ir ? 

Mfitbeo^ 

To keep the faihion : It*s your only fafhion now of your 
bed rank of gallants, to make their taylors wait for their money ; 
neither were it wir4om ii^deed to pay them upon the fird 
edition of a new fu;t; for commonly the fuit is. owing for^ 
when the linings are worn out, and there's no reafoQ then^ 
that the taylor (hould be paid before the mercer« 

Is this the fuit the knight beftpwed upon you ? 

This is the fuit, and I need not ihame to wear it* for better 
men than I would be glad to have fuits bedowed on them. 
It's a generous fellow,— but— pox on him— we whofe pleri- 
cranions are the very limbecka and ftillitories of good wit, and 
fly high, muft drive liquor oat of dale gapipg oyfiers. 

*7 brave] u t, fine^ gaudily drejfed. As, in Lyly*s Euphua eutd hii 
Eng land, p. 67 : *' — another layech all his living Bpon " ^Is backc, 
•* judging that women are wedded to b'ravhie,** 
The F'tiluref by Maflinger, A. 3. S. 6 : 

** And to how many fcreral wcMnen you are , 

** )Behold'ing for your bravery,** 
The Emperor of the Eq/f, A. 2. S. i : 

" — her bravery - ' • 

« So altera her, I had forgit her face." , 
Ibid. A. 4. S. I : 

" I*ve built no palaces to face the Court, 

^ Npr xlo my follgwer'* bravery ihame his train/' - 
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Shallow knight!, .poor .Snwire Tinacheo : I'll miake a wild 
Catalan** of forty fuch: hanghim, he*s an afs, he's always 
fober. 

Bellqfronf* 

This is y6ur fault to wound y«ur friends ftill. 

. Matheo. 

No faith. Front, Lodovico is a noble Slavonian : it*s more 
taire'to fee him in a woman'? company, then for» a Spaniard 
to go into England, and to challenge the Englifh fencers 
there. — One knock8,-^See— ^Z«flf,^,y&i^ ^fat ^^i rurtle in filks 
and fattins : there^s mufick in this, and a tafiety petticoat, it 
makes both fly high,— ^Catzo. 

Etaer Bellafront^ after her Orlando like himfelf^ wkhfoUr Men 

after him. 

Bellafronh 
Matheo ? ^is my father. 

MathetTm 
H^, father ? it's no matter, he finds Ho tattered prodigals 
here, 

Orlatidd* 
Is not the door good enough to hold your bloc coats? 
away, knaves. Wear not your cloaihs thread-bare at knees 
for me ; beg heaven*s bleffing (not mine). Oh, cry your wor- 
(hip mercy, lir ; wa3 ibmewhat bold to talk to thi» gentle- 
woman, your wife here. 

Mathedm 
A poor gentlewoman, fir. 

Orlando* 
Stand not, fir, bare to me ; I have read oft 
TJiat fcrpcnts who creep low, belch ranker poifba 
Than winged dragons do, that fly aloft. 

Matheo. 
If it offend you, fir? 'tis for my plcafurc* 

Your pleafure bc*t, fir ; umh, is this your palace ? 

i« — aioildCztziznoffn-tyfucht'] K e. forty fuch (hallow knights, &c. 
would go to the compofition of a dexterous tbiff. See a note on the Merry 
Wives of H^tndjor^ laft Edition, p. 265. 

£e 2 BcUafronU 
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Betti^onu 
Tety and out kingdom, for 'tis our content. 

Orlando* 
It's a very poor kingdom then ; what, are all your fubje^ls 
gone a iheep-ihearing r not a maid ? not a maii ? not fo much 
as a cat ? you keep a good houfe belike* juft like one of your 
profeffion, every room with bare walls, and a half-headed bed 
to vault upon (as all your bawdy-houfes are). Pray who are 
your upholders } Oh, the ipiders, I fee, they bellow hangings 
upon you. 

Matheo* 
Bawdy-houfe ! Zounds I fi r ■■ 

BeUafironu 
Oh, fweet Matheo, peace. Upon my knees 
I do beieech you, fir, not to arraign me 
For fins, which heaven, I hope, fong fince hath pardoned* 
Thoie flames (like lightning flaihes) are fo fpent. 
The heat no more remains, than where (hips went. 
Or where birds cut the air, the print remains. 

Matheo. 
Pox on him, kneel to a dog ! 

BeUafronU 
She that's a whore 
Lives gallant, fares well, is not (like me) poof, 
I have now as fmall acquaintance with that fin^ 
A» if I had never known it ; that, never been. 
-- - Orlando. 

No acquaintance with it ! what maintains thee then } hovi 
doft live then ? has thy hulband any lands ? any rents coming 
in, any (lock going, any ploughs jogging, any (hips (ailing? 
haft thou any wares to turn, fo much as to get a fingle penny 
by ? yes, thoii haft ware to fell, knaves are thy chapmen^ and 
thy (hop is hell. 

Matheo. 
Do you hear, fir ? 

Orlando. 
So, fir, I do hear, fir, more of you thanyOu dream I do. 

Matheo. 
Tou fiy a little too high, fir. 

OrUmdo. 
^ Why, fir, too high ? 

Matheo^ 
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Matheo. 
I have fuffered your tongue, like ^' a bard cater tra, to run 
all this while, and have not fiojpt it. 

Orlando^ 
Well, fir, you talk like a gameften 

Matheo. 
If you come to bark at her, becaufe ftie*« a poor rogue; 
look you, here's a fine path, iin and there, there the door. 

BelUrfrottt* 
Matheo ? 

Matheo* 
Your blue coats ftay for you, fir. 
I love a good honefi roaring Boy, and fo-^ 

Orkmdo, 
That's the devil. 

Matheo* 
Sir, fir, V\\ have no Jbves in my houfe to thunder avaunt : 
ihe (hall live and be maintained, when you, like a keg of 
mufty fturgeon, fhall llink. Where ? in your coffin. How ? 
be a mufiy fellow, and loufy. 

Orlando* 
I know (he fhall be maintained, but how ? (he like a quean, 
thou like a knave ; (he like a whore, thou like a thief. 

Matheo. 

Thief! zounds, thief I 

« 

*5 a bard cater tra"] The following paflTage from The Art of JuggViti^f 
or Legerelemaing, by S. R. 4to. i6iz. Sign. C4, will Efficiently explain 
the terms above ufed : '^ Firft you muft know a langret, which is a die 
** that fimple men have feldom heard of, but often feene to their coft ; 
** and this is a well-favoured die, and feemeth good and fquare, yet it is 
*' forged longer upon the cater and trea than any other way : and there- 
" fore it is called a langret. Such be alTo caird bard cater treas, be- 
** caufe commonly the longer end will of his owne fway drawe downe* 
" wards, and turne up to the eie fice (incke deuce or ace. The principal 
** ufe of them is at Novum for fo longe a paire of bard cater treas hew zik-' 
*' ing on the bourd, fo long can yc not caft five nor nine, unles it be by 
*' great chance, that the roughnes of the table, or fome other ftoppe, force 
** them to ftay, and run againft their kinde : for without cater or trea ye 
*' know that five or nine can never come." 

Monlie\ir D'Olive, 1606, t\it Jiop cater .tre \^ mentioned; and again, 
The London Prodigal, 

Ee 3 Bellafrant. 
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' BellqfronU 
Good dearcft Mathec— Father, 

Matbeo. 
Pox on you both, Til not be brayed : new fattin fcorns to 
be put down with bare bawdy velvet. Thief ! 

Qrlando. 
Aye, thief ; th'art a murthercr, a cheater, a whore-monger^ 3| 
pot-hunter^ a borrower, a beggar — 

Dear father. 

Matbeo. 
An old afs, a dog, a churl, a chuff, an ufurer, a villain, a 
moth, a mangy mule with an old velvet iioot-cloth on his 
back, fir. 

BellafronU 
Oh me! 

OtlaTuk* 
Varlet, for this I'll bang thee. 

Matbeom 
Ha, ha, alas. 

Orlando. 
Thou kecpefl a man of mine here, under my nofe, 

♦ Matbeo^ 
Under thy beard. 

Odando* 
- As arrant a fmell-fmock, for an old mutton-munger, as 
thyfelf. 

MatbcOm 
No, as yourfelf* 

Orlando, 
As arrant a purfe-taker as ever cried, fland, yet a good fel- 
low, I coiitefs, and valiant ; but he'll bring thee to'th' gallows ^ 
you both have robb'd of late two poor country pedlars. 

Matbeo^ 
How's this ? how's this ? doll thou fly high? rob pedlars ? 
bear wirners, Front, rob pedlars ? my man and I a thief? 

Beliafront, 
Oh fir, no more. 

Orlando, 
Aye, knave, two pedlers, hue and cry is up, warrants are 
out, and I Ihall lee thee climb a ladder. ' ^ ' 

7 Maf/jto. 


MHatBeom 


V! 


%j^ 



How 

the 

you, and your old carcafs. 

TeH what thou canfl ; if {^ flay here longer, I (hall be 
hang*d too, for being in thy company ; therefore, as I found 
you, I leave you. 

MatheOn 
Kneel, and get money of him. 

Orlando. 
A kn^ve and a quean, a thief, and a {trumpet, a couple of 
beggars, a brace of baggages. 

Matbeo. 
Hang upon him. Aye, aye, fir, fare you well ; we are fo : 
follow clofe— we are beggars— in fattin — to him. 

BilUfionU 
Is this your comfort, when io many ^ears 
You have left me frozen to death ? 

Orlando. 
Freeze ilill, fiatve ilill. 

Betlafront. 
Yes, fo I (hjill : I muft : I muft and will, y 
If as you fay Fm poor, relieve me then. 
Let me not fell my body to bafe men. , . 
You call me«ftrumpet, heaven knows I am none: 
Your cruelty may drive nie to be dnjc : 
Let not that fin be yours; let not the (hame 
Of common whore live longer than my name. 
That cunning bawd (neceffity) night and day 
Plots to undo me ; drive that bag away, 
Left being at loweft ebb, as now I am, 
I link for ever. 

Orlando. 
Lowed ebb, what ebb? 

Bclkfront. 
So poor, that (tho* to tell it ^e my Ihame) 
I am not worth a diih to hold my meat j 
I am yet pborei*/! want bread to eat* 

£ e 4 Orlando. 


yr 
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Orlando. 
It^ not feen by your checks. 

Matbeo, 
I think (he has read an homily to tickle too the old rogue* 

Orlando^ 
Want bread? there's fattin : bake that, 

Matheo. 
S'blood, make paflies of my cloaths ? 

' Orlando* 
A fair new cloak, fteur that ; an excellent gilt rapier. 

Matheon 
Will you eat that, fir? 

Orlando. 
I could feall: ten good fellows with thofe hangerSf^ 

Matbeo. 
The pox you (hall. 

Orlando* 
I (hall not (till thou beggefi:) think thou art poor ; 
And when thou beggeft, I'll feed thee at my door. 
As I feed dogs (with bones), till then beg, 
Sorrow, pawn, ileal, and hang, turn bawd. 
When th'art no whore, my heart-ftrings furc 
Would craok, were they ilrained more. ' [Exit. 

Matheo. 
This is your father, your damn'd-*-confufion light upon all 
the generation of you ! he can come bragging hither with four 
white herrings (ac's tail) in blue coats without roes in their 
bellies, but I may flarve ere he give me fo much as a cob '°. 

Bellc^ronU 
What tell you me of this ? alas. 

Matheom 
Go trot after your dad, do you capitulate, I'll pawn not for 
you, ni not ileal to be hanged for fuch an hypocritical clofe 
common harlot: away, you dog— ♦Brave y faith! Udsfoot! 
give me fome meat. 

BelUfrottU 
Yes, fir. \Exiu 

5® a w^.] A herring Is palled a cob. See Nafli's Lttim Stuff, This 
is, however, 91 quibble here, for I think a cob in Ireland fi^^^fies a coin, 
or piece gf money. 

Matheo* 
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Matheo* 
Goodman flave, my man too is gallop'd, to the devil a'thc 
t'other fide : Pacheco, I'll checo you. Is this your dad*8 day? 
England (they fay) is the only hell for borfes, and only Paradife 
for women : pray get you to that Paradife, becaufe y'are called 
an Haneft Whore ; thcnp they live none but honeft whores with 
9 pox: marry, here in our city, all our lex are but foot-cloth 
nags : the mailer no fooner lights, but the man leaps into the 
faddle- > 

Enter Bellafront. 

BeUafront. 
Will you fit down I pray, fir ? 

Matheo. 
I could tear (by'th'Lord !) his flefli, and eat his midriff in 
felt, as I eat this : — muft I choak — my father Frifcobaldo, I 
(hall make a pitiful hog-loufe of you Orlando, if you fell once 
into my fingers— Here's the favoreft meat: I have got a 
Aomach with chafing. What rogue (hould tell him of thofe 
(wo pedlers ? A plague choak him, and gnaw him to the bare 
bones ! come fill. 

BeUaJront. 
Thou fweateft with very anger, good fweet, vex not, 'Jas, 
'tis no fault of mine* 

Matbeo, 
Where didfl buy this mutton ? I never felt better ribs^ 

BeUafrottt. 
A neighbour fent it me. 

Enter Orlando* ' 

Matbeo* 
Hah, neighbour f foh, my mouth fiinks, you whore, do you 
beg viduals for roe ? Is this fattin doublet to be '' bom« 
baued with broken meat ? [Takis up tbijtool, 

3' bombafted] i. e, ftuffed out. So, in Gafcoigne's Fable of Jcronmif 
p. 232 : 

" Thy bodies bolftred out 

<< With bumba/i and with bagges, 
<< Thy roales, thy ruffes, thy caules, thycoifes, 
** Thy jerkins, and thy jaggcs.** 
To bombaft was in general to fluff with cotton. Ste Mr. Steevens's 
Note on the Firft Part of Henry IV. A. 2. S. 4. ' 

Orlando. 
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What will you do, fir ? 

Beat oirt the braos of a beggarly £ JEt/V Beik^nn 

OriattJcm • 

Beat ont aa afs*s head oi your own; tmray; miftrefi. 
Zounds! do but toach one hair of her, and I*U ib quilt your 
cap with old mm, that yoar coxcomb ihal) aWe the worfe theft 
feven years for't : Does (he look like a roafied rabbit, that yoa 
mufl have the head for the brains ? 

Ha, ha : go but of my doors, you rogue, aWay, four marks 
trudge. 

Four marks ? no, fir, my twenty pounds that j^ou have made 
fly high^ and I am gone. 

Matbco. 
Muft I be fed with chippings ? y*are bcft get a 3* clapr 
diib, and fay y'are pnx^or to fomc Spittle-houfe. Where haft 
thou been, Pacheco ? come hither my little turky-cock* 

Orlando. 
I cannot abide, fir, to (ee a woman wroog'd, not !• 

Matbeom 
Sirrah, here was my father- ih-Iaw to-day. 

Orlan^» 
Pi(h, then y'are full of crowns. 

S* elapispi] ** The beggars, two or three centuries ago, ufed to pro- 
** claim their want by a wooden difh with a moveable cover, which they 
*' clacked to fliew that the veflel was empty." See Mr. Steevens's Note 
on Me^Uitrgfor Aieafurty A. 3, S; z. 

Again, in Churchyard's CW//»g-/, 1593, p« 143 : 

*' Where I was wont, the golden chaines to wear, 
*• A payre of beads, about my nccke was wound, 
" A linnen clo.h was lapt about my heare, 
** A ragged gowne, that trailed on the ground, 
" j4 d':fn that clap>t, and gave a heavy found, 
*' A ftaying ftaffe, and walkt therewithall, 
** I bear abojDt, as witneflc of my fail." 
Evtry Man In bh Butttoury A. 2. S. i : ** — • an he think to be reliev'd 
<* by me, when he is got into one o' your city pounds, the counters, he has 
** got the wrong ibw by the ear i faith j and tiaps bis di/h at the wrong 
« Man's door." 

Matb€0. 
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Mathea. 
Hang him, he would have thruft crowns upon me, to have 
fel*n in again, but I fcom cail-cloaths, or any man's gold. 

Orlando. 
But mine: how did he brook that (fir?). 

Matheo» 
Oh: fvvore like a dozen of drunken tinkers; at laft growlnj^ 
foul in words, he and four of his men drew U|>on me, fir. 

Orlando, 
In your houfe ? wo'd I had been by.^ 

Matheo, 
. I made no more ado, but fell (o my old lock, and (b thrafhed 
tny blue coats, and old crabtree-face my father-in-law, s^n4 
then walkt like a lion in my grate* 

Orlando, 
Oh, noble mafler ! 

Matheo, 
Sirrah, he could tell me of the robbing the two pedkrs, and 
that warrants are out for us both. 

Orlando* 
Good fir, I like not thofe crackers. 

Matheo, 
Crackhalter, wo't i^t thy foot to mine } 

Orlando* 
How, fir ? at drinking. 

Matheo, 
We'll pull that 0I4 crow my father : rob thy roafter. I 
know the houfe, thou the fervants : ^^ the purchafc is rich, the 
plot to get it eafy^ the dog will not p^rt from a bone* 

Orlando, 
Pluck 't out of his throat theA : Til fha^l for one. If this cati 
bhe. 

35 tbeffurcbafe is rfch,"] Purcbafe was antlently a cant word for ftolen. 
goods. Aiy in Bartbolomnv Fasr^ A. 2. S. 4: '^ All the purfes and ^r- 
*< ci^afe I give you to-day by conveyances^ bring hither to Urt'la's prc- 
« fently." 

Tbe ^Icbemifly A. 4. S. 7 : 

« __ I' the mean time, 
<' Do you two pick up aU the goods, ztnipur^fi 
" That we can carry i* the two trunks," 
See alfo Mr. Whallcy's Note on the laft palOTage ; and Wfr, Sicevens's 
Note on the Firft Part of Henry IV. A. 2. S. x. ' 

MatbcQ, 
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Matbep. 

Say no more, f^y no more, old pole, meet me anon at th« 
%n 6f the Shipwreck, 

OrlanJof 
Yes, fir. 

Matheo* 
And doft hear, man ? — the Shipwreck, [Exit. 

Orlando, 
ThVt at the Shipwreck now, and like a fwimmer 
Bold (but unexpert) with thofe waves doft play, 
Whofe dalliance (whorelike) is to caft thee away. 

Enter Hipolito and Bellafront. 

And here's another veflel (better fraught. 
But as ill-mannM), her finking will be wrought, 
If refcue come not : like a man of war 
J11 therefore bravely out: fomewhat I'll do, 
And either favc them both, or perifh too. [^*''» 

Hipolito, 
It is my fate to be bewitched by thofc eyes 

Bellafront, 
Jatc ? your folly. 
Why iboold my face thus mad you ? las, thofe colours 
Are wound up long ago, which beauty fpread ; 
The flowers that once grew here, are withered. 
You turnM my black foul white, made it look new» 
And ihouki 1 fin, it ne'er (hould be with you* 

Hipolito. 
Your hand, HI offer you fair play : when fir 
Wc me| i*ih' lifis together, you remember 
You were a common rebel ; with one parley 
I won yoii to come in. 

BeUafront. 
Yoa did. 

HitoUto* 
V\\ try 
If now I can beat down this chaflity 
With the fame ordnance ; will you yield this fort, 
If With the power of argument now (as then) 
I get of you the conqu^ : as before 

I turned 
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I tutn*d you honed, now to turn you whore, 
By force of ftrong pcrfuafion ? 

Jfyou can, 
I yield. 

HipoUto* 
The alarm's ftruck up : I'm your man. 

A woman gives defiance. 

Sit. 

BelJafrimt* 
Begin : 
'Tis a brave battle to encounter fin* 

HipolitOm 

You men that are to fight in the fame war. 
To which I'm preft, and plead at the fame bar. 
To win, a woman, if you wo'd have me ipeed. 
Send all your wifhet. 

BeUafroHU 

No doubt y'are heard, proceed. 

HipoUto. 

To be a harl«t, that you fland upon. 
The very name's a charm to make you one. 
Harlot was a dame of {o divine 
And ravifliing touch, that (he was ^ concubine 
To an £nglifh king : her fweet bewitching eye 
Did the king's heart-firings in fuch love-knots tie, 
That even the coyeil was proud when fhe could hear 
Men fay, Behold ; another harlot there; 
And after her all women that were fair 
Were harlots callM, as to this day fome are: 
Beiides her dalliance, (he fo well does mix, 
That (he's in Latin call'd the Mer^trix. 

34 I ■ concubine 

To an Engii/kJtmg:'] ulrlotta (from whence the "Wiord harlot is fanci-* 
fuUy derived) was not the concubine of an Englifh monarch, but miibreis 
to Robert, one of the dukes of Normandy, and father to William the 
! Conqueror. S* 
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Thus for the name j for the profefBonj this, 
Who lives in bondage, lives lacM i the chief blifs 
This world below can yield, is fiberty : 
VVnd who (than whores) wirh loofer wings dai^ fly ? 
As Juno's proud bird fpreads the fatreft tail| 
So does a Urumpet hold the loftiell fail. 
She's no man's llave (men are her Haves) ; her eye 
Moves not on wheels fcrew'd up with jealoufy. 
She (hord, or coacht) does merry journies make^ 
Free as the fun in his gilt zodiak : 
As bravely does flie fliine, as faft (he's driven. 
But f^ays not long in any hbuie of heaven : 
But (hifts from iign to fign her amorous prizes, 
More rich being when Ihe's down, than when fhe rifes* 
In brief, gentlemen haunt them, foldlers fij^ht for them. 
Few men but know them, few or none abhor them : 
Thus (for fport fake) fpeak I, as to a woman, 
Whom (as the worft ground) I would turh to common t 
But you I would endofe for mine own bed« 

BellafronU 
So (hould a hulband be difhonoured. * 

Diihonoured ! not a whit : to fall (o oile 
(Befides your hufband) is to fall to none. 
For one no number is, 

Bellafronim 

Faith ! (hould you take 
One in your^bed, would you that reckoning make i 
'Tis time you found retreat. 

Say, have I won, 
Is the day ours ? 

SelJqfrcnL 

The battle's but half done, 
None but yourfelf have yet founded alarms^ 
Let us ilrike too, elfe you diflionour arms* 

If you can win the day, 
The glory's yours. 

BcUafronu 


^\ 
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Mella/tvai. 
To prove a womaa fliould not be a i^hor^^ 
When (he was niiu)r>. (he had. one man, and no more. 
Yet (he was tied to laws then^ for (even then) . 
*Tis faid, (he was not n^tde.for men, but naan^ 

Anon, tMncreafe earth?* brood,, the law- was varied, • ;j 

Men (hould take many wives : andtho' they married 
According to that a6^ yet 'tis not known, ^ ^ 

•But that thofe wives were ouly tied to pne. * 

New parliaments were iince : for now on« woman 
Is (hared between three hundred, uay^ (he's common; 
Common as fpotted leopards, whom for (port-- 
Men hunt, to get thefle(h, but care not for't; 
So fpread they nets of gold> and tune their cafls^ . \ 
To inchant (illy women to.take falls : 
Swearing they are angels (which that they may w4n) 
The)'*ll hire the devil to come with falfe dice im 
Oh Sirens fubtlei tunes 1 yourfclves you fUttter,, 

And our weak fex betray, fo men love water ; 

It ferves to wa(h their hands, but (being once foal) 

The water down is pour'd, cafl out of doors^ 

And even of fuck haie ufe do men make wboves* 

A harlot (like a hen) more fweetnefs reaps, 

To pick men one by one up, than in heaps : 

Yet all feeds but confounding. Say you (hould' tafte me, ^ 

I ferve but for the time, and when the day- 

Of war is done, am calheer'd out of pay : 

If like lame foldiers I could beg, that's all. 

And there's luft's rendezvous, an hofpitaU 

Who then would; be a man's flave, a man's woman? 

She's half-ftarv'd the firfl day that feeds in common. 

HipoUta. 
You (hould not feed fo, but with me alone* 

Bellqfront, 
If I drink poifon bjr ftealth, is't not all one ? 

Is't not rank poifon flill with you alone ! 

Nay, fay you fpy'd a courtezan, whofe foft fide 

To touch, you'd fell your birth-right for one kifs, 

Be rack'd.; (he's won, y'ate fated': what follows thi$ ? 

Oh, then you curfe that bawd that told you in, 

(The night) ypu curfe your luft, you loath the fin, 

You 
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You loath her very fight» and ere the day 
Arifei you rife glad when y'are ftol'n away. 
Even tnen when you are drunk with all her (weetff 
There's no true pleafure in a ilrumpet's (heets* 
Women, whom lufl {o proflitutes to Tale, 
Like dancers upon ropes, once feen^ are flale« 

If all the threads of harlots' lives are fpun 
So coarfe as you would make them, tell me why 
You fo long loved the trad^ ? 

BellafronU 

If all the threads ' 

Of harlots* lives be fine as you would make them, 
Why do not you perfuade your wife turn whore, 
And all dames elfe to &11 before that fin ? ' 

Like an ill hufband (tho' I knew the fame . 

To be my undoing) followed I that eame« I 

Oh when the work of lull had earn'd my breads 
To tafte it, how I trembled, left each bit. 
Ere it went down, ihould choak me (chewing it I) 
My bed (eem'd like a cabin hung in hell, 
The bawd hell's porter, and the liqouridi wine 
The pander fetch'd, was like an eafy fine, 
For which, methought I leas'd away my foul^ 
And oftentimes (even in my quafhng bowl) 
Thus faid I to myielf, I am. a whore, 
And have drunk down thus much confufion more. 

HtfoUto. 

It is a common rule, and 'tis moft true. 
Two of one trade never love : no more do you. 
Why are you ibarp 'gainfl that you once profeft? 

Bellafr^nU 

Why doat you on that, which you did once deteft P 
I cannot (feeing (he's woven of fuch bad ffcuff ) 
Set colours on a harlot bafe enough. 
Nothing did make me, when I loved them bef^, 
To leath them more than this : when in the ftreet 
A fair young modeil damfel I did meet. 
She feem'd to all a dove (when I pafs'd by). 
And I (to all) a raven : every eye 

4 That 
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That followed her, went with a bafliful glance 
At me, each bold and Jeering countenance 
Darted forth fcorn : to her (as if (be had been 
Some tower unvanquiflied) would ihey vail^ 
*Gainft me fwoln rumour hoifted every fail. 
She (crown'd with reverend praifes) pafled by them> 
I (iho' with face mafkr) could not fcape the hem. 
For (as if heaven had let ftrange marks on whores, 
Becaufe they fhould be pointing (locks to man) 
Drefl up in civilefl (hape, a curtizan ^ 
Let her walk faint-like, notelefs, and unknown, 
Yet Ihe's betrayM by fome trick of her own. 
Were harlots therefore wife^ they'd be fold dear : 
For men account them good but for one year ; 
And then like Almanacks (whofe dates are gone) 
They are thrown by, and no more lookt upon. 
Who*ll therefore backward fall, who will lanch forth 
In feas fo foul, for ventures no more worth ? 
Luft's voyage hath (if not this courfe) this crofs, 
Buy ne^er fo cheap, your ware comes home with lofs. 
What, fhall I found retreat ? the battlers done : 
Let the world judge which of us two have won. 

Hipolilo. 

1! 

Bellafrantk 
You ? nay, then^ as cowards do in fight. 
What by blows cannot, fhall be faved by flight, [Exit. 

H'lpoliio. , 

Fly to earth's fixed center : to the caves 
Of evcrlalUng horror, I'll purfue thee, 
(Tho' loaden with fins) even to hell's brazen doors. 
Thus wifef): men turn fools, doting on whores. [Exit. 

Enter the Duke, Lodovico, and Orlando : after tbe:n Infalice, 
C^rolo, AAolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell. 

Orlando. 

\ bcfeech your grace, tho' your eye be fo piercing as under 
a poor blue coat to cull out nn honed father from an old 
ferving-man; yet, good my lord, difcover not the plot to any, 
but duly this gentleman that is now to be an adlor in our en- 
fuing Comedy. 

Vol. III. F f Duke. 


nr^ 


4 JO THE SECOND PART OF 

Duie. 

Thou hafl thy wifli, Orlando, pafs unknown, 
Sforfa (liall only go along ivith thee. 
To fee that warrant ferved upon thy (on. 

To attach him upon felony, for 2 Pedlars : is't not Co ? 

Orlandff, 
Right, my noble knight : thofe pedlars were two knaves of 
mine ; he fleeced the men before, and now he purposes to flea 
the mailer. He will rob me, his teeth water to be nibbling at 
my gold, but this (hall hang him by th' gills, till I pull him on 
fliore. 

Duke. 
Away : ply you the bufinefs. 

Orlando. 
Thanks to your jgrace : but, my good lord, for my daugh- 
ter. 

Duke. 
You know what I have faid. •• • 

Orlando* 
And remember what I have fwom : (he^s more hone{(, on 
my (bul, than one of the Turk's wenches, watcht by a hundred 
eunuchs. 

Lodovic9 
So (he had need, for the Turks make them whores. 

Orlando. 
He*s a Turk that makes any woman a whore, he*s no true 
Chriflian I'm fure. I commit your grace. 

Duke. 
Infaelice. 

Itfalice. 
Here, fir. 

Lodo^vico. 
Signior Frifcobaldo. 

Orlando. 
Friiking again ? Pacheco. 

hodovico. 
Uds fo, Pacheco ? we'll have fome (port with this warrant: 
'tis to apprehend all fufpeded perfbns in the houfe : befides» 
there*s one Bots a pander, and one Madam Horfeleach abawd^ 

that 
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that have abufed my friend, thofe two conks will we ferret 
into the purfenet ^K 

Orlando* 
Let me alone- for dabbing them o?th* neck : come, come, 

Lodovico* 
Do ye hear, gallant? ? meet me anon at Matheo*s« 

Omnes. 
Enough. [Exeunt Lodovico and Orlando* 

Th* old fellow fings that note thou didft before^ 
Only his tunes are, that (he is no whore. 
But that (he fent his letters and his gifts» 
Out of a noble triumph o*er his luft, 
To ihew (he trampled his aiTaulcs in dufl. 

Infalice, 

*Tis a good honefl fervant, that old man* 

Duke. 

I doubt no lefs. 

Infalice^ 

And it may be my hufband, 
Becaufe when once this woman was unmaikt^ ' t 

He leveled all her thoughts, and made them fit : 
Now he'd mar all again, to try his wit* 

Duke, 

It may be fo too, for to turn a harlot ' 
Honeft, it muft be by flrong antidotes, 
'Tis rare, as to fee panthers change their fpots. 
And when (he's once a flar (fixed) and (hines brighti 
Tho 'twere impiety then to dim her light, 
Becaufe we fee fuch tapers feldom burn ; 
Yet 'tis the pride and glory of fome men> 
To change her to a blazing ilar again^ 
And it may be, Hipolito does no more. 
It cannot be, but y'are acquainted all 
With that fame madnefs ot our fon-in-law, 
That dotes fo on a curtizan. 

35 purfcfutS\ <* A net of which the mouth is drawn together by a 
" ftring. 

. '* Conies are taken by purfcncts in their burrows." Mortimer. 

Jithnfon's Di^ionarym 
F f 2 Qmneu 


^wrrnmwHvn 


452 THESECONDPARTOF .^ 

Omnes. J 

Yes, my lord. 

Carolo* 
All the city thinks he's a whoremoDger. 

Yet I warrant, he'll fwcar, no man marks him. 

BeraUom 
Tis like fo, for when a man goes a wenching, Is as if he 
had a ftrong (linking brearh, every one fmells him out, yet 
he feels it not, though it be ranker then the fweat of fixteen 
bearwarders«. 

Duke. 
I doubt then you have all thofc ftinking breaths, 
You might be all fmelt out. 

Carolo, 
Troth, my lord, I think we are all as you have been in 
your youth when you went a maying, we all love to hear the 
cuckoo ling upon other men's trees, 

Duke. 
It's well yet you confefs : but, girl, thy bed 
Shall not be parted with a curtizan-«-'tis flrange, 
No frown of mine, no frown of the poor lady, 
(My abufed cliiU^, his wife) no care of fame. 
Of honour, heaven or hell, no not that name 
Of common trumpet, can affright, or woo 
Him to abandon her ; the harlot does undo him, 
She has bewitched him, robb'd him of his fhapc, 
Turn'd him into a bead, his reafon's loft ; 
You fee he looks wild, does he not ? 

Carolo. 
I have noted new moons 
In's face, my lord, all full of change. 

Duh. 
He's no more like unto Hipolito, 
Than dead men are to living — never fleeps, 
Or if he do, it's dreams j and in thofe dreams 
His arras work,— and then cries — fwect— ♦ 
What's her name, what's the drab's name ? 

Jfiolfo. 
In troth, my lord, I know not, 
■ I know no drabs, not I. 

■ Duke. 
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Oh, Bellafront ! 
And catching her fail, cries, my Bellafront* 

Carob* 
A drench that's able to kill a horfe cannot kill this difenfe 
of fmock-froelling, my lord, if it haye once eaten deep. 

Duke. 
V\\ try all phyfick, and this med'cine firft ; 
I have direfted warrants ftrong and peremptory 
(To purge our city Millan, and to cure the outward 
Parts, the fuburbs) for the attaching 
Of all thofe women, who (like gold) want weight. 
Cities (like (hips) fhould have no idle freight. 

Carolo* 
No, my lord, ,and light wenches are no idle freight. 
But what's your grace's reach in this ? 

Duke. 
This, Carolo. If (he whom my fon doats on. 
Be in that mafter-book enrol'd, he'll (hame 
Ever t'approach one of fuch noted name. 

Carob. 
But fay (he be not? 

Duke. 
Yet on harlot's heads 
New laws (hall fall fo heavy, and fuch blows (hall 
Give to thofe that hauot them, that HIpolito 
(If, not for fear of law) for love to her, 
If he love truly, (hall her bed forbear. 

Carolo. 
Attach all the light heels i'th' city, and clap'em up. Why, 
my lord, you dive into a well unfearchable • all the whores 
withm the walls, and without the walls, I would not be he 
fhould meddle with them for ten fuch dukedoms ; the army 
that you fpeak on is able to fill all the prifons within this 
city, and to leave not a drinking room in any tavern befides. 

Duke. 
Thofe only (hall be caught that are of note, 
Harlots in each llreet flow ; 
The fi{h being thus i'th' net, ourfelf will fit, 
And with eye moft fevere difpofe of it. — Come, girl. 

[Exeunt Duke and Infaelictf* 
F f 3 CareU^ 
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Carfilot 
Arraign the poor whore. 

ni not tni{& that feilions. 

FontineH^ 
Nor I. 

Beral^o. 
Nor I, 
Tho' I hold up my hand there myfelf. [Exettni^ 

Smr Math«o, Orlando, and Lodovlco. 

Matheo* 
Let who will come (my noble chevalier) I can but play 
the kind hoft, and bid 'cm welcome. 

Lodavicp* 
We'll trouble your houfe (Matheo) but ai Dutchnlen do in 
taverns, drink, be merry, and be gone* 

Orlando. 
Indeed, If you be right Dutchmen, if you fall to drinking, 
you mud be gone* 

Matheom 
The worft is, my wife is not at home ; but we'll flie high 
(my generous knight) for all that : there's no mufick when a 
woman is in the concert. 

Orlando^ 
No, for (he*s ^^ like a pair of virginals. 
Always with jacks at her tail. 

Enter Aflolfo, Carolo, Beraldo, FontineU* 

LodovicOm 
Sec, the covey is fprung. 

Ofmieu 
Save you gallants* 

36 I— like a pair of virginals^ 

Ahaays wlib jacks at her taiLJ So, lu Ram Alleys or Merry Tricks, 
i6ii: 

'* Where be thefe rafcals, that fkip up and down 
** LiLe virginal jach?^* 
Again, Bacon : " In a virginal as foon as ever the jack falleth, and 
** toucheth the llfing, the found ceafeth.'* S. 
See Note 74 to the Firft Part of this Play, p. 359. 

Matheo^ 


'wir 
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Matheo» 
Happily encountered, fvyeet bloods. 

Lodovicom 
Gentlemen, you all know Signior Candido, the linen-dra- 
per, he that's more patient than a brown baker, upon the day 
when he heats his oven, and has forty fcolds about him. 

Omnes, 
Yes, we know him all, what of him ? 

L>odovico» 
WoM it not be a good fit of mirth, to make a piece of Eng- 
lifli cloth of him, and to '' flretch him on the tenters, till 
the threads of his own natural humour crack, by making 
him '* drink healths, tobacco, dance, ling bawdy fongs, or 
to run any bias according as we think good to caft him ? 

Carolo* 
*Twere a monis-dance worth the feeing. 

Afiolfo. 
But the old fox is fo crafty, we (hall hardly hunt out of 
his den. 

Matheo* 
To that train I have given fire already ; and the hook to 
draw him hither, is to fee certain pieces of lawn, which I told 
him I have to fell, and indeed have fuch : fetch them down, 
Pacheco. 

37 flretch him on the tentert^ i. e. the tenter hooks, on which cloth after 
dying is hung to dry. The quarto reads ta'>nters, S, 

3' drink healths, tobacco, &c.J To drink tobacco was a common 
phrafe for fmoaking it. 

The Miferies of enforced Marriage, A. I. voL V. <* I tell thee Wentloe, 
^' thou canft not live on this fide of the world, feed well, drink tobacco, &c/' 
Again, A. 3 : 

** Do : and we'll ftay here and drink tohacc9.'* 
Again, in the Interlude of ffine. Beer, Ale, and Tobacco, contending for 
Superiority, 

'* Tobacco fays, *' — what do ye ftand at gaze ? 
*' Tobacco is a drink tpo. 
« Beer, j^ drink f 

'* T^acco. Wine, you, and I, come both out of a pipe." 
The Country Captaine, by the Duke of.Newcaftle, 1 649, p. 22 : "I 
** doe not thinke but thou wilt leave thy law, and exercife thy taking 
** in compafling fome treatifes againlt longe hayre and drinkinge that 
*' mod unchriftianwecde yclept tobacco," 

f f 4 Orlando. 
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Orlanifo. 
Yes, lir, I'm your W'^ter- fpaniel, and will fetch any thi&g ; 
but I'll fetch one di(h of meat anon, (hall turn your flomach, 
and that's a conflable. [ Exii^ 

Ettiir Bots, njbertng Mtfirefs Horfelej|ch« 

OmneSm 
How now ? how now ? 

Carohm 
What 59 gally.foill is this? 

Lodovico, 
, Peace, two dirties of *° flew'd prunes, a bawd, and a pander. 
My worthy lieutenant Bets ; why, now I fee th'art a man of 
thy word, welcome ; welcome mlftrefs Horfele^ch : pray, gen- 
tlemen, falute this reverend matron. 

HorfeUach, 
Thanks to all you*r worfliips. 

Lodovico, 
I bade a drawer fend in wine too : did none come along 
with thee (Grannam) but the lieutenant ? 

Jlorjclcacb, 
None came along with me but Bots, if it like your worfhiju 

Bofs. 
Who the pox (hould come along with you but Bots I 

Enter two Fintners* 

Omnes, 
Oh brave ! march fair. 

Lodon^icOm 
Arc you come ? that's well. 

Matheo, 
*^ Here's ordnance able to fack a city. 

Lod(yvico* 
Come, repeat, read this inventory. 

3* rally-fol/!] See Note 8 to The Parfofis JVedd'm^i vol. XL p. 380. 

Ar^ jUiud prunes'] See Notes of Mr, Stecvens and Dr. Fafmer to the 
rirft Part of Fwy IV. A. 3. S. 3 

41 Hefts ordnance able to jack a c'ly.'\ So Falftaff, on the fame occafion 
in the Firft Part of Henry IV. fays, *< there's that will jack a city," S. 

1 Vintner. 
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1 Vintner. 

ImprimiSy a pottle of Greek wine, a pottle of ** Peter £1 
meene, a pottle of Charuico, and a pottle of Ziattica* 

Lodovico* 
Y'arc paid? 

2 Vintner. 

Yes, fir. \Exeunt Viutmrs^ 

Mathco. 
So (hall fome of u& be anon, I fear, 

Bots, K, 

Here's a hot day towards : but, zounds ! this is the life out 
pf which a foldier fucks fweetnefs ; when this artillery goes off 
roundly, fome muft drop to the ground, cannon, d^my-can- 
non, faker, and bafilifk. 

Lodovico. 
Give fire, lieutenant. 

Botu 
So, fo : muft I venture firft upon the breach ? to you ally 
gallants : Bots fets upon you all. 

Omnes% 
Its hard (Bots) if we pepper not you, as well as yoa 
pepper us. 

4* Veter fa meene'^barmco] Thefc wines are mentionecl likcwife in 
The Fair Maid of the Wefij 1 6 1 5. Aragoofa, or Vcter fee me, or Cbarnico, S. 
They appear to have been Spanifh wines, being enumerated in the fol- 
lowing manner in Pbi/ocotboni/ia, 1635, p. 48. ** From the Spaniard all 
f< kinds of Sacks, as Malligo, Cbarnio, Sherry, Canary, Leatlca, Palcmo, 
*< Frontiniack, Peeterfee mee, Vino deriba davia, Vino dita Frontina, Vino 
<* bianco, Mofcatell perarfivina callis, Callongallo, paracomer, &c.'* 

Tbfi Difcovery of a London Monfter, called Tbe Black Dog of Newgate^ 
1612, Sign. A 3? " I found Englifti, Scottifti, Welch, Irilh, Dutch, 
<* and French, in fcverall roomes, fome drinking the neate wine of Or-. 
<^ leance, fome the Gafcony, fome the Burdeaux, there wanted neither 
<* Sherry fack, nor Cbamoco, Maligo, nor Peter Seemine, Amber colour'd 
" Candy, nor liquorilh Ipocras, brown Ballard, fat Aligant, nor any 
'< quick fpirited liquor that might draw their wits into a circle to fee the 
" i)fevill by immagination/' * 

Dr. Warburton fay j, as eharneca is, in Spanlfli, the name of turpentine^ 
tret, he imagines the growth of Cbarnico was in fome diftriA abounding 
with that tree; or that it had its name from a certain flavour refem- 
bling it. 

See Notes by Dr. Warburton, Mr. Hawkins, Mr. Stecvens, and Dr. 
Percy, on the Second Part of Henry IV. A. 2. S. 3. 

Enter 
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Enter Candido* 

laodtmico. 
My noble linen-draper ! fome wine : welcome^ old lad« 

Matbeo. 
Varc welcome, Signior. 

Candid. 
Thefe lawns, fir? 

Matheo, 
Prefently, my man is gone for them; we hate rigged a 
fleet, you fee here, to fail about the world. 

Candida, 
A dangerous voyage, failing in fuch ihips* 

Sots. 
There's no calling overboard yet. 

Lodovico, 
Becaufe you are an old lady, I will have you be acquainted 
with this grave citizen, pray bedow your lips U|X)n him, and 
bid him weleome. 

Hoirfeleacb* 
Any citizen (hall be moll welcome to me :— I have ufed to 
buy ware at your Ihop. 

Candida. 
It may be fo, good madam. 

Horjeleach, 
Your prentices know my dealings well ; I truft your good 
Wife be in good cafe : if it pleafe you, bear her a token trom 
my lips, by word of mouth. 

Candida, 
I pray no more forfooth, 'tis very well, indeed I love no 
fweet meats :— Ihe'as a breath Hinks worfe than fifty polecats. 
Sir, a word, is (he a lady ? 

Ladavica* 
A woman of a good hpufe, and an ancient, (he's a bawd. 

Candida, 
A bawd? Sir, I'll (leal hence, and fee your lawns fome 
other time. 

Mathra, 
Steal out of fuch company ? Pacheco, my man is but gone 
for 'em : lieutenant Bots, drink to this worttiy old fellow, and 
teach him to fly high. 

Omnes, 
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Omnes, 
Swagger : and make him do'c on his knees. 

Candida, 
How, Bots ? now blefs me» what do I with Bots ? no wine 
in footh, no wine, good mafler Bots. ' 

Bots. 
Gray-beard, goats-pi zzle: 'tis a health, have this in your 
guts, or this, there : I will fing a bawdy ibng, fir, becaufe 
your verjuice face is melancholy, to make liquor go down 
glib : will you fall on your marrow -bones, and pledge this 
health, *tis to my miftrefs, a whore ? 

Candida, 
Here's ratsbane upon ratsbane: mader Bots, I pray, fir, 
pardon me : you are a fbldier, prefs me not to this fervice, I 
am old, and flioot not in fuch pot-^guns. 

Bots. 
Cap, 1*11 teach you. 

Candida. 
To drink healths, is to drink iicknefs: gentlemen, pray 
refcue me. 

Bats. 
Zounds ! who dare ? 

Omnes. 
We (hall have ftabbing then ? 

Ca?tdida. 
1 have reckonings to caft up, good mailer Bots. 

Bots. 
This will make you cad *em up bettfic 

Ijfdovico. 
Why does your hand fliake fo ? 

Candido. 
The palfy, Signiors, danceth in my blood. 

Bots. 
Pipe with a poz, iir, then, or I'll make your blood dance^^ 

Candida. 
Hold, hold, good mailer Bots, I drink. 

Omnes. 
To whom ? 

Candido. 
To the old countcfs there. 

HorfeUach. 
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M&rfeleacb^ 
To me, old boy ? this is he that never drank wine : once 
again to't. 

With much ado the poilbn is got dowti, 
Tho' I can (carce get up ; never before 
Drank I a whore's health, bor will never more* 

E.nier Orlando 'ooiih Lrwm. , 

Mat/jca» 
Haft been at gallows ? 

OrfanJa* 
Yes, fir, for I make account to fuflfer to-day. 

Look, Signior : here's the commodity* 

Candida^ 
Your price? 

Mathcom 

Thus. 

Candido* 

No: too dear: thus. 

No : O fie, you muft fly higher-: yet take them home, trifles 
Ihall not make us quarrel, we'll agree, you ihall have them, and 
a pennyworth. Til fetch money at your (hop. 

Candido* 
Be it (q, good Signior, fend me going. 

Matheo, 
Going ? a deep bowl of wine for Signior Candido. 

Orlando^ 
He would be going. 

Candido* 
rU rather flay, than go fo : ftop your bowl. 

*Enter CoTiflahk and BlUmcn» 
Ladovicg^ 


How now? 


Bots* 
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*3 Is'c Shrovc-Tuefday, that thefc ghoils walk ? 

What's your balinefs, fir ? 

CottfiaMe. 
From the Duke : you are the man we look for, Sigtiior; I 
have warrant here from the Duke, to apprehend you upon 
felony for robbing two pedlars : I chaise you Tth' Duke's name 
go quickly. 

Matbeo» 
Is the wind turned ? well : this is that old wolf> my father* 
in-law : feek out your miilrefs, iirrah. 

Orlaudo, 
Yes, fir : as (hafts by piecing are made firoD|^ 
So (hall thy lite be ilraightencd by this wrong. \Exiu 

Ornncs. 
In troth we are forry. ^ 

Matheo. 
Brave men muft be croll ; pifli, it's but fortune's dice roving 
again ft me : come, dr,' pray ufe me like a gentleman, let me 
not be carried through the ftreets like a pageant. * 

Con/iahlem 
If thefe gentlemen pleafe, you ftall go along with them. 

Omnesm 
Be't fb: come. 

CanfioMe* 
What are you, -fir ? 

Bots. 
~~ I, fir ? fonJetimes a figure, fometimes a cypher, as the llate 
has occafion to call up her accounts : I'm a foldier. 

ConJiMe* 
Your name is Bots, is't not ? 

Bots^ 
Bots is my name \ Bots is known to this company* 

ConJiahU. 
I know ycu are, fir : what's (he I 

43 h*t Shrovc-Tuefdav, that thefe ^bofls tvalk?'} From this faflPagf^ T 

apprehend, it was formerly a cuAom for the peace-officers to make fearcU 

• after women of ill faipe oa that day, and to confine theirl during the 

fcafon of Lent. So Senfuallty fays, in Micrvcofntus, A, 5. voL IX. 

** But now welcome a cast, or a Shrovc-'TueJday i tragedy." 

Bots. 
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Bots. 
A gentlewoman, my mother. 

Qmftahk. 
Take them both along* 

Bots. 
Mc, fir ? 

Andy fir* 

ConJiabU. 
If h^ fwagger, raife the flreet. 

Bots. 
Gentlemen, gentlemen, whither will you drag us } 

Lodovico. ' 

To the garden-houfe. Bots, are we even with you ? 

ConJlabU. 
To Bridewell with them. 

Bots. 
You will anfwer this* \ExeunU 

ConfiahU, 
Better than a challenge ; I have warrant for my work, fir* 

Ladovico. 
We'll go before. \Extunt. 

Confidbk. 
Pray do. 
Who, Signior Candido ? a citizen of your degree 
Conforted thus, and- revelling in fuch a houfe ? 

Candido. 
Why, fir ? what houfe I pray ? 

ConfiahU. 
Lewd, and defamed. 

Candido. 
Is't fo ? thanks, fir : I'm gone. 

Confiahk. 
What have you'^there ? 

Candido. 
Lawns which I bought, fir, of the gentleman that keeps the 

houfe. 

Conjiable. 
And I have warrant here, to fearch for fuch ftol*n ware : 
thefe lawns are fiorn. 

Candido. 
Indeed ! ConfiahU. 
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Confiabk* 
So he's the thief, you the receiver: Tm'ibny for this 
chance, I muft commit you. 

Candtdom 
Me, fir, for what ? 

Conftahk, 
Thefe goods are found upon you, and you mud anfwer't. 

Canduio. 

Mufi: I fo? 

Conftable. 

Moft certain. 

Candida* 
I'll fend for bail. 

QonfiabU. 
I dare not : yet becaufe you are a citizen of worth, you flialt 
not be made a pointing fiock, but without guard pafs only 
with myfelf. 

Can-do. 
To Bridewell too ? 

Conftable* 
No remedy. 

Candida* 
Yes, patience : being not mad, they had me once to Bedlam* 
Now I'm drawn to Bridewell, loving no whores. 

ConftabU. 
You will buy lawn ?— [Exeunt* 

Enter at me door Hipolito; at another^ Lodovico, Aflolib, 

Carolo, Beraldo, Fontinell. 

Lodovico* 
Yonder's the lord Hipolito, by any means leave him and me 
together : now will I turn him to a madman. 

Omnes^ 
Save you, my lord. [Exeunt* 

Lodovico* 
I have flrange news to tell you. 

Hipolito* . 
What are th^ ? 

Lodovico* 
Your mare's i'th' pound. 

Hipolito*, 
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HlpoUto, 
^ How's thio? 

" Lodovic0, 
Your nightingale is in a limebufh. 

Hipolito^ 
Ha! 

IjOtlovico, 
Your puritanical Honejl Whore^ fits in a blue gowit* 

Hlpolito. 
Blue gown ! 

Shell chalk out your way to her now^: flic beats chalk* 

Hipolito. 
Where, who dares ? 

Lodovico* 
Do you know the brick houfe of caftigation, by the rivcf 
fide that runs by Millan : the fchocjl where they ^^ pronounce 
no letter well but O f 

HipoUto, 
I know it not. 

LodovicOt 
Any man that has born office of conftable, or any woman 
liMt has fal'n from a horfe-load to a cart-load, or like an old 
hen that has had none but rotten eggs in her neft, can dire6t 
you to her : there you Ihall fee your punk among ft her back- 
friends, there you may. have her at your will, for there (he 
bea'^s chalk, or grinds in the mill ^^^ with a whip deedle, deedle* 
deedle, deedle ; ah, little monkey. 

Hipolito, 
What rogue durft ferve that warrant, knowing I loved her ? 

44 — fiti In a blue gown.] It appears from a paflage in Promos ana 
Cnffandra, chat a blue gown was the nablt in which a ftrumpet did penance. 
So too, in the Northern Lafs, 1633 : ** — all the good you intended me 
•*< was a lockram coif, a hiue goivny a wheel, Sec.*** The 'tubee/, as well as 
the blue goiuft, are mentioned in fubfequent fcenesof this Comedy. S. 

45 pronounce no letter well but .^J See Mr. StccvCns's Note on Twelfth 
Night, A. 2. S. 5. ' . . . 

46 beats chalk f or grinds in A>e mill A To beat chalk, grind in mills, 
raife fand and gravel, and, make lime, were among the employmentsj 
altignraents for vagrants who were committed to Bridewell. See Orders 
appo nted to be executed In the Cittie of LondoH^ forfettlng ro^es and idle perfons 
t0 W9rkcf and for relufe ef the poor e» Printed -by Hugh Singleton. 

7 LodovicOn 
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Lodcnnco, 
Some worfliipfttl rafcal, I lay my life. 

HifoUto. 
Ill beat the lodgings down about their ears 
That are her keepers. 

Lodavico^ 
So you may bring an old houfe over her head. 

Hipoliio. 

I'll to her 

m to her, ftood armed friends to guard the doors. [Exitt 

Lodovico* 
Oh me ! what moafters are men made by whores ! 
If this falfe fire do kindle him, there's one faggot 
More to the bonfire ; now to my Bridewell-birds, 
What fong will they fmg } [Exit. 

Enter Duke, Caroio, Aftolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, three or four 

Mq/iers cfBridevxUi Infaelice. 

Buke. 

♦^ Your Bridewell ? that the name ? for beauty, Hrength, 
Capacity and form of ancient building, 
(Befides the river's neighbourhood) few houfes 
Wherein we keep our Court can l^etter it.. 

^^ Tour Bridewell? &c.] We have here a curious fpecimen of th« 
licence which ancient writers ufed to allow themfelves of introducing 
fa&s and circumftances peculiar to' one country into another. Every 
thing here faid of Sridewell is applicable to the houfe of corredlioa , 
-which goes by that name in London. Changing the nam^s of the Duke 
and his Ton to thofe of Henry the Eighth aid Edward the Sixth, all the 
events mentioned will be found to have happened in the Englifli Bside* . 
well. The lituation of the place is alfo the fame. In the time of Henry 
the Eighth, princes were lodged there ; part of it being built in th« 
year 15^2, for the reception of CbArles the Fifth, whofe nobles refided in 
It. In 1528, Cardinal Campeius had his firft audience there ; and after 
Henry's death, Edward the Sixth, in the feventh year of his reign, 
1552, gave to the Citizens of London this his palace for the purpofes 
sbovementioned. To complete the parallel, it was endowed with land, 
lace 'belonging to the Savoy, to the amount of ycx) marks a year, with 
all the bedding and furniture of that h«fpital. See Stowe'x Survey, 
Strype's edit. 1721, voL I. p. 264. There is alfo the like anachronifm 
in the Firft Part of this Play concerning Bethlem Hofpital. I cannot 
^Ifcover that there is any place for the reception of lunaticks, in the city 
•f Milan, diftinguiihed by that name. 

Vo L. III. G g . I Mijer. 
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I Mafier. 
Hither from foreign Courts have princes comc^ 
And with our Duke did a^s of fiate commence. 
Here that great Cardinal had firft audience 
(The grave Campayne) that Duke dead, his Iba 
(That famous Prioce) gave free pofleffion 
Of this his palace, to the citizens, 
To he the poor man's ware*houfe : and endowed It 
With lands to th' value of (even hundred marks. 
With all the bedding and the furniture, once proper 
(As the lands then were) to an hofpital 
Belonging to a duke of Savoy, Thus 
Fortune can tofs the world, a Prince's Cowrt 
Is tlius a prifon now. 

Tis fortune's fport: 
Thcfc changes common are: the wheel of fate ^^ 

Turns kingdoms up, till they fall delblate. 
But how are thefe (even hundred marks by th'yeas 
ImployM in this your work-houfe ? 

I Mafier. 

War and peace 
Feed both upon thofe lands t when the iron doors 
Of wars burft open, from this houfe are lent 
Men furnilh'd in all martial complement. 
The moon hath through her boiv fcarce drawn to ^ head, 
(Like to twelve filver arrows) all the months,. 
Since icoo foldiers went aboard : 
Here \ I evidence and charity play fuch parts, 
Th^ houfe is like a. very ichool of arts ; 
For irken our foldiers (like (hips driven from fea, 
With ribs all broken, and with tatterM iides), 
Caft anchor here again, their ragged backs 
How often do we cover ? that (like men) 
They may be feat to their own homes again. - 
Ail here are bui^one fwarm of bees, and ilrive 
To bring with wearied thighs honey to the hivCr 
The fturdy beggar, and the lazy lown, 
Gets here hard hands, or lacM corredion.^ 
The vagabond grows fiay'd, and learns t'obey, 
1 he drone 'v» beaten: well, and fent away; 

•As 


—^ .».j. 
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Ad other prifbns are (fome lor the thief. 

Some, byw3fei«iifui40fci«'««<*^geta.f^ef ' : ' 

From bridled debtors ; other* ifor the p9or)^ 

So this is for the bawd, ike rof?tie» ilia wbdte.' 

Cat4y^ ' ' ' • • / • '' • 

An excellent team of horft. 

Nor is it fecn, 
That the whip draws bipod here, to «ool the fpleeh 
Of any rugged bencher : nor dbed offence 
Feel fmart, or fpiteiul, or rafli evidence; 
But pregnant teflimony fovth mud fland, 
£fe j[^ilice licave them in the beadle's hand ; 
As iron, on the anvil are they laid. 
Not to take blows alone, but to be naade 
And faihioned to foiae charitable ufe. 

Thus wholfom'Il hiws f^ing from the Worft akufe* 
Enter Orlando hfan Sellafront. 

Let mercy touch ^^r heart-ilriogs ]|^piiciou8 lor^^ 
That it may found hke mufick in the ear 
Of a man de^erate (bciqg iW hand» 9f 1^}* 

His name ? 
. Waijiep. 

For a robbery f where is Ihe ? l ^ ^^ ,j^ Mafi ^ 
In this houfe. J .-»'^«*«*** 

Fetch you Wm hither—— 
]s this the party? 

Oriamb* 
This is the hen, my lor4» that the cock (with the lordly 
•omb) your fon-in-la\v would cToxy ovor»'fUtd ttpeail* 

Duke., 
Are yout two fervanti ready ? 

Q g t Orkndi. 


^8 THE SECOND PART OF 

> » 

My two pedlars are {ack'd together^ my good lord. 

^8 well : this day injudgmeot fliallbe fpentf 
Vice (like a wound launc'd) mends by punifhmenC 

Iftfielfctw 
"Let me be gone, my lord, orHaod unieen ; 
Tis rare when a judge ftrikes, and that none die. 
And 'tis unfit then, women ihould ht by. 

I Mafier, 
Well place you, lady, in feme private room. 

■ Ittfielicem ' 
Pray do £>• [Exiu 

Orhmdom 
Thus nice dames fwear, ic is unfit their eyes 
Should view men carv*d up for anatomies. 
Yet they'll fee all, fo they may Jjand unfeen. 
Many women fure wiU fin behind alkrecn*. ' 

Rtiter Lodovice. 

' Lodovico, 
Your fon (the lord HipoKto) is entered. 

Duke. 
Tell him we wi(h his prefence. A Word, Sforia : , 
On what wings flew he hither \ 

Lodonncot 
Theie— I told him his lark whom he loved was a Bridewell- 
bird, he's mad that this cage (hould hold her, and is come to 
let her out. 

Duke. 
'Tis excellent : away, go call him hither. \ExU Lodovico. 

^nler one eftbe Governors cf the Houfiy Bella front /j/f^r him ^itb 
Matheo, tfter him the Conftahle. Enter at another door Lo- 
dovico and Hipoiito : Orlando ^<^i forth^ and brings in twm 
Fedlars. 

Duke. 
You are to us 4i-ilr^ger (worthy kml), 
'TIS ilrange to fee you here. ' 

BipoUto. 
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-It. ft'AioR fit, ' ~ ' 

That whcfe the fu'd'gocs, Attomyes foltow k. ^ 

« • ' '"■■/, '■ Duke. ' <:'' ■ ^ ■ 

Attomyes neither (hape nor honour bear : " 
Be you yourfdf, a fun beam to fliine cleat, , ' 

Is this the gendeman ? fland forth and hear your accufatidn;' 

Matheom - 

ni hear none: I fly high in that: rather than kites (hall 
feize upon met and.pick .out mine eyes to my facet ^^^ Arike 
my talons through mine own heart lit^, aha fpit my blood 
in theirs : I am here for (hriving thofe two fools of their finfiil 
pack: when thofe jack-daws have caw'd o?er-me, then- muft 
I cry guilty, or not guilty ; ihefiaw has work enough already, 
and therefore 1*11 put no work of mine into his hands, the 
hangman ihal} ha't firfi, I did pluck thofe ganders, did rob 
them. 

*Tis well done to codfefi. 

Matbeo. 

Confefs and be hanged, and then I fiy high, is't not fo ? 
that for that ; a gallows is the^ worft rub that a good bowler 
can meet with : I flumbled againft fuch a poft, elfe 'this night 
I had played the part of a true Ton in thefe days, undone my 
father-m-law, with him would I have run at leap-frog, and 
come over his gold, though I had broke his neck foi^ : but 
the poor falmon-trout is now in the net. 

• Hipolko. 

And now the law muft teach you to fly high. 

Right, my lord, and then may you fly low; no more 
words ; a moufe, mum, you are ftopp'd. 

BeUafronU 
Be good to my poor huiband, dear my lords. 

iMatbeo. 
Afs, why (houldft thou pray them to be good to me, when 
no man here is good to one another ? 

Duke. 
Did any hand work in this theft but yours ? 

G g 3 Maiheo^ 
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O. yes, mylordy yts:— the hangman has nsrcr one fm 
at a birtb, his ch\Uim)i>^2^y9tLys. come by oouplei : tboiigii i 
cannot give the old' £6^^ nvy fitther, a bone to gnaw, the 
daughter ihall be fuie ^Ia choaV-pear.-r-^Ycs^ my lord^ dvm 
was one more that £ad|ed my £ne pedlaia, and that vmaif 
wifc 

Alai, If 

Orlando^ 

O everbtUog, fupematural luperkuve Tilhun I ; 

Omnes* 
Your wife» Matbeo? 


. Sure it cannot be* 

Oh, fir, you love no quarters of mutton that hang U(V 
you love none but whole mutton ; (he fet ^ n>bbery> I per* 
tbrmed it ; fhe fpur'd me on, I gallopM awaj.^ * 

lAy loi^— *-* 

, My lords:, (fellow ^vc me fpeech) if my poor life 
May ranfom thine» I yield it to the law. 
fhou burt'ii thy foul (yet wipeil off no ofibnoe) 
By - casing blots iqpon my innpcence : 
l,et not thefe fpare me, but tell truth : ao^ fee 
Who flips his neck out of the mifery, 
Tho' not out of the nrifchief : let thy fiMiraar, 
That (hared in this bafe ad» accufe me here. 
Why ihould my hufband peri(h» he go dear ? 

A good child, hang thine own fatlier* 

Old fellow, was thy hand in too ? 

Orlando. 

My hand was in the pye, my lord, I confefs it : my roiilrefift^ 

I fee, will bring me to the gaUows, and fo leave me ; but I'll 

not leave her fo : I had rather hang in a woifian*8 company^ 

than in a man's ; becaufe if we fhould go to heU together, I 

7 fhould 
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ihoQld fcarcc be let in, for all the devils are afraid to have 
any women come amongft them ^ as I am true thief, (he 
neither confented to this iebny, nor knew of it. 

Duke. 
What fury prompts thee on to kill thy wife ? 

Matheo, 
It's my humour, fir, ^tis a foolifh bag-pipe that I make 
myfelf merry with : why (hould I cat hemp-feed at the hang- 
man's thirteen-pence half-penny ordinary, and have this whore 
laugh at me as I fwing, as I totter? 

Duke. 
Is ihe a whore? 

Matheo, 
A fix-penny mutton pafty, for any to cut up. 

Orkuuk. 
All, toad, toad, toad. 

Matheo* 
*• A barber's cittern for every fervlngmaa to play upon : 
that lord, your fon, knows it. 

V IBfeiUto* 
I, fir, am I her bawd then ? 

Matheo* 
No, fir, but (he's your wbore tlten. 

Orlando, 

Yea i^kbr, doft ctftch at peat files ? 

HipoUto. 
My where? 

Matheo. 

I cannot taUc, fir, and tell of your rpids, and yovir rees, and 

your wkirligiirs, and devices : but, my lord, I found them 

like fparrow4 in one ueft, billing together, and bulling of me, 

I took them in bed, was ready to kill him, wafl up to ftab 

her— 

• I- 

H^olito* 
Clbfe thy rank jaws : pardon me, I am vexed| 
Thou art a villain, a ms^icious devil, 

48 A hm^her's cMern] Sw Note 13 to The Mtyor cf Siuinborwgb^ A. J. 
S. 3. voL XI. p. 135. ' 

Again, in More Foeksyet, by Roger SKarpe, 4to. 1610 : 
*^ Here cpmes old Spungc the 6arUr faith bis iute*' 

G g 4 Deep 
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Deep as the place where thou art loft, thou lyeft; 
SiDce I am thus far got into this ftorm, 
1*11 through, and thou (halt fee Til through untouched. 
When thou (halt perilh in it.' 

Enter Infxlice. ' 

Infalice* 
Tis my cue 
To enter now : room, let my prize be play'd, 
I have lurk'd in clouds, yet heard what all have faid» 
What jury more can prove, ftie has wrong'd my bed. 
Than her own hulband, (he muft be punilhed ; 
I challenge law, my lord, lettersi and gold, and jewels, 
From my lord that woman took. 

HjpoUto. 
Againft that black-mouthed devil, againft letters^ and gold. 
And againft a jealous wife I do uphold, 
Thus tar her reputation, I could fooner 
Shake the Appenine, and crumble rocks to duft, 
Than (though Jove's fhower rained down) tempt her to luft. 

BeUqfronU 
What ihall I fay ? 

Qrlafi(h, 

[He dijcovers himfelf. 
Say thou art not a whore, and that's mora than fifteen 
women (amongft five hundred) dare fwear without lying : 
this (halt thou uy, no let me fay't for thee; thy hufband's a 
knave, this lord's an honeft man: thou art no punk, this 
lady's a right lady. Pacheco is a thief as his mailer is, but 
old Orlando is as true a man as thy father is : I have feen you 
fly high, fir, and I have feen you fly low, fir ; and to keep 
you from tke gallows, fir, a blue coat have I worn, and a 
thief did I turn, mine own men are the pedlars, my twenty 
pound did fiy high, fir, your wife's gown did fly low, fir : 
whither fiy you now, fir ? you have Tcap'd the gallows, tq 
the devil you fiy next, fir. Am I right, my liege ? 

Buke. 
Your father has the true phyiician played. / 

Mathea* 
And I am now his patient, 

Hipolito, 
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HifoUto* 
Andb^foftUI, 
*Ti8 a goM fign when our cheeks bluih at ill* 

Ccnftioble. 
The linen-draper (Signior Candido) 
He whom the cinr terms the patient man. 
Is iikewife here tor buying of thofe lawns 
The pedlars lofl. 

bfaUcu 
Alas, good Candido. \Exit CtmfiMtn 

Duke. 
Fetch him : and when thcfe payments up are caft. 
Weigh out your light gold, but let's have them lafi* 

« 

Enter Ctuadido, and Qm/la^b^ \ - 

Duie. 

In Bridewell, Candido ? ' 

Candido^ 
Yesi my good lord. 

Duhm 
What make you here? 

* Candido. 
My lord, what make you here? 

Duke. 
I'm here to &ye right, and to drive wrong hence* 

Candida. 
And I to bear wrong here with patience. 

Duk. 
You have bought Aolen goods. 

Candidom 
So they do fay, my lord. 
Yet bought I them upon a gentleitaan's word. 
And I imagine now, as I thought then, 
That there be thieves, but no thieves gendemeo. 

Hipolito. 

Your credit's crack'd being here. 

Candido. 
No more than gold 
Being crack'd, which does his eftimation hold. 

4 I was 
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I was in Bedlam once, but*ilrdH| t itoad ? 

They made me pledge whom' heaitfai| but att t hlc^ 

Secauie I'm with had people ? ' 

Well, fland by. 
If you ttke wrongi wtfll txtt Ae in}(!a]r« 

Enter Oti/l0ik9 4^ tlmBotMfilfUr him two JidJkt^ mu vdtB 

bemp^ tbi othir *tm'tb a ketk^. 

Dfth. 
Stay, fiay, what's he ? a pfifoner ? 

Yes, nSy lohl. 

HifoUto. 
He feems a fcHdhftf 

B9tU 

I am what I feem, fir, pAe of tbrtune's baftanh, a Ibldier^ 
and a gentleman, and am brought in here with mauer Confta- 
ble's band of Billmen, becaufe they face ne down that I Mve 
(like (hofe that keep bowling-alleys) by the fins of (he people^ 
in being ^^ a fquire of the body. . 

H^tc. 

Oh, an apple-fquire* 

Boa. 

Yes, fir, tha^t itpe^ of fcurvy fcjuives, and that I am main- 
tained by't'he beft part that is commonly in a woman, by the 
worft players of thofe parts, but I am knowa to all this com* 

i«ny- y _ . 

My lord, 'tis true, we all know him, 'tis lieutenant Bots. 

Duke^ 
Bots, and wheie have you fmed, fiots i 



49 a hutlt\ A nuUet. MMut Upuus. Barret's Alvmtie^ 
S^ mjfuire of tht body."] A fquire of tke body, fays Mr. Steeyeas (Note 
on the Firft Part of nenry IV. vol. V. p. e6o. edit. 1^78.) figni£e<i 
•riginally, the attendant on a knight ; the pttton ^ho bore his head- 
piece, fpear, and (hield. It aftemruxis beeame a cant term for a pimpf 
and is fo ufed here. 

Again, in The iVit^ ,fo*r mif by Shirley, i^^ 6 for 'tuffrMurtfs t 
Here^omcs tht fjuirc of her miftrefs body. 

Sots. 
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Bed. 
In moft of your hottefi fenrices in the Loir^coantrics : «t ibe 
Groyne I was vtrouiided in tbis thigh^ and habed tipon't^ btK 
'ids now found. Is Ciereiand I tnift but littie, iiaving M 
bridge of my nofe broken down with two great <ftone9^ as 1 waft 
fcaling a fort : I have been tried, £r, too, in Gelderkuid, and 
fcap^d hardly there from being blown up at a breach : I wal' 
fired, and l^y iW furgpon's hamb for't all th^ iaH pf tilt kff 
foUowingp .. 

AH this may be^ tod yet you no fiildt^r. 

No i<^c^er, fir ? I hope thefe are fervices that your proudeft 
commanders do venture upon, and jiever come off fometimei* 

Welly fir, becaufe ywifiiy ysn are a tidier, 
111 ufe you like a sentleroan : make room there^ 
iHanthim ^fnotigftyou, l^e (hall have anon 
Stratige hawks fly here before us : if hone H^t on you^ 
You (ball with freedom take your flight : 
But if you prove a bird of barer wing. 
Well ufe you like fuch birds, here you (hafl fing. ' 

Btfis. 

I wi(h to be tried at no other weapon. 

Why, is he fbrnifhVi With tfaofe implementsf 

I Ma/fer, 

The pandar is ittote dah^ous to a ftate, 
Than is the^mmon thief, and tho' our laws 
Lie heavier on the thief, yet that the pandar * 

May know the hangman's ruff fhotdd fit him too^' 
Therefore he's fet to beat hemp. 

Duke. 

This does favour 
Of juflice, bafeil flaves to baieft labour. 
Now pray, fet open hell, and let us fee 
The (he-devils that are here. 

Methinks this place ^ 

Should make even Lais honefi* 

1 UifiiT^ 


^ 


JLniiptMftiti 

Farewell, dog. 

FB&(hzmfit ptftpexikeacs, why ath^(Uaeg«l|Q? 

Seifig flript QUI of her uraaton looft arthc^ 
^;it gfirm^pt fte {xits cob, bak lo tbe e«€y 
f)f^y to ^logth h^ ia humility* , 

^ Are all the red! like this? 

No, my good lord* 
Tou fee, this drab fwells with a wanton lein. 
The next that enters has a different drain* ■ 

Variety Is good, let's fse the left* [Sxk M^fier. 

Bats. 
Your grace fees I'm found ycr, and no bullets hit nie* 

Come off fo, and 'tis well* 

Here's the iecond mefs. 

Enter tbe two MafierSy aftet fJbfw iJbf Qifi^fi^th^ ^^ ^vn Peo^^pe 
Whorehound, Ukt a Citi^ili wifei ; tf/?rr her two Beadles^ one 
With a blue gowfty another with chalk and a m^t^ 

'Penelope. 

I have worn many a co^ly gown, but I was never thus 

guarded with blue coats, and-beacues, fipd condables, and ' 

Carolo, 

Alas, fair mifirefk, fpoil not thus your eyes* 

JreneloPe, 

Oh, fwcet fir, I fear the ijwiling of oth^r plupcs about me 

that arc dearer than my eyes ; if you be gentlemen, if you be 

men, or ever caitte of a woman^. pity my cafe, ftapd to me, 

flick to me, good fir, you are an old man. 

/Orlando. 

Hang not on mci I pr*ythee,old tt^ bear no fo^h fruit* 

Penelope^ 

Will you bail me, gentlemen ? 

Itodovi^* 


.•J 


^ 
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Bail thee, art in for debt ? 

No; Qoi^»^Jv^/iril^WJftft>fWdrtrp:5 Ipay-my 
taylor for this gown, the 1^ five (hillings a week that wat 
behind, y^\px4^f : 

What is your name, I pray? , 

Penelope Whorehound» I come of the WJ^ohOMIEV^ 
How does lieutens^ ^^ ? , 

A ha, Bots* 

Bots* '»• 

A veiy honefl woman, as Jl'ip a foldier, a poz BottyCt 

I was never in this pickle betofei and f <<l» if J g^ 9^9g 
citizen's wives, they jeer at me ; if I go among the '* loofe* 
bodied gowns, they cry a pox on me, beca^^ (^ i^iviily at- 
tired, and fwear their trade was a gpod trade, till fucb as I am 
took it out of theithands : gPod Ueutooant 6^t|, |peak to dfsie 
captains to bail me* 

Begging for b^i flill ? you are a tf^im goffi^ go give hi^r |tiQ 
blue gown, "ferbcrtoher cb^m, woik luifwifc^ iqic yp^r 
bread, away, 

Fenehpe* 
Oat you dqfg, a pox on yov aU, won>ea ave hmcn to (curi^ 
thee, but I (halt live to fee twenty fiKh SauciifS (t^aking di^c^ 
for a pennyworth of pippins: out, you blue-eyed rpgue. i^iU 

5* kojfe-'boditd gcwni] From feveral p^fTages in contemporary wirSters, 
t bofe'iodied gown appears to have been the habit of a curtezftn... S0| ia 
More Fooles ^et, by Roger Sharpe, 4:10- 1610 : 

'< Brifcus will turne good huA^Bd^ marry fye, 
*^ What wench is't tufh kf^jft ipditff Marg/try, 
" Good huiband now, that nerc yr^s good in*s life, 
** The better hufband, fir, the worfcr wife/* 
5S — fet her to her chare,] i. e. h^ tafk-work. So, in jRutkfpCMc't 
Jfmoi^ and Cleopatra: 

*» coaimaile4 
By fach poor pal&ons as the ixuid that milks^ 
And does the meaneit cbans* S. 
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Vmnes* 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Duke. 
Even now ihe wept, and prayed, now does fhe curfe .^ 

I Mafier. ^ 
Seeing me : if ffill fhe had fbiid, this had been woiie* 

Was flie ever here before ? 

I Mafier. 
Five^mes at leaft. 
And dius if men come to her, have her eyes 
Wrung, ^d wept out her bail. 

Omnes. 
Bote, you know her ? 

Is there any gentleman here, that knows not a whore^ and is 
be a hair the worfe for that ? 

Dvike. 
' Is fhe a city-dame, (he's fo attired \ *" 

1 Mafter. 
No, my good lord, that's only but the vail 
To ho: loote body, I have feen her here 
In gay^ ^naiking fuits ; as feveral fauces 
Give one difh feveral tafles, fo change of habits 
In whores is a bewitching ait : to-day (he's all in 
Colours to befot gallants, then in modefl black, 
Te catch the citizen, and this from their examinations ! 

Drawn ; libw fhall you fee a monfter both in fhape 
And nature quite from thele, that.fheds no tear, 
Nor yet is nice, 'tis a plain ramping bear, . 
Mmy fuch whales are caft upon this fhore. 

Omnes% 
Let's fee her. 

X Mafierm | 

Then behold a fwaggering whore* ^ [Exit* ' 

Orlando* \ 

Keep your ground, Bots. ' 

Bots. . i 

I do but travede to fpy advantage how to arm myfelf. 

( Enhr 
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JEjiier t^vo Mafters firft^ after them the Conftahle^ after them a 

^^ Beadle heating a hafon^ then Catherina Bountinall, n»itb 

Mtfirefs Horfeleach, cfter them another Beadle 'with a hlut head 

guarded fwithyeUovj. 

Catherina, 

Sirrahy when I cry hold your hinds, hold, ydti rog6e- 
catcher, hold: Bawd, arc the Frfcnch chilblains in your heels, 
that you can come no fefter ? are not you (bawd) a whore's an-, 
dent '% and muft not I foHow my colours ? 

Hor/ekach* 

O, miftrefs Gathcrine, you do me wrong td accufe me here 
its you do, before ttie right worfhipful : I am known for a mo^ 
therly honefl woman, and no bawd. 

Catherina. 

Marry fob, honeft ! burnt at fourteen, feven times whipt^ 
fix times carted, nine times duck'd, fearch'd by foifie hundred 
and fifty conHables, and yet you are honeft ? Honeft mtftrefd 
Horfeleach ! is this world a world to keep bawds and whores 
honeft ? How many times haft thou given gentlemen a quart 
of wine in a gallon pot ? how maiiy twelve-penny fees, nay, 
two (hilling fee^, h^, when any embafladors have been here, 
how many half-crown fees haft thou taken ? how many carriers 
haft thoil bribe4 for country wenches? how often have I 
rinced your lungs in ^^ a^Ua mta^ and yet you are honeft ? 

Duke. 

And what were you the whileft ? 

^4 a hcadh heating a baf(m\ In Ben ^onfon*s New Inn, A. 4. S. j. 
Latimer fays, " And let her footman 6eat the bafon afore her." Oa 
which Mr. Whallcy obferves, that it alludes " to the cuftom of old, 
** when bawds ahd other infamous perlbns were carted. A mob of people 
*' ufcd to precede.them beating bafons, and other cteniih of the fame kind, 
** to make the noifc and tumult the bigger. Thus Stowc dcfcribes the 
•' punilhment of a prieft who was taken in criminal c;onverfation with 
" another man's wife : " The firft day he rode in a carry ; the fecond on 
«« a horfe, his face to the horfe-tail ; the thifd, led betiv^ixt t^raifte, and 
<« every day rung with bafws** This explains a paflage in The Silent 
^ Pf^ommn, where Mdrofe, amongfl other execrations on the barber Cut- 
beard, fays, " Let there be no bawd carted that year to employ a bafoa 
of his." A3. S. 5, 
SS Mnclent] An cnfign» ' 

^^ afua vitte] Formerly tht general name for fpiritt. 
Vol, IIL H h Catherina. 
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Catberina, 
Many hang you, mailer (lave, who made you an exanuner ? 

Well (aid, belike this devil fpares no mao* 

Catbtrina* 
What art thou, pr'ythee } 

Bois. 
- Nay* what art thou, pr'ythee ? 

Catherimu 
A whore ; art thou a thief? 

Bots. 
A thief, no ; I defy the caHing, I am a foldler, have borne 
arms in the field, been in many a hot Ikirmiihi yet come otf 
found. 

Caihtrina^ 
Sound with a pox to ye, ye abominable rogue! you a 
foldier! you in ikirmiihes! where? amongO: pottle-pots in a 
bawdy- houfe? Look, look here, you madam wormeaten, do 
not you know him ? 

Horfilcach. 
Lieutenant Bots, where have ye been this many a day I 

Bois. 
Old bawd, do not difcredit me, feem not to know me» 

HorJeleac6. 
Kot to know ye, mailer Bots ? as long as I have breath, I 
cannot forget thy fweet face. 

Duke. 
Why, do you know hiip ? he fays he is a (bldier. > 

Catherina, 
He a foldier ? a pander, a dog that will lick up iix-pence : 
do ye hear, you mailer S wines fnout, how long is'tifince you 
held the door for me, and cried to't again, nobody comes, ye 
rogue you ? 

Omnis. 
Ha, ha, ha, y'are fmelt out again, Bots. 

Bots. * 

Pox ruin her'nofe for*t ; and I be not levenged for this— 
urn ye bitch. 
^ Lodavico* 

D'ye hear ye, madam?- why does your laclyfhip iwagger 
thus ? y'are very brave, mc thinks. 

6 CatUriMO* 
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CatberiMa*. 
Not at your coft, mafter Codi-head ; 
Is a^ny man here blearocyed to fee mc brave ? • 

Afiolfo. 
Yes, I am, 
Becaufc zood cloaths upon a wfaoie^B back 
Is like fair painting upon a rotten wall. • . > ^ 

Catheriiuu 

Many muff^ mafier Whoremafter, you come upon me* with 
fentences. 

By thJs light h'as fmall fcnfe for*t. 

JLodowcom 
O fie, fie, do not vex her* 
And yet me thinks a creature of.more fcurvy conditions 
Should not know what a good petticoat were. 

Catberhta* 
Marry come out, 
Y^are lo bufy about my petucoat, you'll creep up to my placket, 
and ye co'd but attain the honour, but and the outfides of- 
fend your rogueihips, looko'tke lining, 'tis filk» 

Duke. 
Is't filk 'tis lined with then I 

Caiberina. 
Silk ? aye filk, mailer Sbure, you .wo'd be glad to wipe your 
nofe with the ikirt on't: this ^iis to come among aoom^aoy of 
cods-heads that know not bow to ufe a gentlewoman* 

Duie. 
Tell her the Duke is here. 

I Mafiir. 
Be modeft, Kate, the Dukftis here. 

Cather-ina* 
If the devil were here, I care not: fet forward, 3re rogues, 
and give attendance according to your places; let bawds and 
whores be fad, for I'll fing and the devil were a dying. [^Exeunt. 

Duke. 
Why before her does the bafon ring ? 

' I Mq/ier.^ 
It is an emblem of their revelling. 
The whips we ufe lets forth their wanton \AoQi% 

H h i Making 
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Slaking tl^em calm, and more to calm their pridc^ 
Inftead pf coaches they in carts do ride. 
Will your grace iee mote o£ this bad ware ? 

Buke. 

No, (hut up (hop, we*ll now break up the fair. 
Yet ere we part — -you, £r, that take upon ye 
The name of ibldier, that true name of worth. 
Which adioD, not vain boafting, heft fets forth. 
To let you know how far a ibldier's name 
Stands from your title, and to let you fee. 
Soldiers muft not be wrong'd where princes be } 
This be your fentcnce. 

Omms. 

Pefend yourielf, Bbts. 

Ditke. 

Firfl, all the private fuffbrance that the houft 
InflI6ts upon offenders, you (as the bafefl) 
Shall undergo it double, after which 
¥ou (hall be whipt, fir, round about the city, 
^^ baniih'd from the land. 

Befeech your grace. 

Dmke. 

Away with him, fee it done : panders and whores 
Are city-plagues, which being kept alive. 
Nothing that boks like goodnefs ere can thrivte. 
Now, good Orlando, what fay fo\x to your bad ibQ«in-law i 

Orlmndo. 

Marry this, my lord, he is ray ibn-in-law, and in ktw will I 
be his father : for if law can pepper him, he (hall be fo par- 
boiled, that he (hall ilink no more i'th' nofe of the common* 
^eaUh. 

Se yet more kind and merdfuU good father. 

Orlando. 
Dofl thou beg for him, thou precious man's meat, thou ? 
has he not beaten thee, kickt thee, trod on thee, and doll thou 
fawn on him like his fpaniel ? has he not pawn'd thee to thy 
petticoat, fold thee to thy fmock,. made ye leap at a cnfft, yet 
would'ft have ipe fave him I 

mUapront^ 
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BettafronU 

Oh |^es» good fir, women fhadl learn of me. 
To love their hufbands in greateft mifery ; 
Then (hew him pity, or yoa wreck ^nyfelf. 

Orlando* 

Have ye eaten pigeons that y'are fo kind-hearted to your 
mate ? Nay, y'are a couple of wild bears, I'll have ye both 
baited at one flake : but as for this knave, the gallows is thy 
due, and the gallows thou (halt have ; I'll have juflice of the 
Du^e, the law (haU have thy life : what, doll thou hold hira f 
let go his hand : if thou doll not forfake him, a father'^ ever- 
lading blefling fall upon both your heads : away, go, kifs out 
of my fight, play thou the whore no more, nor thou the thief 
again, my houie ihall be thine, my meat (bail be thine, a|>d 
fo (hall my wine, but my money (hall be mine, and yet when 
I die (fo thou dofl not fly high) take all ; yet, good Mathppp 
mend. 

Thus for joy weeps Orlando, and doth end* 

Duke. 

Then hear, Matheo : all your woes are flayed 
By your good father-in-law : all your ills 
Are clear purged from you by his working pills. 
Come, Signior Candido, thele green yoUng wits. 
We fee by j;?ircumflan!ce, this plot hath laid^ 
Still to provoke thy patience, which they find 
A wall of brafs, no armour's like the mind ; 
Thou haft taught the city patience, now our court 
Shall be thy fphere, where from thy good report, 
Rumours this tfuth unto the world (hall fing, 
yV patient man's a pattern for a king. ^E^nmf, 


ED Ir 


